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OF 


^  A 


THE    MAHABHARATA 


PREFACE. 


Some  time  ago  I  wrote  and  published,  in  a  paper  en- 
titled "The  Iliad  and  Odyssey  of  India,"  the  following 
passages  :  — 

"  There  exist  two  colossal,  two  unparalleled,  epic  poems  in  the 
sacred  l2mguage  of  India,  —  the  Mahibhirata  and  the  Rimiyana, 
—  which  were  not  known  to  Europe,  even  by  name,  until  Sir  Wil- 
liam Jones  announced  their  existence ;  and  one  of  which,  the  larger, 
since  his  time,  has  been  made  public  only  by  fragments,  by  mere 
specimens,  bearing  to  those  vast  treasures  of  Sanskrit  literature 
such  small  proportion  as  cabinet  samples  of  ore  have  to  the  riches 
of  a  mine.  Yet  these  most  remarkable  poems  contain  almost  all 
the  history  of  ancient  India,  so  far  as  it  can  be  recovered ;  together 
with  such  inexhaustible  details  of  its  political,  social,  and  religious 
life,  that  the  antique  Hindu  world  really  stands  epitomized  in 
them.  The  Old  Testament  is  not  more  interwoven  with  the  Jew- 
ish race,  nor  the  New  Testament  with  the  civilization  of  Christen- 
dom, nor  the  Korin  with  the  records  and  destinies  of  Islam,  than 
are  these  two  Sanskrit  poems  with  that  unchanging  and  teeming 
population  which  Her  Majesty,  Queen  Victoria,  rules  as  Empress 
of  Hindustan.    The  stories,  songs,  and  ballads ;  the  histories  and 
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geoealogies ;  the  nurseiy  tales  and  retigious  discourses ;  (he  art, 
Ihe  learning,  the  philosophy,  the  creeds,  ihe  moralities,  the  modes 
of  thought,  (he  very  phrases,  sayings,  turns  ol  expression,  and 
daily  ideas  of  the  Hindu  people  are  taken  from  these  poems. 
Their  children  and  their  wives  arc  named  out  of  them ;  so  are 
their  cities,  temples,  streets,  and  cattle.  They  have  constituted 
the  library,  (he  newspaper,  and  the  Bible  —  generation  after  gen- 
eration—  for  all  the  succeeding  and  countless  millions  of  Indian 
people;  and  it  replaces  patriotism  with  that  race,  and  stands  in- 
stead of  nationality,  to  possess  these  (wo  precious  and  inexhausti- 
ble books,  and  to  drink  from  them  as  from  mighty  and  overflowing 
rivers.  The  value  ascribed  in  Hindustan  (o  (hese  (oo  little- 
known  epics  has  transcended  all  literary  standards  established 
in  the  West.  They  are  personified,  worshipped,  and  cited  as  being 
something  divine.  To  read  or  even  IJsten^o  them  is  thought  by 
(he  devout  Hindu  sufficiently  meritorious  to  bring  prosperity  to 
Us  household  here,  and  happiness  in  the  next  world;  (hey  are 
held  also  to  give  wealth  (o  the  poor,  heahh  (u  the  sick,  wisdom  to 
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a  knowledge  of  whom  imparts  iinallayed  happiness  to  Ibcir  hearts. 
4nil  for  iBhoifC  gcalilicatiDn  and  lavor  a]l  ibe  daily  devotions  aic 
peiformed  by  all  worehippera.  If  a  man  icads  ihe  Mahahh4raia 
and  hai  Uilh  in  its  dottrines,  he  is  free  from  all  sin,  and  ascends 
to  heaven  after  bis  death.' " 

The  present  volume  contains  such  translaiions  as  I 
have  from  lime  to  time  made  out  of  ihis  prodigious  epic. 
which  is  seven-fold  greater  in  bulk  than  the  lliail  and 
Odyssey  tJiken  logelher.  AL  the  stories  here  extracted 
»rc  lie*  to  English  literature,  with  the  exception  of  a  few 
fiassages  of  the  SdvitrS  and  the  "  Nala  and  Damayanti," 
which  was  long  ago  most  faitlifuUy  rendered  by  Dean 
Milman,  the  version  being  publisljcd  side  by  side  with 
a  clear  and  excellent  Sanskrit  text  edited  by  Professor 
Monier  Williams,  C  I.  E.  But  thai  presentation  of  the 
lieautifut  atui  liriUiant  legend  —  with  all  its  conspicuous 
merits  —  scetns  better  adapted  to  aid  the  student  than 
adequatcty  to  reproduce  the  swift  march  of  narrative, 
and  old-world  charm  of  the  Indian  tale,  whicli  I.  also, 
htvi;  therefore  ventured  to  transcrilje ;  with  all  deference 
and  gmlitiKfc  to  my  prederessors. 

1  believe  certain  portions  of  the  mighty  poem  which 
here  appear,  and  many  other  episodes,  to  be  of  far  greater 
iuiitti»ity  than  has  been  ascribed  to  the  MnhSbharata 
generally.  Ooublles.s  the  "  two  hundred  and  twenty 
thousand  lines "   of  the    entire   compilation    contain   in 


nian^  places  little  and  lai^  additions  and  corrections, 
interpolated  in  Brahmanic  or  post -Buddhistic  times ;  and 
he  who  ever  so  slightly  explores  this  poetical  ocean  will, 
indeed,  perceive  defects,  excrescences,  differences,  and 
breaks  of  artistic  style  or  structure.  But  in  the  simpler 
and  nobler  sections  the  Sanskrit  veise  (ofltimes  as  musical 
and  highly  wrought  as  Homer's  own  Greek)  bears,  as  I 
think,  testimony  —  by  evidence  too  long  and  recondite 
for  citation  here  —  to  an  origin  anterior  to  writing,  ante- 
rior to  Puranic  theology,  anterior  to  Homer,  perhaps 
even  to  Moses, 
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SAVITRI;    OR,   LOVE  AND  DEATH. 


FROM    THE    rA/^A    PARVA    OF   THE   MAHABHARATA. 
Pack  803,  unb  16616.    Calcutta     Quarto  Edition.) 


"  /  mourn  not  for  myself^'*  quoth  Yudhisthir^ 
**  Nor  for  my  hero-brothers  ;  but  because 
Draupadi  hath  been  taken  from  us  now. 
Never  was  seen  or  known  another  such^ 
As  queenly,  true,  and  faithful  to  her  vows, 
As  Draupadi.^^ 

Then  said  Markandya : 
"  Wilt  thou  hear.  Prince,  of  such  another  soul, 
Wherein  the  nobleness  of  Draupadi 
Dwelt,  of  old  days,  —  the  Princess  Sdvitri  ?  " 
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There  was  a  lUja,  pious-minded,  just, — 
King  of  the  Madras,  —  valiant,  wise,  and  true ; 
Victorious  over  sense,  a  worshipper ; 
Liberal  in  giving,  pnident,  dear  alike 
To  peasant  and  to  townsman ;  one  whose  joy 
Lived  in  the  weal  of  all  men  —  Aswapati  — 
Patient,  and  free  of  any  woe,  he  reigned, 
Save  that  his  manhood  passing,  left  him  lone, 
A  childless  lord ;  for  this  he  grieved ;  for  this 
Heavy  observances  he  underwent, 
Subduing  needs  of  flesh,  and  oftentimes 
Milking  high  sarrilicc  to  S;'ivii 
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"  Thy  piety,  thy  purity,  thy  &sts» 

The  largesse  of  tl^  hands,  Hby  heart's  wide  love, 

Thy  strength  of  &idi,  have  pkased  me.    Choose  some 

hoon. 
Thy  dearest  wish.  Monarch  of  M&dra,  ask ; 
It  s  not  me^  snch  mtrit  go  in  vain." 

The  Raja  answered ;  '^Goddess,  fior  the  sski^ 

Of  children  I  did  bear  these  heavy  vows : 
If  thou  art  well-content,  grant  me,  I  pray. 
Fair  babes,  continuers  of  my  royal  line ; 
This  is  the  boon  I  choose,  obeying  law : 
For  —  say  the  holy  seers  —  the  first  great  law 
Is  that  a  man  leave  seed." 


The  Goddess  said : 
"  I  knew  thine  answer,  Raja,  ere  it  came ; 
And  He,  the  Maker  of  all,  hath  heard  my  word 
That  this  might  be.    The  self-existent  One 
Consenteth.    Bom  there  shall  be  unto  thee 
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A  girl  more  sweet  than  any  eyes  have  seen ; 
There  is  not  found  on  earth  so  fair  a  maid  I 
I  that  rejoice  in  the  Great  Father's  will 
Know  this  and  tell  thee." 

"  Oh,  so  may  it  be  ! ' 
The  Raja  cried,  once  and  again  ;  and  she. 
The  Goddess,  smiled  anew,  and  vanished  so ; 
While  Aswapati  to  his  palace  went. 
There  dwelled  he,  doing  justice  to  alt  folk ; 
Till,  when  the  hour  was  good,  the  wise  King  k 
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From  Savitri  the  Goddess,  and  because 
It  was  her  day  of  sacrifice,  they  gave 
The  name  of  "  Savitri "  unto  the  child. 


In  grace  and  beauty  grew  the  maid,  as  if 
Lakshmi's  own  self  had  taken  woman's  form. 
And  when  swift  years  her  gracious  youth  made  ripe, 
Like  to  an  image  of  dark  gold  she  seemed 
Gleaming,  with  waist  so  fine,  and  breasts  so  deep, 
And  limbs  so  rounded.     When  she  moved,  all  eyes 
Gazed  after  her,  as  though  an  Apsara 
Had  lighted  out  of  Swarga.     Not  one  dared, 
Of  all  the  noblest  lords,  to  ask  for  wife 
That  miracle,  with  eyes  purple  and  soft 
As  lotus-petals,  that  pure  perfect  maid, 
Whose  face  shed  heavenly  light  where  she  did  go. 

Once  she  had  fasted,  laved  her  head,  and  bowed 
Before  the  shrine  of  Agni,  —  as  is  meet,  — 
And  sacrificed,  and  spoken  what  is  set 
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Unto  the  Brahmans  —  taking  at  their  hands 

The  unconsum^d  ofTerings,  and  so  passed 

Into  her  father's  presence  —  bright  as  'Sri, 

If  'Sri  were  woman  !  —  Meekly  at  his  feet 

She  laid  the  blossoms ;  meekly  bent  her  head, 

Folded  her  palms,  and  stood,  radiant  with  grace, 

Beside  the  Raja.     He,  beholding  her 

Come  to  her  growth,  and  thus  divinely  fair. 

Yet  sued  of  none,  was  grieved  at  heart  and  spake  : 

"  Daughter,  't  is  time  we  wed  thee,  but  none  comes 

Asking  thee ;  therefore,  thou  thyself  some  youth 
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"  Haste  thee  to  choose,  and  so  choose  that  I  bear 
No  guilt,  dear  child,  before  the  all-seeing  Gods." 

Thus  spake  he ;  from  the  royal  presence  then 
Elders  and  ministers  dismissing.     She,  — 
Sweet  Savitri,  —  low  lying  at  his  feet, 
With  soft  shame  heard  her  father,  and  obeyed. 

Then,  on  a  bright  car  mounting,  companied 
By  ministers  and  sages,  Savitri 

Journeyed  through  groves  and  pleasant  woodland-towns 
Where  pious  princes  dwelled,  in  every  spot 
Paying  meet  homage  at  the  Brahmans'  feet ; 
And  so  from  forest  unto  forest  passed, 
In  all  the  Tirthas  making  offerings  : 
Thus  did  the  Princess  visit  place  by  place. 


The  King  of  Madra  sat  among  his  lords 
With  Narada  beside  him,  counselling : 
When  —  (son  of  Bharat  I)  entered  Savitri ; 
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From  passing  through  each  haunt  and  hermitage. 
Returning  with  those  sages.    At  the  sight 
Of  Narad  seated  by  the  Raja's  side, 
Humbly  she  touched  the  earth  before  their  feet 
With  bended  forehead. 

Then  spake  Narada : 
"  UTience  coraeth  thy  fair  child?  and  wherefore.  King, 
Being  so  ripe  in  beauty,  giv'st  thou  not 
The  Princess  to  a  husband?" 


Even  for  that 
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Of  throne  and  kingdom  was  that  king  bereft; 
And  with  his  queen  and  son,  a  banished  man. 
He  fled  into  the  wood ;  and,  'neath  its  shades, 
A  life  of  holiness  doth  daily  lead. 
This  Raja's  son,  bom  in  the  court,  but  bred 
'Midst  forest  peace,  —  royal  of  blood,  and  named 
Prince  Satyavan,  —  toium  my  choice  is  given.-' 

'*  Aho  !  "  cried  Narad,  "  evil  is  this  choice 
Which  Savitri  hath  made,  who,  knowing  not, 
Doth  name  the  noble  Satyavan  her  lord  : 
For,  noble  is  the  Prince,  sprung  of  a  pair 
So  just  and  faithful  found  in  word  and  deed 
The  Brahmans  styled  him  '  Truth-bora  '  at  his  birth. 
Horses  he  loved,  and  ofttimes  would  he  mould 
Coursers  of  clay,  or  paint  them  on  the  wall ; 
Therefore  '  Chitra^wa '  was  he  also  called." 

Then  spake  the  King :  **  By  this  he  shall  have  grown  — 
Being  of  so  fair  birth  —  either  a  prince 
Of  valor,  or  a  wise  and  patient  saint." 
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Quoth  Narad  :  "  Like  the  sun  is  Satyavan 
For  grace  and  glory ;  like  Vrihaspati 
For  counsel ;  like  Mahendra's  self  for  might ; 
And  hath  the  patience  of  Ih'  all-bearing  earth." 

"  Is  he  a  liberal  giver?  "  asked  the  King; 
"  Loveth  he  virtue?  wears  he  noble  airs? 
Goeth  he  like  a  prince,  with  sweet  proud  looks?" 

"  He  is  as  glad  to  give,  if  he  hath  store, 
As  Rantideva,"  Narada  replied. 
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**  A  prince  thou  showest  us,"  the  Raja  said, 
"  All  virtues  owning.  Tell  me  of  some  foults. 
If  feuh  he  hatk" 

"  None  lives,"  quoth  Narada, 
''  But  some  fault  mingles  with  his  qualities ; 
And  Satyavan  bears  that  he  cannot  mend. 
The  blot  which  spoils  his  brightness,  the  defect 
Forbidding  yonder  Prince,  Raja,  is  this, — 
*T  is  fated  he  shall  die  after  a  year : 
Count  from  to-day  one  year,  he  perisheth  ! " 

"  My  Savitri,"  the  King  cried ;  "go,  dear  child. 
Some  other  husband  choose.    This  hath  one  fault ; 
But  huge  it  is,  and  mars  all  nobleness : 
At  the  year's  end  he  dies ;  —  *t  is  Narad*s  word, 
Whom  the  gods  teach." 

But  Savitri  replied  : 
"  Once  falls  a  heritage  ;  once  a  maid  yields 
Her  maidenhood ;  once  doth  a  father  say, 
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'  Choose,  I  abide  thy  choice.'    These  three  things  done, 

Are  done  forever.     Be  my  Prince  to  live 

A  year,  or  many  years ;  be  he  so  great 

As  Narada  hath  said,  or  less  than  this ; 

Once  have  I  chosen  him,  and  choose  not  twice  ! 

My  heart  resolved,  my  mouth  halh  spoken  it. 

My  hand  shall  execute ;  —  this  is  my  mind  ! "    ■ 

Quoth  Narad :  "  Yea,  her  mind  is  fixed,  O  King, 
.\nd  none  will  turn  her  from  the  path  of  truth  I 
Also  the  virtues  of  Prince  Satyavan 
Shall  in  no  other  man  be  found.     Give  ihou 
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So  went  that  sage^  returning  to  his  place ; 
And  the  King  bade  the  nuptials  be  prepared. 


He  bade  that  ail  things  be  prepared,  —  the  robes, 
The  golden  cups ;  and  summoned  priest  and  sage, 
Brahman  and  Rity-yaj  and  Pur6hit ; 
And,  on  a  day  named  fortunate,  set  forth 
With  Savitri.     In  the  mid-wood  they  found 
Dyumutsena's  sylvan  court :   the  King, 
Alighting,  paced  with  slow  steps  to  the  spot 
Where  sat  the  blind  lord  underneath  a  sal, 
On  mats  woven  of  kusa  grass.    Then  passed 
Due  salutations ;  worship,  as  is  meet :  — 
All  courteously  the  Raja  spake  his  name. 
All  courteously  the  blind  King  gave  to  him 
Earth,  and  a  seat,  and  water  in  a  jar  ; 
Then  asked,  **  What,  Maharaja,  bringeth  thee  ?  " 
And  Aswapaii,  answering,  told  him  all. 
With  eyes  fixed  full  upon  Prince  Satyavan 
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He  spake :   "This  is  my  daughter,  SSvitri  ; 
Take  her  from  me  to  be  wife  to  thy  son, 
According  to  the  law ;  thou  know'st  the  law. " 
Dyumutsena  said :  "  Forced  from  our  throne. 
Wood-dwellers,  hermits,  keeping  state  no  more. 
We  follow  right,  and  how  would  right  be  done 
If  this  most  lovely  lady  we  should  house 
Here,  in  our  woods,  unfitting  home  for  her?  " 
Answered  the  Raja :  "  Grief  and  joy  we  know. 
And  what  is  real  and  seeming,  —  she  and  I ; 
Nor  fits  this  fear  with  our  unshaken  minds. 
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Raja,  with  thee^  by  marriage  of  our  blood ; 

BfA  ever  have  I  answered  to  myself, 

'  Nay,  for  thy  realm  k  lost ; — forego  this  hope ! ' 

Yet  now,  so  let  it  be,  since  so  diou  wilt ; 

My  welcome  guest  thou  art.    Thy  will  is  mine." 

Then  gathered  in  the  forest  all  those  jmests, 
And  with  due  rites  the  royal  houses  bound 
By  nuptial  tie.    And  when  the  Raja  saw 
His  daughter,  as  befits  a  princess,  wed, 
Home  went  he,  glad.    And  glad  was  Satyavan, 
Winning  that  beauteous  spouse,  with  all  gifts  rich  ; 
And  she  rejoiced  to  be  the  wife  of  him, 
So  chosen  of  her  soul.     But  when  her  sire 
Departed,  from  her  neck  and  arms  she  stripped 
Jewels  and  gold,  and  o'er  her  radiant  form 
Folded  the  robe  of  bark  and  yellow  cloth 
Which  hermits  use ;  and  all  hearts  did  she  gain 
By  gentle  actions,  soft  self-government, 
Patience,  and  peace.    The  Queen  had  joy  of  her 
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For  lender  services  and  mindful  cares  ; 
The  blind  King  took  delight  to  know  her  days 
So  holy,  and  her  wise  words  so  restrained ; 
And  with  her  lord  in  sweet  converse  she  lived 
Gracious  and  loving,  dutiful  and  dear. 

But  while  in  the  deep  forest  softly  flowed 
This  quiet  life  of  love  and  holiness. 
The  swift  moons  sped  ;  and  always  in  the  heart 
Of  Savitri,  by  day  and  night,  there  dwelt 
The  words  of  Narada,  —  those  dreadful  words  ! 
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Which,  when  the  King  Dyumutsena  heard, 

Sorrowful  he  arose,  and  spake  her  thus : 

"  Daughter,  a  heavy  task  thou  takest  on  ; 

Hardly  the  saintliest  soul  might  such  abide." 

But  Savitrt  gave  answer :  "  Have  no  heed  : 

What  I  do  set  myself  I  will  perform  ; 

The  vow  is  made,  and  I  shall  keep  the  vow." 

"  If  it  be  made,"  quoth  he,  '*  it  must  be  kept ; 

We  cannot  bid  thee  break  thy  word,  once  given." 

With  that  the  King  forbade  not,  and  she  sat 

Still,  as  though  carved  of  wood,  three  days  and  nights. 

But  when  the  third  night  passed,  and  brought  the  day* 

Whereon  her  lord  must  die,  she  rose  betimes, 

Made  offering  on  the  altar  flames,  and  sang 

Softly  the  morning  prayers ;  then,  with  clasped  palms 

Laid  on  her  bosom,  meekly  came  to  greet 

The  King  and  Queen,  and  lowlily  salute 

The  gray-haired  Brahmans.     Thereupon  those  saints  — 

Resident  in  the  woods  —  made  answer  mild 

Unto  the  Princess  :  "  Be  it  well  with  thee. 
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And  with  thy  lord,  for  these  good  deeds  of  thine." 
"  May  it  be  well !  "  she  answered ;  in  her  heart 
Full  mournfully  that  hour  of  fate  awaiting 
Foretold  of  Narad. 

Then  they  said  to  her : 
"  Daughter,  thy  vow  is  kept.    Come,  now,  and  eat. 
But  Savitrl  replied  :  "  When  the  sun  sinks 
This  evening,  I  will  eat,  —  that  is  my  vow." 

So  when  they  could  not  change  her,  aftenvard 
Came  Satyavan,  the  Prince,  bound  for  the  woods. 
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I  am  not  weak  nor  weary/'  she  replied, 
^'  And  I  can  walk.    Say  me  not  nay,  sweet  Lord^ 
I  have  so  great  a  heart  to  go  with  thee." 

'*  If  thou  hast  such  good  heart,"  answered  the  Prince, 
*'  I  shall  say  yea ;  but  first  entreat  the  leave 
Of  those  we  reverence,  lest  a  wrong  be  done." 

So,  pure  and  dutiful,  she  sought  that  place 
Where  sat  the  King  and  Queen,  and,  bending  low, 
Murmured  request :  "  My  husband  goeth  straight 
To  the  great  forest,  gathering  fruits  and  flowers ; 
I  pray  your  leave  that  I  may  be  with  him. 
To  make  the  Agnihotra  sacrifice 
Fetcheth  he  those,  and  will  not  be  gainsaid. 
But  surely  goeth.     Let  me  go.     A  year 
Hath  rolled  since  I  did  fare  from  th'  hermitage 
To  see  our  groves  in  bloom.  '  I  have  much  will 
To  see  them  now." 

The  old  King  gently  said  : 
**  In  sooth  it  is  a  year  since  she  was  given 
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To  be  our  son's  wife,  and  I  mind  me  not 
Of  any  boon  the  loving  heart  hath  asked, 
Nor  any  one  untimely  word  she  spake ; 
Let  it  be  as  she  prayeth.     Go,  my  child ; 
Have  care  of  Satyavan,  and  take  thy  way." 

So,  being  permitted  of  them  both,  she  went,  — 
That  beauteous  lady,  —  at  her  husliand's  side. 
With  aching  heart,  albeit  her  face  was  bright. 
Flower-laden  trees  her  large  eyes  lighted  on, 
Green  glades  where  pea-fowl  sported,  crystal  streams, 
And  soaring  hills  whose  green  sides  burned  with  bloom. 
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I  Then,  having  reacherl  where  wooiUand  fruila 
pry  gathtrred  ihosc,  and  filled  a  basket  full ; 
i  afterwards  ihc  Prince  plied  hard  his  axe. 
Mling  the  sacred  fuel.     Presently 
Ihcre  crept  &  pang  upon  him ;  a  fierce  throe 

rncd  through  his  brows,  and,  ^11  a-sweat,  he 
eebly  to  Savitrt,  and  moaned  ;  "  O  wife, 
lam  thus  suddenly  too  weak  for  work  ; 
■y  veins  throb,  Savitrl ;  my  blood  nins  fire ; 
s  if  a  threefold  fork  were  plunged 
o  my  brain.     Let  ine  lie  down,  fair  Love  I 
deed,  I  cannot  stand  upon  my  feet." 


Thereon  that  noble  bdy,  hastening  near, 
Byed  him,  that  would  Iiave  fallen,  with  quick  arms ; 
^1  sitting  on  the  earth,  laid  her  lord's  head 
pcttterly  in  her  lap.    So  beni  she,  mute, 
wanning  his  face,  and  thinking  't  was  the  day  — 

le  hour  —  which  Narad  named  —  the  sure  fixed  date 
X  lireadfol  end  —  when,  ki !  before  her  rose 
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A  shade  majestic.    Red  his  garments  were. 
His  body  vast  and  dark ;  like  fiery  suns 
The  eyes  which  burned  beneath  his  forehead- cloth ; 
Armed  was  he  with  a  noose,  awful  of  mien. 
This  Form  tremendous  stood  by  Satyavan, 
Fixing  its  gaze  upon  him.    At  the  sight 
TTie  fearful  Princess  started  to  her  feet. 
HeedfuUy  laying  on  the  grass  his  head, 
Up  started  she,  with  beating  heart,  and  joined 
Her  palms  for  supplication,  and  spake  thus 
In  accents  tremulous  :  "  Thou  seem'st  some  god ; 
e  than  morl^i! ;  make  me  know 
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Then  Savitrt  spake  sadly :  "  It  is  taught, 
Thy  messengers  are  sent  to  fetch  the  d)ang ; 
Why  is  it,  Mightiest,  thou  art  come  thyself  ?  " 

In  pity  of  her  love,  the  Pitiless 
Answered,  —  the  King  of  all  the  Dead  replied : 
"  This  was  a  Prince  unparalleled,  thy  lord ; 
Virtuous  as  fair,  a  sea  of  goodly  gifts, 
Not  to  be  summoned  by  a  meaner  voice 
Than  Yama's  own :  therefore  is  Yama  come." 

With  that  the  gloomy  God  fitted  his  noose, 
And  forced  forth  from  the  Prince  the  soul  of  him  — 
Stablile,  a  thumb  in  length  —  which  being  reft, 
breath  stayed,  blood  stopped,  the  body's  grace  was  gone, 
^^xd  all  life's  warmth  to  stony  coldness  turned, 
^^^en,  binding  it,  the  Silent  Presence  bore 
^^tryavan's  soul  away  toward  the  South. 

But  Savitri  the  Princess  followed  him ; 
"^ing  so  bold  in  wifely  purity, 
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So  holy  by  her  love :  and  so  upheld, 
She  followed  him. 

Presently  Yama  turned. 
"  Go  back,"  quoth  he ;  "  pay  him  the  funeral  dues. 
Enough,  O  Savitri !  is  wrought  for  love  j 
Go  back  !  too  far  already  hast  thou  come." 

Then  Savitrt  made  answer :  "  I  must  go 
Where  my  lord  goes,  or  where  my  lord  is  bonic ; 
Nought  other  is  my  duty.     Nay,  I  think, 
By  reason  of  my  vows,  my  services 
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But  wise  men  know  that  virtue  is  best  biiss, 
And  all  by  some  one  way  may  reach  to  this. 
It  needs  not  men  should  pass  through  orders  four 
To  come  to  knowledge  :  doing  right  is  more 
Than  any  learning  ;  therefore  sages  say 
Best  and  most  excellent  is  Virtue* s  way.** 

Spake  Yama  then :  "  Return  !  yet  I  am  moved 
By  those  soft  words  ;  justly  their  accents  fell, 
And  sweet  and  reasonable  was  their  sense. 
See,  now,  thou  faultless  one.     Except  this  life 
I  l)ear  away,  ask  any  boon  from  me ; 
It  shall  not  be  denied." 

Savitri  said : 
"  Let,  then,  the  King,  my  husband's  father,  have 
His  eyesight  back,  and  be  his  strength  restored, 
And  let  him  live  anew,  strong  as  the  sun." 

"  I  give  this  gift,"  Yama  replied  :  "  thy  wish. 
Blameless,  shall  be  fulfilled.     But  now  go  back ; 
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Already  art  thou  wearied,  and  our  road 

Is  hard  and  long.    Turn  back,  lest  thou,  too,  die." 

The  Princess  answered :  "  Weary  am  I  not. 
So  I  walk  nigh  my  lord.    Where  he  is  borne. 
Thither  wend  I,     Most  mighty  of  the  gods, 
I  follow  whereso'er  thou  takest  him. 
A  verse  in  writ  on  this,  if  thou  wouldst  hear :  — 

There  is  nought  better  than  to  be 
With  noble  souls  in  company : 
There  is  nought  dearer  than  to  wend 
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S&vitil  said :  **  Let,  dien,  the  pbus  King, 
My  hosband's  fBAher,  who  hath  lost  his  throne. 
Have  back  the  Raj ;  and  let  him  rule  his  realm 
In  happy  righteousness.    This  boon  I  asL" 

^'  He  shall  have  hexk  the  throne/'  Yama  replied, 
**  And  he  shall  reign  in  righteousness :  these  things 
Will  surely  M.    But  diou,  gaining  thy  wish, 
Return  anon ;  so  shalt  thou  'scape  sore  ill.'' 

"  Ah,  awful  God  !  who  hold'st  the  world  in  leash," 
The  Princess  said,  "  restraining  evil  men, 
And  leading  good  men,  —  even  unconscious,  —  there 
Where  they  attain,  hear  yet  these  famous  words  :  — 

T^^  ctmstant  virtues  of  the  good  are  tenderness  and  love 
To  cUl  that  lives — in  earthy  air,  sea — great,  small — 

below y  above  ; 
Compassionate  of  heart,  they  keep  a  gentle  thought  for  each, 
Kind  in  their  actions,  mild  in  will,  and  pitiful  of  speech  ; 
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Whopitielh  not  he  hath  not  faith  ;full  many  an  one  so  Ores 
But  when  an  enemy  seeks  help  the  good  man  gladly  pves" 

"  As  water  to  the  thirsting,"  Yaraa  said, 
"  Princess,  thy  words  melodious  are  to  me. 
Except  the  life  of  Satyavan  thy  lord. 
Ask  one  boon  yet  again,  for  1  will  grant." 

Answer  made  Savitr! :  "  The  King,  my  sire. 
Hath  no  male  child.    Let  him  see  many  sons 
Begotten  of  his  body,  who  may  keep 
The  royal  line  long  regnant.     This  I  ask." 
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Issettogoas&rastodie  end ; 

But  hear  these  other  verses,  if  thou  w3t :  — 

By  thatsunlU  name  thou  bearest^ 
Thau^  Vatvaswata  /  art  dearest; 
Those  that  as  their  Lord  proclaim  thee, 
King  of  Ri^teousfuss  do  name  thee: 
Better  than  themselves  the  wise 
Trust  the  righteous.    Each  relies 
Most  upon  the  good^  and  makes 

m 

Friendship  with  them.     Friendship  takes 
Fear  from  hearts  ;  yet  friends  betray, 
In  good  men  we  may  trust  alway,^ 

"  Sweet  lady,"  Yama  said,  "  never  were  words 
Spoke  better ;  never  truer  heard  by  ear ; 
Lo  !  I  am  pleased  with  thee.     Except  this  soul. 
Ask  one  gift  yet  again,  and  get  thee  home." 

"  I  ask  thee,  then,"  quickly  the  Princess  cried, 
"  Sons,  many  sons,  bom  of  my  body  :  boys ; 
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Satyavan's  children ;  lovely,  valiant,  strong ; 
Continuers  of  their  line.    Grant  this,  kind  God." 

"  I  grant  it,"  Varna  answered  j  "  thou  shah  bear 
Those  sons  thy  heart  desirelh,  valiant,  strong. 
Therefore  go  back,  that  years  be  given  thee. 
Too  long  a  path  thou  treadest,  dark  and  rough." 

But,  sweeter  than  before,  the  Princess  sang :  — 
"  In  paths  of  peace  and  virtue 
Always  the  good  remain  ; 
And  sorrow  shall  not  stay  with  them, 
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CtfaUwhick  Uve  or  shall  live 
Upaa  Us  hills  and  fields^ 
Pure  hearts  are  the  ^  protectors^ 
For  virtue  saves  and  shields. 


**  Never  are  noble  spirits 
Poor  while  their  like  survive; 
True  love  has  ^ms  to  render^ 

And  virtue  wealth  to  give. 
Never  is  lost  or  wasted 
The  goodness  of  the  good; 
Never  against  a  mercy. 
Against  a  right,  it  stood; 
And  seeing  this,  that  virtue 
Is  always  friend  to  alt, 
The  virtuous  and  true-hearted, 
Men  their  *  protectors '  calt^ 


"  Line  for  line,  Princess  !  as  thou  sangest  so/* 
Quoth  Yama,  "  all  that  lovely  praise  of  good, 
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Grateful  to  hallowed  minds,  lofty  in  sound. 
And  couched  in  dulcet  numbers  —  word  by  word- 
Dearer  thou  grew'st  to  me.     O  thou  great  heart, 
Perfect  and  finn  !  ask  any  boon  from  me,  — 
Ask  an  incomparable  boon  1 " 

She  cried 
Swiftly,  no  longer  stayed  :  "  Not  heaven  I  crave. 

Nor  heavenly  joys,  nor  bliss  incomparable, 
Hard  to  be  granted  even  by  thee ;  but  him. 
My  sweet  lord's  life,  without  which  I  am  dead ; 
Give  me  that  gift  of  gifts  !     I  will  not  take 
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Loosened  the  noose  and  freed  the  I'rince's  soul. 
And  gave  it  to  the  lady,  saying  lliis, 
With  eyes  grown  tender :  "  See,  thou  sweetest  (iiieun 
Of  women,  tirighiest  jewel  of  thy  kind  ! 
Here  is  thy  husband.     He  shall  live  and  reign 
Side  by  side  with  thee,  —  saved  by  thee,  —  m  jiea'-c. 
And  fame,  and  wpalth,  and  health,  many  long  year* ; 
For  pious  sacrilices  world -renowned. 
Boys  shall  thou  Ijcar  to  hira,  as  I  did  grant,  — 
Kshatriya  kings,  fathers  of  kings  to  be, 
Su3tainers  of  thy  Hne,    Also,  thy  sire 
Shall  see  his  name  npheld  by  sons  of  sons. 
Like  the  immortals,  valiant,  Mdlavas." 


These  gifts  the  awful  Varna  gave,  and  went 
Unto  his  place  ;  but  Savitri  —  made  glad. 
Having  her  husband's  soul  —  sped  to  the  glade 
Where  his  corse  lay.    She  saw  it  there,  and  ran. 
And,  sitting  on  the  earth,  lifted  its  head, 
And  lulled  it  on  her  lap  full  tenderly. 
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Thereat  wann  life  returned :  the  white  iips  moved ; 
The  fixed  ej'es  brightened,  gazed,  and  gazed  again ; 
As  when  one  starts  from  sleep  and  sees  a  face  — 
The  well- beloved's  — grow  clear,  and,  smiling,  wakes, 
So  Satyavan.     "  Long  have  I  slumbered.  Dear," 
He  sighed,  "  why  didst  thou  not  arouse  me?     Where 
Is  gone  that  gloomy  man  that  haled  at  me?" 
Answered  the  Princess :  "  Long,  indeed,  thy  sleep, 
Dear  Lord,  and  deep  ;  for  he  that  haled  at  thee 
Was  Vama,  God  of  Death  :  but  he  is  gone ; 
And  thou,  being  rested  and  awake,  rise  now, 
If  thou  canst  rise ;  for,  look,  the  night  is  near !  " 
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\V.i>  it  a  (Ircain,  — that  vast,  dark,  mighty  One 
Whom  I  beheld?     Oh,  if  thou  saw'st  and  know'st, 
Was  it  in  fancy,  or  in  truth,  he  came?" 

Softly  she  answered  :  "  Night  is  falling  fast ; 
'lb-morrow  I  will  tell  thee  all,  dear  Lord. 
Get  to  thy  feet,  and  let  us  seek  our  home. 
Cjuide  us,  ye  Gods  !  the  gloom  spreads  fast  around ; 
^Tie  creatures  of  the  forest  are  abroad, 
WTiich  roam  and  cry  by  night.     I  hear  the  leaves 
Rustle  with  beasts  that  creep.     I  hear  this  way 
The  yells  of  prowling  jackals ;  beasts  do  haunt 
In  the  southern  wood ;  their  noises  make  me  fear." 

"  The  wood  is  black  with  shadows,"  quoth  the  Prince ; 
**  You  would  not  know  the  path ;  you  could  not  see  it ; 
We  cannot  go." 

She  said  :  "  There  was  to-day 
A  fire  within  this  forest,  and  it  burned 
A  withered  tree  ;  yonder  the  branches  flame. 
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I  'II  fetch  a  lighted  brand  and  kindle  wood : 
See  !  there  is  fuel  here.    Art  thou  so  vexed 
Because  we  cannot  go?    Grieve  not.     llie  path 
Is  hidden,  and  thy  limbs  are  not  yet  knit. 
To-morrow,  when  the  way  grows  clear,  depart ; 
But,  if  thou  wilt,  let  us  abide  to-night" 

And  Satyavan  replied :  "  The  pains  are  gone 
Which  racked  my  brow ;  my  limbs  seem  strong  again ; 
Fain  would  I  reach  our  home,  if  thou  wilt  aid. 
Ever  l>etimes  I  have  been  wont  to  come 
At  evening  to  the  place  where  tliose  we  love 
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What  will  these  do  alone,  not  seeing  me, 

Who  am  their  sUly?    Shame  on  the  idle  sleep 

And  foolish  dreams  which  cost  them  all  this  pain  I 

I  cannot  tany  here.    My  sire  belike. 

Having  no  eyes,  asks  at  this  very  hour 

News  of  me  from  each  one  that  walks  the  wood. 

Let  us  depart    Not,  Sivitti,  for  us 

Think  I,  but  for  those  reverend  ones  at  home. 

Mourning  me  now.     If  they  fare  well,  't  is  well 

With  me ;  if  ill,  nought 's  well ;  what  would  please  them 

Is  wise  and  good  to  do." 


Thereat  he  beat 
Faint  hands,  eager  to  go ;  and  Savitri, 
Seeing  him  weeping,  wiped  his  tears  away. 
And  gently  spake  :  "  If  I  have  kept  the  fast. 
Made  sacrifices,  given  gifts,  and  wrought 
Service  to  holy  men,  may  this  black  night 
Be  bright  to  those  and  thee  ;  for  we  will  go. 
I  think  I  never  spoke  a  false  word  once 
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In  all  my  life,  not  even  in  jest ;  I  pray 

My  truth  may  help  to-night  them,  thee,  and  me  ! " 

"  Let  us  set  forth,"  he  cried ;  "  if  any  hann 
Hath  fallen  on  those  so  dear,  I  could  not  hve ; 
I  swear  it  by  my  soul  1    As  thou  art  sweet, 
Helpful,  and  virtuous,  aid  me  to  depart." 

Then  Sdvitri  arose,  and  tied  her  hair, 
And  Hfted  up  her  lord  upon  his  feet ; 
UTio,  as  he  swept  the  dry  leaves  from  his  cloth. 
Looked  on  the  basket  full  of  fruit.    "  But  thou," 
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ICing,  Dyumutscna^  much  afflicted  at  their  absence^  is 
suddenly  restored  to  sights  and  becomes  consoled  by  his 
/^ishis,  who  are  convinced  that  Satyavan  and  Sdvitrt  will 
return  safe  and  well.  Before  dawn  the  absetit  fair  do, 
indeed,  come  back;  and,  being  eagerly  questioned,  the  Prince 
is  unable  to  explain  what  has  befallen^  but  Sdvitrt  relates 
it  all,  telling  how  Narada  had  foreseen  that  her  husband 
must  die,  and  how  she  had  kept  the  **  Threefold  Fast,^'  and 
gone  with  him  to  ihe  wood^  in  order  to  avert  his  doom. 
Whilst  the  Rishis  are  praising  the  virtuous  Princess,  and 
loudly  declaring  that  her  piety  and  courage  hare  conquered 
Death  himself,  messengers  arrive  from  Dyumntscna's 
city,  announcing  that  the  usurper  has  been  overthrown 
there,  and  Satyavan^ s  father  re-proclaimed  as  King, 
Dyumutsena  accordingly  returns  in  triumph  to  his  capital, 
with  his  Queen,  with  Sdvitrt,  and  with  her  husband,  and 
all  the  good  fortunes  promised  them  by  Yama  duly  arrive, 
Markandya  finishes  the  narration  by  saying — ] 

So  did  fair  Savitri  from  Yama  save 
Her  lord,  and  all  his  house  to  glory  lead. 
And  Draupadi  —  as  wise  and  beautiful  — 
Shall,  like  that  Princess,  (()  great  Yudhisthir  !) 
Pr'nj  you  past  bitter  seas  to  blessed  shores. 
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Then  was  the  Prince  of  Pandavas  consoled. 
He,  also,  who  shall  read  with  heart  intent 
Savitrl's  holy  story,  will  wax  glad, 
And  know  that  all  fares  well,  and  suffer  nought. 


/     NALA   AND    DAMAYANTI. 


A  A 


(FROM   THE   ^AJ^A    PARVA    OF   THE    MAHABHARATA. — 
Link  3073.    Calcutta  Quarto  Edition.) 

A     PRINCE  there  was,  named  Nala,  Virasen's  noble 

breed, 
Goodly  to  see,  and  virtuous ;  a  tamer  of  the  steed  ; 
As   Indra  'midst  the  gods,  so  he  of  kings  was  kingliest 

one. 
Sovereign  of  men,  and  splendid  as  the  golden,  glittering 

sun  ; 
Pure,  knowing  scripture,  gallant ;  ruling  nobly  Nishadh's 

lands ; 
Dice-loving,  but   a   proud,  true  chief  of  her  embattled 

bands ; 
By  lovely  ladies  lauded  ;  free,  trained  in  self-control ; 
A  shield  and  bow  ;  a  Manu  on  earth  ;  a  royal  soul  ! 
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id  ill  Vidarliha's  city  the  Raja  Bhima  dwelled  ; 
te  ulT'?priny,  from  his  perfect  bUss  no  blessing  was  with- 

htld  ; 
<T  oftpriny,  many  a  pious  rite  full  patiently  he  wrought, 

II  I  )aninn:i  tlie  llraliman  imto  his  house  was  brought 

III  l!hima,  ever  re^'crent,  did  courteously  entreat, 
ilhiii  thf  Qiiuen's  pavilion  led  him,  to  rest  and  eat ; 
iRTL-liy  th:ii  sagt,  grown  grateful,  gave  her- — for  joy  of 

joys  — 
yirl.  ihf  gi'm  of  girlhood,  and  three  brave,  lusty  boys,— 
iinan.i.  Daina,  Dfiiita,  thuir  names;  —  Damayanti  she; 
daughter  more  delightful,  no  sons  could  goodlier  be. 
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Gleamed  as  the  lightning  glitters  against  the  murk  of 

night; 
Having  the  eyes  of  Lakshmi,  long-lidded,  black,  and 

bright : 
Nay,  —  never  Gods,  nor  Yakshas,  nor  mortal  men  among 
Was  one  so  rare  and  radiant  e'er  seen,  or  sued,  or  sung 
As  she,  the  heart-consuming,  in  heaven  itself  desired. 

And  Nala,  too,  of  princes  the  Tiger- Wnce,  admired 
Like  Kama  was ;  in  beauty  an  embodied  lord  of  love  : 
And  ofttimes  Nala  praised  they  all  other  chiefs  above 
In  Damayanti's  hearing ;  and  oftentimes  to  him 
With  worship  and  with  wonder  her  beauty  they  would 

limn; 
So  that,  unmet,  unknowing,  unseen,  in  each  for  each 
A  tender  thought  of  longing  grew  up  from  seed  of  speech  ; 
And  love  (thou  son  of  Kunti !)  those  gentle  hearts  did 

reach. 
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Thus  Nala  —  hardly  bearing  in  his  heart 
Such  longing  —  wandered  in  Ills  palace- woods, 
And  marked  some  water-birds,  with  painted  plumes, 
Disporting.     One,  by  stealthy  steps,  he  seized ; 
But  the  sky-traveller  spake  to  Nala  this  : 
"  Kill  me  not.  Prince,  and  I  will  serve  thee  weU. 
For  I,  in  Damayanti's  ear,  will  say 
Such  good  of  Nisliadh's  lord,  that  nevermore 
Shall  thought  of  man  possess  her,  save  of  thee," 

Thereat  the  Prince  gladly  gave  liberty 
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And  Damayanti,  laughing,  followed  hers ; 
Till — at  the  point  to  grasp — the  flying  prey 
Deftly  eluding  touch,  spake  as  men  speak, 
Addressing  Bhima's  daughter :  — 

"  Lady  dear ! 
Loveliest  Damayanti !  Nala  dwells 
In  near  Nishadha :  oh,  a  noble  Prince, 
Not  to  be  matched  of  men ;  an  A^win  he. 
For  goodliness.     Incomparable  maid  ! 
Wert  thou  but  wife  to  that  surpassing  chief, 
Rich  would  the  fruit  grow  from  such  lordly  birth, 
Such  peerless  beauty.     Slendcr-waistcd  one, 
Gods,  men,  and  Gandharvas  have  we  Ixihcld, 
But  never  none  among  them  like  to  him. 
As  thou  art  pearl  of  princesses,  so  he 
Is  crown  of  princes ;  happy  would  it  fall, 
One  such  perfection  should  another  wed.** 

And  when  she  heard  that  bird,  (O  King  of  men  !) 
The  Princess  answered  :  "  Go,  dear  swan,  and  tell 
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This  same  to  Nala ;  "  and  the  egg-bom  said, 
"I  go ;  **  and  flew ;  and  told  the  Prince  of  all. 


But  Damayanti,  having  heard  the  bird, 
Lived  fancy-free  no  more ;  by  Nala*s  side 
Her  soul  dwelt,  while  she  sat  at  home  distraught, 
Mournful  and  wan,  sighing  the  hours  away. 
With  eyes  upcast,  and  passion-laden  looks ; 
So  that,  eftsoons,  her  limbs  failed,  and  her  mind  — 
With  love  overweighted  —  found  no  rest  in  sleep, 
No  grace  in  company,  no  joy  at  feasts. 
Nor  night  nor  day  brought  peace  ;  always  she  heaved 
Sigh  upon  sigh,  till  all  her  maidens  knew  — 
By  glance  and  mien  and  moan  —  how  changed  she  was, 
Her  own  sweet  self  no  more.     'I'hen  to  the  King 
They  told  how  Damayanti  loved  the  Prince. 
Which  thing  when  Bhinia  from  her  maidens  heard, 
Deep  pondering  for  his  child  what  should  be  done, 
And  why  the  Princess  was  beside  herself, 
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I'hat  lord  of  lands  perceived  his  daughter  grown, 
And  knew  that  for  her  high  Swayamvara 
The  time  was  come. 


So,  to  the  Rajas  all 
The  King  sent  word  :  "  Ye  Lords  of  Earth,  attend 
Of  Damayanti  the  Swayamvara." 
And  when  these  learned  of  her  Swayamvara, 
Obeying  Bhima,  to  his  court  they  thronged,  — 
Elephants,  horses,  cars,  —  over  the  land 
In  full  files  wending,  bearing  flags  and  wreaths 
Of  countless  hues,  with  gallant  companies 
Of  fighting  men.     And  those  high-hearted  chiefs 
The  strong-armed  King  welcomed  with  worship  fair, 
-As  fitted  each,  and  led  them  to  their  seats. 


Now  at  that  hour  there  passed  towards  Indra's  heaven, 
Thither  fix)m  earth  ascending,  those  twain  saints,  — 
The  wise,  the  pure,  the  mighty-minded  ones. 
The  self-restrained,  —  Narad  and  Parvata. 
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The  mansion  of  the  Sovereign  of  the  Gods 
In  honor  entered  they ;  and  he,  the  Lord 
Of  Clouds,  dread  Indra,  sofily  them  salutes, 

Inquiring  of  their  weal,  and  of  the  world 
Wherethrough  their  name  was  famous,  how  it  (ares. 

Then  Narad  said :  "  Well  is  it.  Lord  of  Gods, 
With  us,  and  with  our  worid ;  and  well  with  those 
Who  rule  the  peoples,  O  thou  King  in  Heaven ! " 


He  that  slew  the  Demons  spake  again : 
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And  unto  Indra  Narad  gave  reply : 
"  King  of  the  Air  !  no  wars  are  waged  below ; 
None  fall  in  fight,  to  enter  here.    The  Lord 
Of  high  Vidarbha  hath  a  daughter,  famed 
For  loveliness  beyond  all  earthly  maids, 
The  Princess  Damayanti,  far-renowned. 
Of  her,  dread  Sakra  !  the  Swayamvara 
Shall  soon  befall,  and  thither  now  repair 
The  kings  and  princes  of  all  lands,  to  woo  — 
Each  for  himself —  this  pearl  of  womanhood. 
For  oh,  thou  Slayer  of  the  Demons,  all 
Desire  the  maid." 


Drew  round,  while  Narad  spake, 
The  Masters,  th'  Immortals,  pressing  in 
With  Agni  and  the  Greatest,  near  the  throne, 
To  listen  to  the  speech  of  Narada ; 
Whom  having  heard,  all  cried  delightedly, 
**  We,  too,  will  go."    Thereupon  those  high  gods, 
With  chariots,  and  with  heavenly  retinues, 
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Sped  to  Vidarbha,  where  the  kings  were  met. 
And  Nala,  knowing  of  this  kingly  tryst, 
Went  thither  joyous,  heart-fijll  with  the  thought 
Of  Damayanti. 

Thus  it  chanced  the  gods 
Beheld  the  Prince  wending  along  his  road, 
Goodly  of  mien,  as  is  the  Lord  of  Love, 
The  wor]<l's  Protectors  saw  him,  like  a  sun 
For  splendor ;  and,  in  very  wonder,  paused 
Some  time  irresolute,  so  fair  he  was  ; 
'ITien  in  mid-sky  their  golden  chariots  stayed, 
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Deign  to  instruct  me  what  it  is  ye  bid." 

Thus  the  Prince  spake,  and  Indra  answered  him : 

"  Thou  seest  th*  immortal  gods.     Indra  am  I, 

And  this  is  Agni,  and  the  other  here, 

Varuna,  Lord  of  Waters ;  and  beyond, 

Varna,  the  King  of  Death,  who  parteth  souls 

From  mortal  frames.    To  Damayanti  go ; 

Tell  our  approach.    Say  this :  '  The  world's  dread  lords. 

Wishful  to  see  thee,  come  ;  desiring  thee,  — 

Indra,  Varuna,  Agni,  Yama,  all. 

Choose  of  these  powers  to  which  thou  wilt  be  given.' 

But  Nala,  hearing  that,  joined  palms  again, 

And  cried :  "  Ah,  send  me  not,  with  one  accord 

For  this,  most  mighty  Gods  !     How  should  a  man 

Sue  for  another,  being  suitor  too  ? 

How  bear  such  errand?     Have  compassion,  Gods  !  " 

Then  spake  they :  "  Yet  thou  saidst,  *  This  shall  I  do,' 
Nishadha's  Prince  !  and  wilt  thou  do  it  not, 
Forswearing  faith?     Nay,  but  depart,  and  soon  !  " 
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So  bid,  but  lingering  yet  again,  he  said : 
"  Well  guarded  are  the  gates ;  how  shall  I  find 
Speech  with  her?" 

"  Thou  shall  find,"  lodra  replied 
And,  lo  !  upon  that  word  Nala  was  brought 
To  Damayanti's  chamber.    There  he  saw 
Vidarbha's  glory,  sitting  'mid  her  maids. 
In  majesty  and  grace  surpassing  all ; 
So  exriuisite,  so  delicate  of  form. 
Waist  so  iine-tumed,  such  limbs,  such  lighted  eyes. 
The  moon  hath  meaner  radiance  than  she. 
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Uttering  no  sound,  but  murmuring  to  themselves : 
"  Aho  !  the  grace  of  him ;  aho  !  the  brilliance ; 
Aho !  what  glorious  strength  lives  in  his  limbs  1 
What  is  he?    Is  he  God,  Gandharva,  Yaksha?  " 
But  this  unspoken,  for  they  dared  not  breathe 
One  syllable,  all  standing  shyly  there 
To  see  him,  and  to  see  his  youth  so  sweet. 
Yet,  softly  glancing  back  to  his  soft  glance, 
The  Princess,  presently,  with  fluttering  breath. 
Accosted  Nala,  saying :  "  Fairest  IMnce, 
Who  by  thy  faultless  form  hath  filled  my  heart 
With  sudden  joy,  coming  as  come  the  gods, 
Unstayed,  I  crave  to  know  thee,  who  thou  art ; 
How  didst  thou  enter?  how  wert  thou  unseen? 
Our  palace  is  close-guarded,  and  the  King 
Hath  issued  mandates  stem." 


Tenderly  spake 
The  Prince,  replying  to  those  tender  words  : 
"  Most  lovely  !  I  am  Nala.     I  am  come 
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A  herald  of  the  gods  unto  thcc  here. 
I'he  (jods  desire  thee,  the  immortal  Four,  — 
Indra,  Varuna,  Yama,  Agni.     Choose, 
O  Brightest !  one  from  these  to  be  thy  lord, 
liy  their  help  is  it  I  have  entered  in 
Unsoen  ;  none  could  behold  me  at  thy  gates. 
Nor  stay  mc,  jKLssing  ;  and  to  speak  their  will 
They  sent  me,  fairest  one  and  best.     Do  thou, 
Knowing  the  message,  judge  as  seemeth  welL" 
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The  kings  were  summoned  hither.     If,  alas  ! 
Fair  Prince,  thou  dost  reject  my  sudden  love. 
So  proffered,  then  must  poison,  flame,  or  flood. 
Or  knitted  cord,  be  my  sad  remedy." 

So  spake  Vidarbha's  Pride  ;  and  Nala  said  : 
"  With  gods  so  waiting,  —  with  the  world's  dread  lords 
Hastening  to  woo,  canst  thou  desire  a  man? 
Bethink  !     I,  unto  these,  that  make  and  mar, 
These  all-wise  ones,  almighty,  am  like  dust 
Under  their  feet :  lift  thy  heart  to  the  height 
Of  what  I  bring.     If  mortal  man  offend 
The  most  high  gods,  death  is  what  springs  of  it. 
Spare  me  to  live,  thou  faultless  lady  !     Choose 
WTiich  of  these  excellent  great  gods  thou  wilt ; 
Wear  the  unstained  robes  !  bear  on  thy  brows 
The  wreaths  which  never  fade,  of  heavenly  blooms  ! 
Be,  as  thou  mayst,  a  goddess,  and  enjoy 
Godlike  delights  !     Him  who  enfolds  the  earth, 
Creating  and  consuming,  Brightest  Power, 
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Hutdsa,  Eater  of  the  Sacrifice, 
What  woman  would  not  take  ?    Or  him  whose  rod 
Herds  all  the  generations  forward  still 
On  virtue's  path.  Red  Yama,  King  of  Death, 
What  woman  would  affront?    Or  him,  the  all-good, 
All-wise  destroyer  of  the  Demons,  first 
In  heaven,  Mahendra,  —  who  of  womankind 
Is  there  that  would  not  wed  7    Or,  if  thy  mind 
Incline,  doubt  not  to  choose  Varuna ;  he 
Is  of  these  world -protectors.     From  a  heart 
Full  friendly  cometh  what  I  tell  thee  now." 
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Speak,  sweetest  Princess,  for  myself  to  thee? 

Bound  by  my  promise  for  the  gods  to  sue, 

How  can  I  be  a  suitor  for  myself? 

Silence  is  here  my  duty ;  afterwards, 

If  I  shaU  come,  in  mine  own  name  I  '11  come, 

Mine  own  cause  pleading.    Ah,  might  that  so  be  I " 

Checking  her  tears,  Damayanti  sadly  smiled. 
And  said  full  soft :  "  One  way  of  hope  I  see, 
A  blameless  way,  O  Lord  of  men  !  wherefrom 
No  fault  shall  rise,  nor  any  danger  fall. 
Thou  also,  Prince,  with  Indra  and  these  gods, 
jVIust  enter  in  where  ray  Swayamvara 
Is  held  ;  then  I,  in  presence  of  those  gods, 
Will  choose  thee,  dearest,  for  my  lord ;  and  so 
BLune  shall  not  light  on  thee." 

With  which  sweet  words 
Soft  in  his  ears,  Nishadha  straight  returned 
There  where  the  gods  were  gathered,  waiting  him  ; 
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Whom  the  world's  masters,  on  his  way,  perceived. 

And,  spying,  questioned,  asking  for  his  news  : 

'■  Saw'st  thou  her.  Prince?     Didst  see  the  sweet- lip]>ed 

oni^? 
What  spake  slie  of  us?     TeU  us  true ;  (eU  aU  1 " 

Quoth  Nala  :  "  By  your  worshipful  behest 
Sent  to  lier  house,  the  great  gates  entered  I, 
'lliough  llic  gray  porters  watched  ;  but  none  might  spy 
My  entering,  by  your  power,  O  radiant  Ones, 
Saving  the  Raja's  daughter ;  her  I  saw 
Aiiilil  h(.T  maiiiens,  :ind  l>v  tbciii  «:is  seen. 
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a  Ix  my  lord  ;  and  so  there  will  not  fall 

le.  thou  strong-armed  !  to  thee.'     This  she  did  say 
s  I  tell  it ;  and  whal  shall  be  next. 
To  will  b  yours,  O  yc  immortal  Ones ! " 


Si)OS,  when  the  moon  was  good,  and  day  and  hour 
Were  found  propitious,  Bhima,  King  of  men, 
Summoned  tlic  chiefs  to  the  Swayamvara ; 
Upon  which  message  all  those  eager  lords 
For  ]mtt  of  DAmayanii  hastened  Uiere, 
Glorious  with  gilded  pillars  was  the  court. 
Whereto  a  gate-house  opened,  and  thereby 
Into  the  sqtiate,  like  lions  from  the  hills, 
Paced  the  proud  gnests  ;  and  there  their  seats  they  look, 
Each  in  bis  rank,  the  masters  of  the  lands, 
tt'iih  crowns  of  fragrant  lilossoms  garlanded, 
And  polLsheil  jewels  swinging  in  iheir  ears. 
Of  some  the  thews,  knitted  and  rough,  stood  forth 
l-ike  itDD  maces ;  some  had  slender  limbs. 
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Sleek  and  fine-tumed  like  the  five-headed  snake ; 

Lords  with  long-flowing  hair;  glittering  lords; 
High-nosed,  and  eagle-eyed,  and  heavy-browed ; 
The  faces  of  those  kings  shone  in  a  ring 
As  shine  at  night  the  stars ;  and  that  great  square 
As  thronged  with  Rajas  was  as  Naga-land 
Is  full  of  serpents ;  thick  with  warlike  chiefs 
As  mountain- caves  with  panthers.     Unto  these 
Entered,  in  matchless  majesty  of  form, 
The  Princess  Damayami.    As  she  came. 
The  glory  of  her  ravished  eyes  and  hearts. 
So  that  the  gaze  of  alt  those  haughty  kings, 
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Each  from  the  next  umiiflereoccd,  but  each 
Nala's  own  self;  —  yet  which  might  Nalj  he 
Id  no  wise  could  that  doubting  maid  doscry. 

ho  took  bcr  eye  seemed  Nala  while  she  gazed. 
Until  she  looked  u|>on  his  like ;  and  so 
Pondered  the  lovely  lady,  sore-peqjlexed. 
Thinking,  "  How  shall  1  tell  which  be  the  gods. 
And  which  is  noble  Nala  ?  "     Deep-dislressed 
&nd  meditative  waxed  she,  muising  hard 
Whal  those  signs  were,  delivered  iis  of  old, 
IVhereby  gods  may  be  known  :  "'  Of  all  those  signs 
Taught  by  our  elders,  lo  !  I  sec  not  one 
Where  sland  yon  five."    So  munnurctl  she,  and  turned 
Over  and  over  every  mark  she  knew. 
Ai  last,  resolved  to  make  the  gods  themselves 
Her  help  at  need,  with  reverent  air  and  voice 
Humbly  saluted  she  those  heavenly  ones, 
And  with  joined  palms  and  trembling  acceiiis  spake : 

As,  when  I  heard  the  swans,  I  those  ray  Prince, 
by  that  sincerity  I  call  ye,  Gods, 
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'l"o  show  iry  Love  to  rae  and  nmke  me  know  I 

As  in  my  heart  and  soul  and  speech  I  stand 

True  to  my  choice,  by  that  sincerity 

I  call  the  all-knowing  gods  to  make  me  know  1 

As  the  high  gods  created  Nishadh's  chief 

To  be  my  lord,  by  their  sincerity 

I  bid  them  show  themselves,  and  make  me  know ! 

As  my  vow,  sealed  to  him,  must  be  maintained 

For  his  name,  and  for  mine,  1  call  the  gods 

By  such  siiicerity  to  make  me  know  I 

Let  them  appear,  the  masters  of  the  world,  — 

The-  hi-li  po. 
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Shadmelrss  stood  they,  with  unwiniing  eyes, 
And  skins  wAUA  itever  moist  with  siveat ;  iheir  feet 
Light -gliding  o'er  the  ground,  mf  fouthtng  it  : 
The  unfading  blossoms  on  their  brows  not  soiled 
By  earthly  dust,  but  ever  fair  and  fresh. 
Whilst,  by  their  side,  garbed  so  and  visaged  so, 
Uiil  doubled  by  his  shadinv,  stained  with  dust. 
The  llower-cups  wiilering  in  his  wreath,  his  skin 
Peariy  with  sweat.  hi&  feet  ufion  the  earth. 
And  eyes  a-winb,  stood  Nala.     One  by  one 
Glanced  she  on  those  div-inides,  then  bent 
Her  ga/e  u[K>n  the  Prince,  and,  joyous,  said  : 
•'  I  know  iliee.  and  I  name  my  rightful  lord. 
Taking  NLshadha's  chief,"    'ITierewith  she  drew 
Modestly  nigh,  and  held  him  by  the  cloth, 
Willi  large  eyes  beaming  love,  and  round  his  neck 
Hung  the  bright  chaplet,  love's  delicious  crown ; 
So  choosing  him,  —  him  only,  —  whom  she  named 
Before  the  face  of  all  to  be  her  lord. 
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Oh,  then  brake  forth  from  all  those  suitors  proud, 

"  Ha ! "  and  "  Aho  ! "     Bui  from  the  gods  and  saints, 
"  Sadhu  !  well  done  !  well  done  ! "    And  all  admired 
The  happy  Prince,  praising  the  grace  of  him  ; 
While  Virasena's  son,  delightedly. 
Spake  to  the  slender- waisled  these  fond  words  : 
"  Fair  Princess  !  since,  before  all  gods  and  men, 
Thou  makcst  me  thy  choice,  right  glad  am  I 
Of  this  thy  mind,  and  true  lord  will  I  be. 
For  so  long,  loveliest,  as  my  breath  endures, 
Thine  am  I  !     Thus  I  plight  my  troth  to  thee." 
vkh  iniiied  r 
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Eight  noble  boons.    The  boon  which  Indra  gave 
Was  grace,  at  times  of  sacrilieo,  to  see 
The  visible  god  approach,  with  step  divine ; 
And  Agni's  boon  was  this,  that  he  would  come 
Whenever  Nala  called,  —  for  everywhere 
Hutasa  shineth,  and  all  worlils  are  his ; 
Yama  gave  skill  in  cookery,  steadfastness 
In  virtue  ;  and  Vanina,  King  of  Moods, 
Bade  all  the  waters  ripple  at  his  call 
These  boons  the  high  gods  doubletl  by  the  gift 
Of  bright  wreaths  wove  with  magic  blooms  of  heaven  ; 
■And  those  bestowed,  ascended  to  their  seats. 
Also  with  wonder  and  with  joy  relumed 
The  Rajas  and  tlie  Maharajas  all. 
Full  of  the  mairi^e-feast ;  for  Bhima  made, 
In  pride  and  pleasure,  stately  nuptials ; 
So  Damayanti  and  the  Prince  were  wed. 

Then,  having  tarried  as  is  wont,  that  lord  — 
Nishadha's  cliief  —  took  the  King's  leave,  and  went 
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Unto  his  city,  bringing  home  with  him 
His  jewel  of  aU  womanhood,  with  whom 
Blissful  he  lived,  as  lives  by  Sachi's  side 
The  slayer  of  the  Demons.     Like  a  sun 
Shone  Nala  on  his  throne,  ruling  his  folk 
In  strength  and  virtue,  guardian  of  his  sUte. 
Also  the  A^wamedha  Rite  he  made 
Greatest  of  rites,  the  Offering  of  the  Horee, 
As  did  Yayati';  and  all  other  acts 
Of  worship ;  and  to  sages  gave  rich  gifts. 


Many  dear  days  of  much  delicious  love. 
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X<AV  at  the  choosing  of  Ni^hadha's  chief 
By  Bhima's  daughter,  when  those  lords  of  life  — 
The  effulgent  gods  —  departed,  Dwapara 
They  saw  with  Kali,  coming.     Indra  said,  — 
The  Demon-slayer,  —  spying  these  approach  : 

*  *  Whither,  with  Dwapara,  goest  thou  to-day, 
O  Kali  ?  "     And  the  sombre  Shade  replied  : 

*  ^  To  Damayanti's  high  Sway  am  vara 

X  go,  to  make  her  mine,  since  she  hath  passed 

Into  my  heart."     But  Indra,  laughing,  said  : 

* '  Ended  is  that  Swayamvara ;  for  she 

XIath  taken  Raja  Nala  for  her  lord, 

lefore  us  all."     But  Kali,  hearing  this, 

^rake  into  wrath — while  he  stood  worshipping 

That  band  divine  —  and  furiously  cried  : 
**  If  she  hath  set  a  man  above  the  gods. 

To  wed  with  him,  for  such  sin  let  there  fall 
Boom,  rightful,  swift,  and  terrible,  on  her  ! " 
"  Nay,"  answered  unto  him  those  heavenly  ones, 
**  But  Damayanti  chose  with  our  good  will ; 
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And  what  maid  but  would  choose  so  fair  a  prince, 

Seeing  he  hath  all  qualities,  and  knows 

Virtue,  and  rightly  practises  the  vows, 

And  reads  the  four  great  Vedas,  and,  what  's  next, 

The  Holy  Stories,  whilst,  perpetually. 

The  gods  are  honored  in  his  house  with  gifb? 

No  hurt  he  does,  kind  to  all  living  things ; 

True  of  word  is  he,  faithful,  liberal,  just ; 

Steadfast  and  patient,  temperate  and  pure ; 

A  king  of  men  is  Naia,  like  the  gods. 

He  that  noiild  curse  a  prince  of  such  a  mould. 

Thou  foolish  Kali,  la>-s  upon  himself 
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Will  dwell ;  his  kingdom  I  will  make  to  fall ; 
His  bliss  with  Damayanti  I  will  mar  ; 
And  tbnu  within  the  dice  shalt  mter  straight. 
And  help  me,  Dwapara  !  to  drag  him  dovm." 


I.VTO  which  compact  entering,  those  repaired  — 
Kili  and  Dwapara  —  to  Nala's  house. 
And  haunted  in  Nishadha.  where  he  ruled, 
Seeking  occasion  'gainst  the  blameless  Prince. 
Long  watched  they  ;  twelve  yeare  rolled  ere  Kali  * 
The  fateful  fault  arrive  :  Nishadha's  Lord, 
Easing  himself,  and  sprinkling  hands  and  lips 
With  [nirifying  water,  passed  to  prayer, 
His  feet  tinwoshed,  offending.     Kali  straight 
Possessed  the  heedless  Raja,  entering  him. 

That  hoiir  there  sat  with  Nala.  Piiiiihkara 
His  brother ;  and  the  evil  spirit  hissed 
Into  the  car  of  Pushkara :  "  Ehi  1 
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Arise,  and  challenge  Nala  at  the  dice. 

Throw  with  the  Prince  !  it  may  be  thou  shalt  win 

(Luck  helping  thee,  and  I)  Nishadha*s  throne, 

Town,  treasures,  palace,  —  thou  mayst  gain  them  all." 

And  Pushkara,  hearing  Kali's  evil  voice. 

Made  near  to  Nala,  with  the  dice  in  hand 

(A  great  piece  for  the  "  Bull,"  and  little  ones 

For  ''  Cows,"  and  Kali  hiding  in  the  Bull). 

So  Pushkara  came  to  Nala*s  side  and  said : 

"  Play  with  me,  brother,  at  the  '  Cows  and  Bull ;  *  " 

And,  being  put  off,  cried  mockingly,  "  Nay,  play  !  " 

Shaming  the  Prince,  whose  spirit  chafed  to  leave 

A  gage  unfaced ;  but  when  Vidharbha*s  gem. 

The  Princess,  heard  that  challenge,  Nala  rose : 

"  Yea,  Pushkara,  I  will  play  !  *'  fiercely  he  said ; 

And  to  the  game  addressed. 


His  gems  he  lost, 
Armlets  and  belt  and  necklet ;  next  the  gold 
Of  the  palace  and  its  vessels ;  then  the  cars 
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Yoked  with  swift  steeds ;  and  last,  the  royal  robes  : 

For,  cast  by  cast,  the  dice  against  him  fell, 

Bewitched  by  Kali ;  and,  cast  after  cast. 

The  passion  of  the  dice  gat  hold  on  him. 

Until  not  one  of  all  his  faithfullest 

Could  stay  the  madman's  hand  and  gamester's  heart 

Of  who  was  named  "  Subduer  of  his  Foes." 


The  townsmen  gathered  with  the  ministers  : 
Into  that  palace  gate  they  thronged  (my  King  I) 
To  sec  tlieir  lord,  if  so  they  might  abate 
This  sickness  of  his  soul.     The  charioteer, 
Forth  standing  from  their  midst,  low  worshipping, 
Spake  thus  to  Damayanti :  **  Great  Princess, 
Before  thy  door  all  the  grieved  city  sits. 
Say  to  our  lord  for  us,  *  Thy  folk  are  here  ; 
They  mourn  that  evil  fortunes  hold  their  liege, 
AV'ho  was  so  high  and  just.* "     Then  she,  deject, 
Passed  in,  and  to  Nishadha's  ruler  said. 
Her  soft  voice  broken,  and  her  bright  eyes  dimmed 


INDIAN   IDVLLS. 


"  Raja,  the  people  of  thy  town  are  here ; 

Before  our  gales  they  gather,  citizens 

And  counsellors,  desiring  speech  »nth  thee ; 

In  leaky  they  come.    Wilt  thou  be  pleased 

Wc  open  to  them?    Wilt  thou?"     So  she  asked 

Again  and  yet  again  ;  but  not  one  word 

To  that  sad  lady  with  the  lovely  brows 

Did  Nala  answer,  wholly  swallowed  up 

or  Kali  and  the  gaming;  so  that  those  — 

The  citizens  and  counsellors  —  cried  out, 

"  Our  lord  is  changed  !     He  is  not  Nala  now ! " 

Anil  linmc  rcl'inir'd.  a>h;imed  and  S' 


.  ..Miuncs  poiulcring  of  her  lYiiuc  ; 
Haling  the  fault,  hut  to  the  offcndLr  kintl  ; 
And  fearing  Nala  sliould  be  stripped  of  all, 
This  thing  devised.     Vrihatsena  she  called,  — 
Her  foster-nurse  and  faithful  ministrant,  — 
True,  skilful  at  all  service,  soft  of  speech. 
Kind-hearted ;  and  she  said,  "  Vrihatsen^, 
Go  call  the  ministers  to  council  now, 
As  though  *t  were  Nala  bade ;  and  make  them  count 
What  store  is  gone  of  treasure,  what  abides." 
So  went  Vrihatsena,  and  summoned  those  ; 
And  when  they  knew  all  things,  as  from  the  Prince, 
■**  Truly  we,  too,  shall  perish  !  "  cried  they  then ; 
^d  all  to  Nala  went,  and  all  the  town, 
^  second  time  assembling,  thronged  his  gates  : 
^hich  Bhima*s  daughter  told ;  but  not  one  word 
^Answered  the  Prince.     And  when  she  saw  her  lord 
Put  by  her  plea,  utterly  slighting  it, 
Back  to  her  chamber,  full  of  shame,  she  goes, 
And  there  still  hears  the  dice  are  falling  ill ; 
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Still  hears  of  Nala  daily  losing  more  ; 

So  that  again  unto  her  nurse  she  spake : 

'•  Send  to  Varshneya,  good  VrihatsenA ; 

Say  to  the  charioteer,  —  in  Nala's  name,  — 

'  A  great  thing  is  to  do.   Come  thou  ! '  "    And  this, 

So  soon  as  Damayanti  uttered  it,  — 

VrihatsenS,  by  raithful  servants,  told 

I'nto  the  son  of  Vrishni,  who,  being  come 

In  fitting  lime  and  place,  heard  the  sweet  Queen 

In  mouniful  music  speak  these  wistful  words : 

'■  Thou  knowest  how  thy  Raja  trusted  thee  ; 
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But  some  ill  spell  f)ossesseth  him  to  shut 
His  ears  to  me.     Thou,  therefore,  charioteer  ! 
Our  refuge  be  ;  do  what  I  shall  command  ; 
My  heart  is  dark  with  fear.     Yea,  it  may  fall 
Our  lord  will  perish.     Wherefore,  harnessing 
His  chosen  steeds,  which  fly  as  swift  as  thought, 
Take  these  our  children  in  the  chariot 
And  drive  to  Kundina,  delivering  there 
Unto  my  kin  the  little  ones,  and  car. 
And  horses.     Afterwards  abide  thou  there, 
Or  otherwhere  depart.** 

Varshneya  heard 
TTie  words  of  Damayanti,  and  forthwith 
In  Nala*s  council-hall  recounted  them, 
"The  chief  men  being  present ;  who,  thus  met, 
And  long  debating,  gave  him  leave  to  go. 
So  with  that  royal  pair  to  Bhima's  town 
Drove  he,  and  at  Vidarbha  rendered  up. 
Together  with  the  swift  steeds  and  the  car, 
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That  sweet  maid  Indmsena,  and  the  Prince 
Indrascn,  and  made  reverence  to  the  King, 
Saddened  for  sake  of  Nala.     Afterward 
Taking  his  leave,  unto  Ayodhya 
Varslineya  went,  exceeding  sorrowful. 
And  wiili  King  Rituparoa  (O  my  Prince  !) 
Took  service  as  a  charioteer. 


These  gone,  - 
The  praised-of-poets,  Nala,  still  played  on. 
Till  Puslikara  his  kingdom's  wealth  had  won. 
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Ni)  wc^nl  he  uttered,  —  only  glared  in  wrath 
L'pon  his  mocker,  upon  Pushkara. 
'J'hen,  his  rich  robes  and  jejvels  stripping  off, 
Uncovered,  with  one  cloth,  *mid  waiting  friends 
iSorrowful-  passed  he  forth,  his  great  state  gone  ; 
"The  Princess,  with  one  garment,  following  him, 
X*iteous  to  see.     And  there  without  the  gates 
"Xhree  nights  they  lay,  —  Nishadha's  King  and  Queen. 
"CJpon  the  fourth  day  Pushkara  proclaimed, 
'-Throughout  the  city,  "  Whoso  yieldeth  help 
'X'o  Nala,  dieth !     Let  my  will  be  known  ! " 

So.  for  this  bitter  word  of  Pushkara 's  power 
CO  Yudhisthir  !)  the  townsmen  rendered  not 
rvice  nor  love,  but  left  them  outcast  there, 
Jnhelped,  whom  all  the  city  should  have  helped. 
\'et  three  nights  longer  tarried  he,  his  drink 
"The  common  pool,  his  meat  such  fruits  and  roots 
As  miserable  hunger  plucks  from  earth  : 
Then  fled  they  from  those  walls,  the  Prince  going  first. 
The  Princess  following. 
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After  grievous  days, 
Pinched  ever  with  sharp  famine,  Nala  saw 
A  tlock  of  gold-winged  birds  lighting  anigh. 
And  to  himself  the  famished  Raja  said  ; 
"  Lo  !  here  is  food ;  iliis  day  we  shall  have  Store ; " 
Then  lightly  cast  his  cloth  and  covered  them. 
But  these,  fluttering  aloft,  bore  with  them  there 
Nala's  one  cloth  ;  and,  hovering  overhead. 
Uttered  sharp-stinging  words,  reviling  him 
Even  as  he  stood,  naked  to  all  the  airs, 
Downcast  and  desperate ;  "Thou  brain-sick  Prince ! 
We  are  the  A\r<^ ;  we  rom^  to  riivish  hence 
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Siiould  :>ucxor  me,  their  Raja,  — these  have  ronie,  — 
Demon  and  dice,  — and  like  to  winged  birds 
Have  borne  away  my  cloth.     To  such  shame  lairn, 
Such  utmost  woe,  wretched,  demented  —  I 
^rhy  lord  am  still,  and  counsel  thee  for  good. 
Attend  !     Hence  be  there  many  roads  which  go 
Southwards  :  some  pass  Avanti*s  walls,  and  some 
Skirt  Rikshavan,  the  forest  of  the  bears ; 
Tliis  wends  to  Vindhya's  lofty  peaks,  and  tliis 
'io  the  green  banks  where  quick  Payoshni  runs 
Seaward,  between  her  hermitages,  rich 
Xn  fruits  and  roots ;  and  yon  path  leadeth  thee 
Unto  Vidarbha  ;  that  to  Kosala, 
And  therefrom  southward  —  southward  —  far  away.'* 

So  spake  he  to  the  Princess  wistfully. 
Between  his  words  pointing  along  the  paths, 
Which  she  should  take  (O  King  !).     But  Bhima's  child 
Made  answer,  bowed  with  grief,  her  soft  voice  choked 
With  sobs,  these  piteous  accents  uttering : 
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"  My  heart  beats  quick  ;  my  body's  force  is  gone, 
Tliinkinjj,  dear  Prince,  oil  this  which  thou  huac  ^d, 
Pointing  along  the  paths.     What !  robbed  of  realm, 
Striiipud  of  tliy  wealtli,  bare,  famished,  parched  with  th*  '^ 
Tlius  shall  I  leave  thee  in  the  untrodden  wood? 
.All,  no  !     While  thou  dost  muse  on  dear  days  fled, 
Hungry  and  weeping,  I  in  this  wild  waste 
Will  cliarin  thy  griefs  away,  solacit^  thee. 
The  wisest  doctors  say,  '  In  every  woe 
No  better  physic  is  than  wifely  love.' 
And,  Nala,  I  will  make  it  true  lo  thee." 
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Was  the  way  pointed  to  Vidarbha's  walls  ? 

I  know  thou  wouldst  not  quit  me,  noblest  Lord, 

Being  thyself,  but  only  if  thy  mind 

Were  sore  distraught ;  and  see,  thou  gazest  still 

Along  the  southward  road,  my  dread  thereby 

Increasing,  thou  that  wert  as  are  the  gods  ! 

If  it  be  thy  fixed  thought,  *  'T  were  best  she  went 

Unto  her  people,'  —  be  it  so ;  I  go  ; 

But  hand  in  hand  with  thee.     Thus  let  us  fare 

Unto  Vidarbha,  where  the  King,  my  sire, 

Will  greet  thee  well,  and  honor  thee  ;  and  we 

Happy  and  safe  within  his  gates  shall  dwell." 


"  As  is  thy  father's  kingdom,"  Nala  said, 
**  So,  once,  was  mine.     Be  sure,  whate'er  betide. 
Never  will  I  go  thither  !     How,  in  sooth. 
Should  I,  who  came  there  glorious,  gladdening  thee, 
Creep  back,  thy  shame  and  scorn,  disconsolate?  " 

So  to  sweet  Damayanti  spake  the  Prince, 
Beguiling  her,  whom  now  one  cloth  scarce  clad,  — 
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For  but  one  garb  they  shared ;  and  thus  they  strayc^ 
Hither  and  thither,  faint  for  meat  and  drink, 
Until  a  little  hut  Ihey  spied ;  and  there, 
Nishadha's  monarch,  entering,  sat  him  down 
On  the  bare  ground,  the  Princess  by  his  side,  — 
Vidarbha's  glory,  wearing  that  scant  cloth. 
Without  a  mat.  soiled  by  the  dust  and  mire. 
At  l^amayanti's  side  he  sank  asleep, 
Outworn ;  and  beauteous  Damayanti  slept. 
Spent  with  strange  trials,  —  she  so  gently  reared. 
So  soft  and  holy.     But  while  slutnbering  thus. 
No  peaceful  rest  knew  Nala,     Trouble-tossed 
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IVould  turn  unto  her  people.     At  my  sitte, 
Surt  suffering  is  ber  portion  ;  but  aparl, 
[t  might  iie  she  would  somewhere  comfort  find," 


Thus  with  himself  debating  o'er  and  o'er, 
The  Prince  resolves  abandonment  were  best. 
"  For  how,"  saith  he,  "  should  any  in  the  wood 
Harm  her,  so  radiant  in  her  grace,  so  good. 
So  noble,  virtuous,  faithful,  famous,  pure?  " 
Thus  mused  his  miserable  mind,  seduced 
By  Kali's  cursfcd  mischiefs  to  betray 
His  sleeping  wife.    Then,  seeing  his  loin-cloth  gone, 
.\n(i  Damayanti  clad,  he  drew  anigh. 
Thinking  lo  take  of  hers,  and  nnutering, 
"May  I  not  rend  one  fold,  and  she  not  know?' 
So  meditating,  round  ihe  cabin  crept 
Prince  Nala,  feeling  up  and  down  its  walls ; 
And,  pre-sently,  within  the  purlieus  foimd 
A  naked  knife,  keen-tempered  ;  therewiibal 
^ed  he  away  a  piece,  and  Unmd  it  on  ; 
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Then  m^ide  with  desperate  steps  to  seek  the  waste. 

Leaving  the  Princess  sleeping ;  but,  anon. 

Turns  back  again  in  changeful  mood  and  glides 

Into  the  hut,  and,  gazing  wistfully 

On  slumbering  Damayanti,  moans  with  tears : 

"  Ah,  Sweetheart !  whom  nor  wind  nor  sun  before 

Hath  ever  nidely  touched  ;  thou  to  be  couched 

In  this  poor  hut.  its  floor  thy  bed,  and  I, 

Thy  lonl,  deserting  tliee,  stealing  from  Ihee 

Thy  last  robe  !     0  my  Love  with  the  bright  smile. 

My  slender- waisted  Queen  !     Will  she  not  wake 

To  madness?     Vea,  and  when  she  wanders  lone 
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Then  brake  away  once  more,  by  Kali  driven. 

But  yet  another  and  another  time 

Stole  back  into  the  hui,  for  one  last  ga«;,  — 

That  way  by  ICali  dragged,  this  way  by  love. 

Two  hearts  he  had.  — the  trouble- stricken  Prince,  — 

One  beating  "  Go,"  one  throbbing  "  Slay  ;  "  and  thus 

Backwards  and  forwards  swung  his  mind  between, 

Till,  mastered  by  the  sorrow  and  ihe  spell, 

Frantic  flies  Nala,  leaving  iliere  alone 

That  lender  sleeper,  sighing  as  she  slept. 

He  flies  —  the  soiiUess  prey  of  Kali  llics ; 

ill.  while  he  hurries  through  the  forest  drear. 
Thinking  Ujrtin  that  sweel  faci;  hu  halh  leil. 


Fah  distant  (King !)  was  Nala,  when,  refreshed. 
The  slender-waisted  wakened,  shuddering 
At  the  wood's  silence  ;  but  when,  seeking  him. 
She  found  no  Nala,  sudden  anguish  seized 
Her  frightened  heart,  and,  lifting  h^gh  her  voice, 
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Loud  cried  she  :  "  Maharaja  !  Nishadh's  Prince  ! 

Ha,  Lord  !  ha,  Maharaj  !  ha.  Master !  why 

Hast  thou  abandoned  me  ?    Now  am  I  lost, 

Am  doomed,  undone,  left  in  this  lonesome  gloom. 

Wert  thou  not  named,  O  Nala,  true  and  just  ? 

Yet  art  thou  such,  to  quit  me  while  I  slept? 

And  hast  thou  so  forsaken  me,  thy  wife,  — 

Thine  own  fond  wife,  —  who  never  wrought  thee  wrong 

When  by  all  others  wrong  was  wrought  on  thee  ? 

Mak*st  thou  it  good  to  me,  now,  Lord  of  men, 

That  love  which  long  ago  before  the  gods 

Thou  didst  proclaim  ?    Alas  !  Death  will  not  con>e, 

Except  at  his  appointed  time  to  men, 

And  therefore  for  a  little  I  shall  live. 

Whom  thou  hast  lived  to  leave.     Nay,  't  is  a  jest ! 

Ah,  Truant,  Runaway,  enough  thou  play'st ! 

Come  forth,  my  Lord  !  —  I  am  afraid  !     Come  forth  I 

Linger  not,  for  I  see  —  I  spy  thee  there  ; 

Thou  art  within  yon  thicket !     Why  not  speak 

One  word,  Nishadha?     Nala,  cnicl  Prince  ! 
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Thou  know'st  me  ione,  and  comest  not  to  calm 
My  ttrrore,  and  be  with  me  in  my  need. 
Art  gone  indeed?    Then  I  '11  not  inoum  myself, 
For  whalso  inay  befall  me  j  I  must  think 
How  desolate  thou  art,  and  weep  for  thee. 
What  will  thou  do,  thirsty  and  hungry,  spent 
With  wandering,  when,  at  nightfall,  'mid  the  trees 
Thou  hast  mc  not,  sweet  IVincc.  to  comfort  thee?" 

Thereat,  distracted  by  her  bitter  fears, 
Like  one  whose  heart  is  fire,  forward  and  back 
She  runs,  hltlier  and  thither,  weeping,  wild. 
One  while  she  sinks  to  earth,  one  white  she  springs 
Quick  to  her  feet ;  now  utterly  o'ercome 
By  fear  ajid  fasting,  now  by  grief  driven  mad, 
Wailing  and  sobbing ;  till  anon,  with  moans 
And  broken  sighs  and  tears,  Bhiraa's  fair  child, 
The  cver-failhfol  wife,  speaks  thus  again  : 
"  By  whomsoever's  spell  this  harm  hath  fall'n 
On  Nishadh's  Ixird,  1  pray  that  evil  one 
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May  bear  a  bitterer  plague  than  Nala  doth  I 
To  him,  whoever  set  my  guileless  Prince 
On  these  ili  deeds,  I  pray  some  direr  might 
May  bring  far  darker  days,  and  life  to  live 
More  miserable  still !  " 

Thus,  woe-begone, 

Mourned  that  great-hearted  wife  her  vanished  lord, 
Seeking  him  ever  in  the  gloomy  shades, 
By  wild  beasts  haunted.     Roaming  everywiiere. 
Like  one  possessed,  frantic,  disconsolate. 
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Glittering  and  strong,  and  furious  for  food. 

Knitted  about  the  Princess.     She,  o'envhelmed 

With  horror,  and  the  cold  enfolding  death. 

Spends  hei  last  breaths  in  pitiful  laments 

for  Nala,  not  herself.     "  Ah,  Prince  !  "  she  cried, 

"  That  would  have  saved  nie,  who  must  perish  now, 

Seized  in  the  lone  wood  by  this  hideous  snake. 

Why  art  thow  not  beside  me?     What  will  be 

Thy  thought.  Nishadlia  !  me  remembering 

In  days  to  come,  when,  from  the  curse  set  free, 

'iliou  hast  thy  noble  mind  again,  iliyself. 
'Thy  wealtli.  —  all  save  thy  wife?  Then  thou  'It  be  sad, 

tbc  weary,  wilt  need  food  and  drink  ;  but  I 

Shall  minister  no  longer.     Wio  will  tend 
^  Love,  my  Lord,  my  Lion  among  kings, 

fcly  blameless  Nala,  —  Damayami  dead?" 

That  hour  a  hunter,  roving  ilirough  the  brake, 
Heani  her  bewailing,  and  with  quickened  steps 
Made  nigh,  and,  spying  a  woman,  almond-eyed. 
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Lovely,  forlorn,  by  that  fell  monster  knit, 
He  ran ;  and,  as  he  came,  with  keen  shaft  clove. 
Through  t;ai>iLig  moiilh  and  crown,  th'  unwitting  wof*' 
Slaying  it.     'i"hen  the  woodman  from  its  folds 
Freed  her,  and  laved  the  snake's  slime  from  her  limf  ^ 
With  water  of  the  pool,  comfortitig  her 
And  giving  food  ;  and  afterwards  (my  King  !) 
Ini[uiry  made  :  "  What  doest,  in  this  wood. 
Thou  with  the  fawn's  eyes?    And  how  earnest  thou. 
My  mistress,  to  such  pit  of  misery  ?  " 


Ami  Damayanti,  spoken  fair  by  him, 
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Ihc  hunter  fell  to  hot  desire;   he  dared 

ICssay  to  woo,  with  whispered  words  at  first, 

And  next  by  amorous  approach,  \he  Queen ; 

Who,  presently  perceiving  what  he  would, 

And  all  that  baseness  of  him,  —  being  so  pure, 

So  chaste,  and  faithful,  —  like  a  blazing  torch 

Took  fire  of  scorn  and  anger  *gainst  the  man. 

Her  true  soul  burning  at  him,  till  the  wretch, 

AVicked  in  heart,  but  impotent  of  will, 

<ilared  on  her,  splendidly  invincible 

In  weakness,  loftily  defying  wrong, 

-A  living  flame  of  lighted  chastity. 

She  then  —  albeit  so  desolate,  so  lone, 

-Abandoned  by  her  lord,  stripped  of  her  state,  — 

Xike  a  proud  princess  stormed,  flinging  away 

-AU  terms  of  supplication,  cursing  him 

"^Vith  wrath  which  scorched  :  "  If  I  am  clean  in  heart 

-And  true  in  thought  unto  Nishadha's  King, 

Then  mays!  thou,  vile  pursuer  of  the  beasts, 

Sink  to  the  earth,  stone  dead  I  " 
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While  she  did  speak, 
The  hunter  breathless  fell  to  earth,  stone  dead. 
As  falls  a  tree-trunk  blasted  by  the  bolt. 


That  ravisher  destroyed,  the  lotus-eyed 
Fared  forward,  threading  still  the  fearful  wood, 
Lonely  and  dim,  with  trill  of  jhillikas^ 
Resounding,  and  fierce  noise  of  many  beasts 
Laired  in  its  shade,  Hons  and  leopards,  deer, 
Close- hiding  tigers,  sullen  bisons,  wolves, 
And  shaggy  bears.     Also  the  glades  of  it 
Were  filled  with  fowl  which  crept,  or  flew,  and  cried. 
A  home  for  savage  men  and  murderers. 
Thick  with  a  world  of  trees,  whereof  was  sal,* 
Shari)-seede(l,  weeping  gum  ;  knotted  bambus, 

1  Jhillikas  are  the  large  wood-crickets. 

'^  I  have  somewhat  expanded  this  passage,  which  in  the  original 
Sanskrit  is  a  bare  enumeration  of  the  different  trees,  in  long 
compound  words,  each  word  filling  a  whole  line. 


XAF.A    AM)    i)AMAVA\TI.  lo 

I  )lia\M-  with  iwisied  roots;  smooth  aswatthas, 

I^ir^^^e- leaved,  and  creej)ing  through  the  cloven  rocks ; 

Tindukas,  iron-fibred,  dark  of  grain ; 

Ingiidas,  yielding  oil ;  and  kinsukas, 
AV'ith  scarlet  flowerets  flaming.     Thronging  these 
AVere  aijuns  and  arishta-clumps,  which  bear 
Tlie  scented  purple  clusters ;  syandans, 
-And  tall  silk- cotton  trees,  and  mango-belts 
^Vith  silvery  spears ;  and  wild  rose-apple,  blent 
•  Mid  lodhra  tufts  and  khadirs,  interknit 

\y  clinging  rattans,  climbing  everywhere 
'rom  stem  to  stem.    Tlierewith  were  intermixed  — 
Lound  pools  where  rocked  the  lotus  —  amalaks, 
Makshas  with  fluted  leaves,  kadambas  sweet, 
Jdumbaras ;  and,  on  the  jungle-edge, 
'angles  of  reed  and  jujube,  whence  there  rose 
il-trces  and  nyagrodhas,  dropping  roots 
Down  horn  the  air ;  broad-leaved  priyalas,  palms 
-And  date-trees,  and  the  gold  myrobalan, 
AVith  copper-leaved  vibhitikas.     All  these 


.") 
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Crowded  the  wood ;  and  many  a  crag  it  held. 
With  precious  ore  of  metab  interveined  ; 
And  many  a  creeper-covered  cave  wherein 
The  spoken  word  rolled  round ;  and  many  a  deft 
Where  the  thick  stems  were  like  a  wall  to  see ; 
And  many  a  winding  stream  and  reedy  jheel. 
And  glassy  lakelet,  where  the  woodland  L>ea5ts 
In  free  peace  gathered. 

Wandering  onwanl  thus, 
The  Princess  saw  far-gliding  forms  of  dread,  — 

i.  kakshii'ia-;,  ill  i^prite^  nml  fit-mts 
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Rustled  and  hissed.     But  all  along  that  way 

^c  paced  she  in  her  majesty  of  grace, 

High  fortune,  courage,  constancy,  and  right,  — 

Vidarbha's  glory,  —  seeking,  all  alone, 
*-ost  Nala ;  and  less  terror  at  these  sights 
Came  to  sad  Dama)'anti  for  herself — 
llireading  this  dreadful  forest  —  than  for  him. 
Most  Was  her  mind  on  Nala's  fate  intent. 
Bitterly  grieving  stood  the  sweet  Princess 
^P^^  a  rock,  her  tender  limbs  a-thrill 
»>ilh  heavy  fears  for  Nala  while  she  spake  :  — 

oroad-chested  C?hief !  my  long-armed  I^rd  of  men  I 
nadha's  King  I     Ah  !  whither  art  thou  gone, 
^^g  me  thus  in  the  unpeopled  wood  ? 
^^  Aivamedha  sacrifice  thou  mad*st, 
^'l  all  the  rites  and  royal  gifts  hast  given, 

A    1. 

•^  'lon-hcarted  Prince,  holy  and  tnie 
*OaII  save  me  I     That  which  thou  didst  declare. 
Hand  in  hand  with  me,  —  once  so  fond  and  kind,  — 
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Recall  it  now,  —  thy  sacred  word,  thy  vow, 

Wliitlicrsoever,  Raja,  thou  art  fled. 

'l"hiiik  how  the  message  of  the  gold-winged  swans 

Was  spoken,  by  thine  own  lips,  then  to  me  ! 

'I'rue  men  keep  faith ;  this  is  the  teaching  taught 

In  Vcdas,  .-\n(,'as,  and  Upangas  all, 

Hear  whith  we  may ;  will  thou  not,  therefore.  Prince,  — 

Wilt  thou  not,  terror  of  ihy  foes,  keep  faith, 

Making  thy  promise  good  to  cleave  to  me  ? 

Ha,  Nala,  Lord  !     Am  I  not  surely  still 

Thy  <host;ii,  ihy  beloved?     Answerest  not 


NALA   AND   DAMAYANTI.  109 

That  am  so  weary,  weak,  and  miserable. 

Stained  with  the  mire,  in  this  torn  cloth  half  clad, 

Alone  and  weeping,  seeing  no  help  near? 

Ah,  stag  of  all  the  herd  !  leav'st  thou  thy  hind 

Astray,  regarding  not  these  tears  which  roll  ? 

My  Nala,  Maharaja  !     It  is  I 

Who  cry,  thy  Damayanti,  true  and  pure, 

Lost  in  the  wood,  and  still  thou  answerest  not ! 

High-bom,  high-hearted,  full  of  grace  and  strength 

In  all  thy  limbs,  shall  I  not  find  thee  soon 

On  yonder  hill?    Shall  I  not  see,  at  last. 

In  some  track  of  this  grim,  beast-peopled  wood, 

Standing,  or  seated,  or  upon  the  leaves 

Lying,  or  coming,  him  who  is  of  men 

The  glory,  but  for  me  the  grief-maker? 

If  not,  whom  shall  I  question,  woe-begone, 

Saying,  *  In  any  region  of  this  wood 

Hast  thou,  perchance,  seen  Nala?  '     Is  there  none. 

In  all  the  forest,  would  reply  to  me 

With  tidings  of  my  lord,  wandered  away, 
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Kingly  in  mind  and  form,  of  hosts  of  foes 
The  coiwiueror?     Who  will  say,  with  blessed  vokC; 
'  That  Raja  wiUi  the  lotus-eyes  is  near, 
Wliom  thoTi  dost  seek  ' ?  —  Nay, here  conies  one  t<- 
The  yellow  forest-king,  his  great  jaws  armed 
\\"V.\\  fourfold  fangs-     A  tiger  standeth  now 
l''a>:L'  to  face  on  my  path ;  I  'II  speak  with  him 
J-'earlessIy  :  '  Dreadful  chief  of  alt  this  waste, 
lliou  art  the  sovereign  of  the  beasts,  and  1 
Am  daugliter  of  Vidarbha's  King ;  my  name, 
Tiie  I'riiueas  iJamayaiiti ;  know  liioii  ij 
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I  ^^jvvn  wiicrc  the  river  glitters  through  the  reeds, 
Seeking  its  seaward  way.     Then  will  I  pray 
Unto  yon  sacred  mount  of  clustered  crags, 
Broad-  shouldered,  shining,  lifting  high  to  heaven 
Its  diverse-colored  peaks,  where  the  mind  climbs. 
Its  hid  heart  rich  with  silver  veins,  and  gold, 
And  stored  with  many  a  precious  gem  unseen. 
Clear  towers  it  o'er  the  forest,  broad  and  bright 
Like  a  green  banner ;  and  the  sides  of  it 
House  many  a  living  thing,  —  lions  and  boars, 
Tigers  and  elephants,  and  bears  and  deer. 
Sofdy  around  me  from  its  feathered  flocks 
The  songs  ring,  perched  upon  the  kinsuk  trees. 
The  asokas,  vakuls,  and  punnaga  boughs, 
Or  hidden  in  the  kamikara  leaves. 
And  tendrils  of  the  dhava  or  the  fig ; 
Full  of  great  glens  it  soars,  where  waters  leap 
And  bright  birds  lave.     This  king  of  hills  I  sue 
For  tidings  of  my  lord.     O  Mountain  Lord, 
Far-seen  and  celebrated  hill !  that  cleav'st 
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The  blue  of  the  sky,  refuge  of  living  things. 
Most  nobk  eminence,  1  worship  thee ; 
Thee  I  salute,  who  am  a  monarch's  child, 
The  daughter  and  the  consort  of  a  prince, 
'ITjc  high-lx)rn  Damayanti,  unto  whom 
llhima,  Vidarbha's  chief,  —  that  ]>uissant  lord,  - 
Was  sire,  renowned  o'er  earth.     Protector  he 
Of  the  four  castes,  performer  of  the  rites 
Calleti  Kajasuya  aini  the  A^wamedh, — 
A  bounteous  giver,  first  of  rulers,  known 
For  his  large  shining  eyes ;  holy  and  just, 

1  of  speech, 
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Ruleth  by  right  ibe  realm  paternal :  he 

Is  Nalo,  terror  of  aii  enemies ; 

Dark  Nalo,  praUed-in-song ;  Nala  the  jusi, 

The  pure ;  deep-seen  in  scriptures,  sweet  of  speech. 

Drmkcr  of  Soraa-jtice.  and  worshipp^-r 

Of  Agni ;  sacriiicing,  giving  gifts  ; 

first  in  the  wars,  a  perfect,  princely  lord. 

His  wife  am  I,  Clreai  Mountain  1  and  come  here 

I'-ortunelcss,  husband  less,  and  spiritless. 

Kverywhere  seeking  him,  my  best  of  men. 

O  Mount,  whose  doubled  ridge  stamps  on  the  sky 

Von  line,  by  fivescore  splendid  pinnacles 

Indented  1  tell  me,  in  this  gloomy  wood 
Hast  thou  seen  Nala?     Nala,  wise  and  bold, 
Like  a  tusked  elephant  for  might ;  long-armed, 
Indomitable,  gallant,  glorious,  true ; 
Nala.  Nishadha's  chief,  —  hast  ihon  seen  him  ? 
O  Mountain,  why  consolesl  thoti  me  not, 
Answering  one  word  to  sorrowful,  distressed, 
Lonely,  lost  Damayanli?" 
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Then  she  cried : 
"  But  answer  for  thyself,  Hero  and  Lord  ! 
If  thou  lie'st  in  the  forest,  show  thyself! 
Alas  !  when  shall  I  hear  that  voice,  as  low, 
As  tender  as  the  mumiur  of  the  rain 
When  great  clouds  gather;  sweet  as  Amrit-drink? 
'ITiy  voice,  once  more,  my  Nala,  calling  to  me 
full  softly,  '  Damayanti ! '  —  dearest  Prince, 
That  would  be  music  soothing  to  these  eats 
As  sound  of  sacred  Veda  ;  that  would  stay 
My  pains  and  comfort  me,  and  bring  me  peace." 
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'^'^ng  within ;  their  food  water  and  herbs ; 

Ascetics;  very  holy;  seeking  still 

The  heavenward  road ;  clad  in  the  bark  of  trees 

And  skins,— .  all  gauds  of  eardi  being  put  by. 

This  hennitage,  peopled  by  gentle  ones, 

^'lad  Damayanti  spied,  circled  with  herds 

Of  wild  things  grazing  fearless,  and  with  troops   • 

Of  monkey-folk  overhead ;  and  when  she  saw, 

"^r  heart  was  lightened,  for  its  quietness. 

^  drew  she  nigh,  —  that  lovely  wanderer,  — 

'^f'gnt-browed,   long-tresscd.   large-hipped,  full-bosomed 

fair, 
^Vith  pearly  teeth  and  honeyed  mouth,  in  gait 
h^^  queenly  still,  having  those  long  black  eyes,  — 
^^^  wife  of  Virascna»s  son,  the  gem 
Of  all  dear  women,  glory  of  her  time  ; 
^^^  Damayanti  entered  their  abode, 
*hose  holy  men  saluting  reverently, 
*^'A  modest  body  bowed.     Thus  stood  she  there, 
And  all  the  saints  spake  gently,  "  Swdgatam,  — 


i 


ii6 
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Welcome  !  "  and  gave  the  greetings  which  are  meet  ; 

And  afterwards,  "  Repose  thyself,"  they  said ; 

"  What  wouldst  thou  have  of  us?"  Then,  with  soft  tto^ 

The  slender-waisted  spake  :  "  Of  ail  these  here. 

So  worshipful  in  sacrifice  and  rite,  — 

'Mid  gentle  beasts  and  birds,  —  in  tasks  and  toils 

And  blameless  duties  —  b  it  well?"     And  they 

Answered  ;  "  We  thank  you,  noble  lady,  well. 

Tell  us,  most  lieauteous  one,  thy  name,  and  say 

Wliat  thou  desircst.    Seeing  thee  so  fair, 

So  worthy,  yet  so  sorrowful,  our  minds 
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Nor  yet  a  mountain  nor  a  river  sprite  ; 

A  woman  ye  behold,  most  holy  ones, 

Whose  moving  story  I  will  tell  you  true. 

'ilie  Raja  of  Vidarbha  is  my  sire, 

Bhima  his  name,  and  —  Best  of  Twice-born  I  —  know 

My  husband  is  Nishadha's  Chief,  the  famed, 

The  wise  and  valiant  and  victorious  Prince, 

The  high  and  lordly  Nala ;  of  the  gods 

A  steadfast  worshipper ;  of  Brahmanas 

The  friend  ;  his  people's  shield  ;  honored  and  strong, 

Truth-speaking,  skilled  in  arms,  sagacious,  just ; 

Terrible  to  his  foes,  fortunate,  lord 

Of  many  conquered  towns  ;  a  godlike  man, 

Princeliest  of  princes,  —  Nala,  —  one  that  hath 

-A  countenance  like  the  full  moon's  for  light, 

-And  eyes  of  lotus.     This  true  offerer 

Of  sacrifices,  this  close  votary 

Of  Vedas  and  Vedangas,  in  the  war 

Deadly  to  enemies,  like  sun  and  moon 

For  splendor,  —  by  some  certain  evil  ones 
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Being  defied  to  dice,  my  virtuous  Prince 

Was,  by  their  wicked  acts,  of  realm  despoiled,  — 

Wealth,  jewels,  all.     I  am  his  woftil  wife. 

The  IViiicess  Damayanti.     Seeking  him 

Through  thickets  have  I  roamed,  over  rough  hills 

By  crag  and  river  and  the  reedy  lake. 

By  marsh  and  waterfall  and  jungle-bush, 

In  quest  of  him,  —  my  lord,  my  wairior. 

My  hero,  —  and  yill  roam,  uncomforted. 

Worshipful  Brethren  !  say  if  he  hath  come, — 

Nishadha's  Chief,  my  Nala,  hitherward 

riitii  yniir  pli'isiinl  tiumfs,  —  ho.  for  whose  sake 
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Tu  lihima's  child, 
So  in  the  wood  bewailing,  made  reply 
Those  holy,  truthful  men  :  **  Beautiful  One  1 
The  future  is  for  thee ;  fair  will  it  fall ! 
Our  eyes,  by  long  devotions  opened,  see  — • 
Even  now  —  thy  lord ;  thou  shalt  behold  him  soon, 
ir^ishadha's  chief,  the  famous  Nala,  strong 
Xn  battle,  loving  justice.    Yea,  this  Prince 
Thou  wilt  regain,  Bhima*s  sad  daughter  !  freed 
l^'rom  troubles,  purged  of  sin ;  and  witness  him  — 
X\' ith  all  his  gems  and  glories  —  governing 
^ishadha  once  again,  invincible, 
Joy  of  his  friends  and  terror  of  his  foes. 

Yea,  Noblest,  thoa  shalt  have  thy  love  anew 

In  days  to  come." 


So  speaking,  from  the  sight 
Of  Damayanti,  at  that  instant,  passed 
Hermits,  with  hermitage  and  holy  fires. 
Evanishing.     In  wonderment  she  stood. 
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Gazing  bewildered.    Then  the  Princess  cried : 

"Was  it  in  dream  I  saw  them?    Whence  befell 

I'liis  unto  nie?    Where  are  the  brethren  gone. 

The  ring  of  huts,  tlie  pleasant  stream  that  ran 

With  l)irds  upon  its  crystal  banks,  the  grove 

Delightful,  with  its  fruits  and  flowers?  "     Longwh  ^^ 

Pondered  and  wondered  Damayanti  there, 

Her  bright  smile  tied,  pale,  strengthless,  sorrowful ;     ^' 

Then  to  nnotiicr  ri;gion  of  the  wood, 

With  sighs,  and  eyes  welling  great  tears,  she  passed,  -— = 

I.imenting ;  till  a  beauteous  tree  she  spied,  — 

The  .'\soka,  btst  of  trees.     Fair  rose  it  there 
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Tree  (  jllcd  '  tiic  sorroNV-emlcr,'  hcart's-casc  tree  I 
Ue  what  ihy  name  saith,  —  end  my  sorrow  now, 
Saying,  ah,  bright  Asoka  !  thou  hast  seen 
My  IMnce,  my  dauntless  Nala ;  seen  that  lord 
WTiom  Damayanti  loves  and  his  foes  fear ; 
Seen  great  Nishadha's  Chief,  so  dear  to  me. 
His  tender  princely  skin  in  rended  cloth 
Scantily  clad.     Hath  he  passed  wandering 
TJnder  thy  branches,  grievously  forlorn  ? 
Answer,  Asoka  !     *  Sorrow-ender,'  speak  ! 
That  I  go  sorrowless,  O  heart's-ease,  be 
Truly  heart 's-easing,  —  ease  my  heart  of  pain."  ^ 


Thus,  wild  with  grief,  she  spake  unto  the  tree, 
Round  and  round  walking,  as  to  reverence  it ; 
And  then,  unanswered,  the  sweet  lady  sped 
Though  wastes  more  dreadful,  passing  many  a  ran, 
Many  still-gliding  rillets,  many  a  peak 

The  translation  here  repeats  the  play  of  words  in  the  original 
^tyandmd  bhawdsokOf  asoka  sokandshana. 
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Tree-clad,  with  beasts  and  birds  of  wondrous  kind^ 
In  dark  ravines,  and  caves,  and  lonely  glooms. 
The^c  things  saw  Damayanti,  Bhima's  child, 
Seeking  lier  lord. 

Al  last,  on  the  long  road. 
She,  whose  soft  smile  was  once  so  beautiful, 
A  carLi\'an  encountered.     Merchantmen 
^^'ith  trampling  horses,  elephants,  and  wains. 
Made  passage  of  a  river,  running  slow 
In  cool,  clear  waves.     The  quiel  waters  gleamed, 
Sliining  and  wide  outspread,  between  the  canes 
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Mciitcil  wiih  dust,  —  brcathlcbblv  brake  she  in 
L  pon  ihem,  —  Nala's  wife,  —  so  beauteous  once, 
So  honored.     Seeing  her,  some  fled  in  fear ; 
Some  gazed,  speechless  with  wonder ;  some  called  out, 
Mocking  the  piteous  face  by  words  of  scorn  ; 
But  some  (my  King  !)  had  pity  of  her  woe, 
And  spake  her  fair,  inquiring :  "  Who  art  thou  ? 
-And  whence  ?    And  in  this  grove  what  seekest  thou, 
To  come  so  wild  ?    Thy  mien  astonisheth. 
Art  of  our  kind,  or  art  thou  something  strange, 
The  spirit  of  the  forest,  or  the  hill, 
Or  river  valley  ?    Tell  us  true  ;  then  we 
Will  buy  thy  favor.     If,  indeed,  thou  be'st 
Yakshini,  Rakshasi,  or  she-creature 
Haunting  this  region,  be  propitious  !     Send 
Our  caravan  in  safety  on  its  path. 
That  we  may  quickly,  by  thy  fortune,  go 
Homeward,  and  all  fair  chances  fall  to  us." 


Hereby  accosted,  softly  gave  response 
That  royal  lady,  —  weary  for  her  lord, — 
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Answering  the  leader  of  the 

And  those  that  gathered  round,  a  marvelling  thro 

Of  men  and  boys  and  elders  r  "  Oh,  believe 

I  am  as  yoti,  of  mortal  birth,  but  bom 

A  Raja's  child,  and  made  a  Raja's  wife. 

Him  seek  I,  Chieftain  of  Nishadha,  named 

Prince  Nala, —  famous,  glorious,  first  in  war. 

If  ye  know  aught  of  him,  my  king,  my  joy. 

My  ligcr  of  the  jungle,  my  lost  lord. 

Quick,  tell  me,  comfort  me  !  " 


Then  one  who  led 

Their  line,  —  the  merchant  Suchi,  —  answering, 
Spake  to  the  peerless  Princess  :  "  Hear  me  now. 
I  am  the  captain  of  this  caravan, 
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But  nowhere  nought  of  human  shape,  ^ave  thee, 
May  Manibhadra  have  us  in  his  grace,  — 
The  Lord  of  Yakshas,  —  as  I  lell  thee  truth  !  " 


■>  - 


Then  sadly  spake  she  to  the  trader-chief 
-And  to  his  band  :  "  Whither  wend  ye,  I  pray  ? 
JPlease  ye,  acquaint  me  where  this  Sartha^  goes." 

Replied  the  captain  :  "  Unto  Chedi's  realm, 
"^'^here  rules  the  just  Subahu,  journey  we, 
"^To  sell  our  merchandise,  daughter  of  men  !  '* 


Thus  by  the  chieftain  of  the  band  informed, 
"TTie  peerless  Princess  journeyed  with  them,  still 
Seeking  her  lord.     And  at  the  first  the  way 
Tared  through  another  forest,  dark  and  deep  ; 
Afterwards  came  the  traders  to  a  pool 
Sroad,  everywhere  delightful,  odorous 

1  A  caravan. 
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With  cups  of  opened  lotus,  and  its  shores 
Green  with  rich  grass,  and  edged  with  garden-trees, 
A  place  of  flowers  and  fruits  and  singing  birds. 
So  cool  and  clear  and  peacefully  it  gleamed, 
That  men  and  cattle,  weary  with  the  march, 
Clamored  to  pitch  ;  and,  on  their  chieftain's  sign. 
The  pleasant  hollow  entered  they,  and  camped  — 
All  the  long  caravan  —  at  sunset's  hour. 


There,  in  the  quiet  of  the  middle  night. 
Deep  slumbered  these  ;  when,  sudden  on  them  fell 
A  herd  of  elephants,  thirsting  to  drink. 
In  nit,  the  mada  ^  oozing  from  their  heads. 
And  when  those  great  beasts  spied  the  caravan, 
And  smelled  the  tame  cows  of  their  kind,  they  nished 
Headlong,  and,  mad  with  must,^  overwhelming  all, 

^  This  is  a  secretion  which  flows  bv  a  small  orifice  from  the  ele- 
phant's  temples  at  certain  seasons.  It  is  sweet-smelling,  and  con- 
stantly alludeH  to  in  Hindoo  poetr\'. 

-  The  Indian  word  for  the  condition  described. 
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^\'ith  f)n>ct  vast  and  irresistil.)Ie. 
_As  when  from  some  tall  peak  into  the  plain 
'J 'h  under  and  smoke  and  crash  the  rolling  rocks, 
'XTirough  splintered  stems  and  thorns  breaking  their  path, 
swept  the  herd  to  where,  beside  the  pool, 
ose  sleepers  lay ;  and  trampled  them  to  earth 
If-risen,  helpless,  shrieking  in  the  dark, 
•*    Ms^M'  aha  !  the  elephants  !  "     Of  those  unslain, 
le  in  the  thickets  sought  a  shelter ;  some, 
dazed  with  sleep,  stood  panic-stricken,  mute  ; 
here  with  tusks,  and  there  with  trunks,  the  beasts 
*^^*~*ci  them,  and  battered  them,  and  trod  them  flat 
'^  ^-3.er  their  monstrous  feet.     Then  might  be  seen 
lels  with  camel-drivers  perishing. 


men  flying  in  fear,  who  struck  at  men,  — 
"or  and  death  and  clamor  everywhere  : 
^  ^  le  some,  despairing,  cast  themselves  to  earth  ; 
^^  some,  in  fleeing,  fell  and  died  ;  and  some 
^>ibed  to  the  tree-tops.     Thus  on  every  side 
^^ttered  and  ruined  was  that  caravan,  — 
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Cattle  and  merchants,  —  by  the  herd  assailed. 

So  hideous  was  the  tumult,  all  three  worlds 

Seemed  filled  with  fright ;  and  one  was  heard  to  cr)' : 

"  The  fire  is  in  the  tents  !  fly  for  your  lives  ! 

Stay  not !  "     And  others  cried  :  **  Look  where  we  leave 

Our  treasures  trodden  down ;  gather  them  !     Halt  ! 

Why  run  ye,  losing  ours  and  yours  ?     Nay,  stay  ! 

Stand  ye,  and  we  will  stand  !  '*     And  then  to  these 

One  voice  cried,  ''  Stand  !  "  another,  "  Fly  !  we  die  !  " 

Answered  by  those  again  who  shouted,  "  Stand  ! 

Think  what  we  lose,  O  cowards  !  ** 


While  this  rout 
Raged,  amid  dying  groans  and  sounds  of  fear, 
The  Princess,  waking  startled,  terror-struck. 
Saw  such  a  sight  as  might  the  boldest  daunt,  — 
Such  scene  as  those  great  lovely  lotus-eyes 
Ne'er  gazed  upon  before.     Sick  with  new  dread,  — 
Her  breath  susi)ended  'twixt  her  lips,  —  she  rose 
And  heard,  of  those  surviving,  some  one  moan 
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Amidst  his  fellows  :   "  From  whose  evil  act 
Is  this  the  fruit?     Hath  worship  not  been  paid 
TTo  mighty  Manibhadra?     Gave  we  not 
'"Jlie  reverence  due  to  Vaishravan,  that  King 
CDf  all  the  Yakshas  ?    Was  not  offering  made 
-^t  outset  to  the  spirits  which  impede  ? 
1 55  this  the  evil  portent  of  the  birds  ? 
Ar^ere  the  stars  adverse?  or  what  else  hath  faU'n?  " 


And  others  said,  wailing  for  friends  and  goods : 
'  Who  was  that  woman,  with  mad  eyes,  that  came 
»ito  our  camp,  ill-favored,  hardly  cast 
XI  mortal  mould?    By  her,  be  sure,  was  wrought 
is  direful  sorcery.     Demon  or  witch, 
akshi  or  Rakshasi,  or  gliding  ghost, 
r  something  frightful,  was  she.     Hers  this  deed 
midnight  murders ;  doubt  there  can  be  none, 
-^h,  if  we  could  espy  that  hateful  one, 
"Trhe  ruin  of  our  march,  the  woe-maker. 
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With  stones,  clods,  canes,  or  clubs,  nay,  with  clenched  fists, 
We  'd  strike  her  dead,  the  murderess  of  our  band  !  ** 


Trembling  the  Princess  heard  those  angry  words ; 
And — saddened,  maddened,  shamed  —  breathless  she  fled 
Into  the  thicket,  doubtful  if  such  sin 
Might  not  be  hers,  and  with  fresh  dread  distressed. 
"  Aho  !  "  she  weeps,  "  pitiless  grows  the  wrath 
Of  Fate  against  me.     Not  one  gleam  of  good 
Arriveth.     Of  what  fault  is  this  the  fruit? 
I  cannot  call  to  mind  a  wrong  I  wrought 
To  any  —  even  a  little  thing  —  in  act 
Or  thought  or  word  ;  whence  then  hath  come  this  curse  ? 
Belike  from  ill  deeds  done  in  bygone  lives 
It  hath  befall'n,  and  what  I  suffer  now 
Is  payment  of  old  evils  undischarged.* 
Grievous  the  doom,  —  my  palace  lost,  my  lord, 
My  children,  kindred  ;  I  am  torn  away 

1  This  anticipation  of  the  Buddhist  doctrine  of  Karma  is  very 
curious. 
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-^Vc>  in  home  and  love  and  all,  to  roam  accurst 
^^     tills  plague-haunted  waste  1  " 

When  brake  the  day, 
^^^^^se  which  escaped  alive,  with  grievous  cries 
'.arted,  mourning  for  their  fellows  slain. 
—  li  one  a  kinsman  or  a  friend  laments, — 
ler  or  brother,  son,  or  comrade  dear. 

-'^xid  Damayanti,  hearing,  weeps  anew, 
yi  ng :  **  What  dreadful  sin  was  that  I  wrought 
^^^*^  •^j  long  ago,  which,  when  I  chance  to  meet 


^■^'^^  wayfarers  in  the  unpeopled  wood. 


^^^^^»Tis  them  to  perish  by  the  elephants, 
^>~iy  dark  destiny  enwrapped  ?     No  doubt 
^^^^  and  more  sorrow  I  shall  bear,  or  bring, 

^^    ^one  dies  ere  his  time ;  this  is  the  lore 

Of 

^-iicient  sages ;  this  is  why  —  being  glad 

*^   could  die  —  I  was  not  trampled  down 


^n,j 


cr  the  elephants.    There  haps  to  man 
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Nothing  unless  by  destiny.     Why  else, 

Scting  that  never  have  I  wrought  one  wrong. 

From  childhood's  hours,  in  thought  or  word  or  dec^^^' 

Hath  tliis  woe  chanced?    May  be  —  meseems  it  t*^*-"^ 

'['he  niifjlity  gods,  at  my  Swayamvani 

Slightetl  by  me  for  Nata's  dearest  sake, 

Are  wroth,  and  by  their  dread  displeasure  thus 

'I'o  luss  and  lonehness  I  am  consigned  !  " 

So  —  woe-hegone  and  wild  —  this  noble  wife. 
Deserted  Damayanti,  poured  her  grie&  : 

And  Tfli.rMMrd-.,  "ith  reifiin  Bralitnaiias 
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And  as  she  entered,  —  sorrow-stricken,  wan, 

Foot-weary,  stained  with  mire,  with  unsraoothed  hair, 

Unbathed,  and  eyes  of  madness,  —  those  who  saw 

Wondered  and  stared,  and  watched  her  as  she  toiled 

Down  the  long  city-street.     The  children  brake 

From  play,  and  —  boys  with  girls  —  followed  her  steps, 

So  that  she  came  —  a  crowd  encompassing  — 

Unto  the  King's  door.     On  the  palace  roof 

^e  mother  of  the  Maharaja  paced, 

And  marked  the  throng,  and  that  sad  wayfarer. 

Inen  to  her  nurse  spake  the  queen-mother  this  : 

^'^  thou,  and  bring  yon  woman  unto  me  ! 
^"^  people  trouble  her ;  mournful  she  walks, 
kerning  unfriended,  yet  bears  she  a  mien 
^^^e  for  a  king's  abode,  and,  all  so  wild, 
^"1  are  her  wistful  eyes  like  the  great  eyes 

*^kshmi's  self."     So  downwards  went  the  nurse, 
Bidding  the  nide  folk  back  ;  and  to  the  roof 

^ne  great  palace  led  that  wandering  one,  — 
'^^late  Damayanti,  —  whom  the  Queen 
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Courteous  besought :  "  Though  thou  art  wan  of  &c  - 
Thou  wear'sl  a  noble  air,  which  through  thy  griefe 
Shineth  as  lightning  cloth  behind  its  cloud. 
Tell  me  thy  name,  and  whose  thou  art,  and  whencS 
No  low-bom  form  is  thine,  albeit  thou  com'st 
WV'ariug  no  ornaments  ;  and  all  alone 
W  am  I J  rest,  —  not  fearing  men,  —  by  some  spell  S^ 

Hearing  which  words,  the  child  of  Bhima  spaLe 
(iraiL-fully  this  ;  "A  woful  woman  I, 
And  woful  wife,  but  faithful  to  my  vows  ; 
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He  fled,  clad  in  one  cloth,  frenzied  and  lone. 

And  I  hb  steps  attended  in  the  wood, 

Comforting  him,  my  husband.    But  it  chanced, 

Hungry  and  desperate,  he  lost  his  cloth ; 

^  I— one  gannent  bearing  —  followed  still 

%  undad  lord,  despairing,  reasonless, 

Inrough  many  a  weary  night  not  slumbering. 

^^  ^hen,  at  length,  a  little  while  I  slept, 

V  Prince  abandoned  me,  rending  away 
^^n  of  my  garment,  leaving  there  his  wife, 

^^  never  wTought  him  wrong.     That  lord  I  seek 
y  ^^y  and  night,  with  heart  and  soul  on  fire,  — 
^^»   but  still  find  not ;  though  he  is  to  me 
^^^Hter  than  light  which  gleams  from  lotus-cups, 
^^^^e  as  are  the  immortals,  dear  as  breath, 
^    i^iaster  of  my  life,  my  pride,  my  joy  !  " 

^^om,  grieving  so,  her  sweet  eyes  blind  with  tears, 
^^^tly  addressed  Subahu's  mother,  —  sad 
^^  hear  as  she  to  tell.     "  Stay  with  us  here, 
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Thou  ill-starred  lady.    Great  the  Mendlmess 
I  have  for  Uice.    The  people  of  our  court 
Shall  thy  lost  husband  seek ;  or,  it  may  be, 
He  too  will  wander  hither  of  himself 
By  devious  pathti :  yea,  mournful  one,  thy  lord 
Thou  wilt  regain,  abiding  with  us  here." 

And  Damayanti,  bowing,  answered  thus 
Unto  the  Queen  :  "  1  will  abide  with  thee, 
O  mother  of  illustrious  sons,  if  so 
They  feed  me  not  on  orts,  nor  seek  from  me 
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I  f  (jilKTwisc,  it  is  not  on  my  mind 
'Jo  sojourn  longer." 


Very  tenderly 
Quoth  the  queen-mother :  "  All  that  thou  dost  ask 
We  will  ordain.     The  gods  reward  thy  love, 
Which  hath  such  honor  !  "     Comforting  her  so, 
To  the  king's  daughter,  young  Sunanda,  spake 
The  Maharajni :  "  See,  Sunandi,  here 
Clad  as  a  handmaid,  but  in  form  divine. 
One  of  thy  years,  gende  and  true.     Be  friends ; 
Take  and  give  pleasure  in  glad  company 
Dach  with  the  other,  keeping  happy  hearts." 

So  went  Sunandi  joyous  to  her  house, 
leading  with  loving  hand  the  Princess  in, 
The  maidens  of  the  court  accompanying. 
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Not  long  (O  Maharaj  !)  was  Nala  fled 
From  Damayanti,  when,  in  midmost  gloom 
or  the  thick  wood  a  flaming  fire  he  spied, 
And  from  the  fire's  heart  heard  proceed  a  voice 
Of  one  imperilled,  crying  many  times  : 
"  Haste  hither,  Punyashloka,*  Nala,  haste  ! " 
"  P^ear  not,"  the  Prince  replied ;  "  I  come  !  "  and  sprang 
Across  the  burning  bushes,  where  he  saw 
A  snake  —  a  king  of  serpents  —  lying  curled 
In  a  great  ring,  which  reared  its  dancing  crest 
Saluting,  and  in  human  accents  spoke : 
"  Maharaj,  kindly  lord,  I  am  the  snake 
Karkotaka ;  by  me  was  once  betrayed 
The  famous  Rishi  Narada ;  his  wrath 
Doomed  me,  thou  Chief  of  men  !  to  bear  this  spell. 

1  "  Praiscd-in-song." 
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Coil  th\  r^il-^c  tohls,'  ^aid  he,  *  forever  liere, 
A  seq)ent,  motionless  upon  this  spot^ 
Till  it  shall  chance  that  Nala  passeth  by 
And  bears  thee  hence ;  then  only  from  my  curse 
Canst  thou  be  freed/     And  prisoned  by  that  curse 
I  have  no  power  to  stir,  though  the  wood  bums ; 
Nay,  not  a  coil !  good  fellowship  I  *11  show 
If  thou  wilt  succor  me.     I  'U  be  to  thee 

A  faithful  friend,  as  no  snake  ever  yet. 

* 
Lift  me,  and  quickly  from  the  flames  bear  forth  : 

For  thee  I  shall  grow  light."     Thereat  shrank  up 

That  monstrous  reptile  to  a  finger's  length ; 

And  grasping  this,  unto  a  place  secure 

From  burning,  Nala  bore  it,  where  the  air 

Breathed  fi^shly,  and  the  fire's  black  path  was  stayed. 

Then  made  the  Prince  to  lay  the  serpent  down, 
But  yet  again  it  speaks  :  "  Nishadha's  Lord, 
Grasp  me  and  slowly  go,  counting  thy  steps ; 
For,  Raja,  thou  shalt  have  good  fortune  hence." 
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So  Nala  slowly  went,  counting  his  steps ; 
And  when  the  tenth  pace  came,  the  serpent  turned 
And  bit  the  Prince.     No  sooner  pierced  that  tooth 
Than  all  the  likeness  of  Nishadha  changed ; 
And,  wonder-struck,  he  gazed  upon  himself; 
While  from  the  dust  he  saw  the  snake  arise 
A  man,  and,  speaking  as  Kaik6taka, 
Comfort  him  thus :  — 

"  Thou  art  by  me  transformed 
That  no  man  know  thee  :  and  that  evil  one 
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I'iiouLjh  ihcy  be  IJrahmans  I  safe  thou  guest  now, 
Ouarded  from  grief  and  hurt, —  Chieftain  of  men  ! 
By  this  kind  poison.     In  the  fields  of  war 
Henceforth  the  victory  always  falls  to  thee ; 
Go  joyous,  therefore,  Prince ;  give  thyself  forth 
For  *  VahAka,  the  charioteer :  *  repair 
To  Ritupama's  city,  who  is  skilled 
In  play,  and  dwells  in  fair  Ayodhya. 
Wend  thou,  Nishadha  I  thither ;  he  will  teach 
Great  subtlety  in  numbers  unto  thee, 
Kxchanging  this  for  thine  own  matchless  gift 
Of  taming  horses.     From  the  lordly  line 
r>escended  of  Ikshvaku,*  glad  and  kind 
The  King  will  be ;  and  thou,  learning  of  him 
I^is  deep>est  act  of  dice,  wilt  win  back  all, 
Ajid  clasp  again  thy  Princess.    Therefore  waste 
No  thought  on  woes.     I  tell  thee  truth  !  thy  realm 
Thou  shalt  regain ;  and  when  the  time  is  come 
That  thou  hast  need  to  put  thine  own  form  on, 

1  The  first  monarch  of  the  Solar  Dynasty. 


I  INDIAN  IDYLLS. 

Call  me  to  mind,  O  Prince,  and  tie  this  cloth 
Around  thy  body.    Wearing  it,  thy  sh<^ 
Thou  shalt  resume." 

Therewith  the  serpent  ga 
A  magic  twofold  robe,  not  wove  on  eanh, 
Whirh  (O  thou  son  of  Kura  !)  Nala  took ; 
And  so  the  snake,  transformed,  vanished  away. 


The  great  snake  being  gone,  Nishadha's  Chief 
Set  forth,  and  on  the  tenth  day  entered  in 
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And  whatso  other  duties  may  befall, 
Though  they  be  weighty,  I  shall  execute, 
If»  Rmipazna,  thou  wilt  take  me  in." 

"  I  take  thee,"  quoth  the  King.   "  Dwell  here  with  me. 
Such  service  as  thou  knowest,  render  us. 
Tb,  Vah(ika,  forever  in  my  heart 
To  have  my  steeds  the  swiftest ;  be  thy  task 
To  train  me  horses  like  the  wind  for  speed ; 
My  charioteer  I  make  thee,  and  thy  wage 
Ten  thousand  gold  suvem:is.     Thou  wilt  have 
For  fellows,  Varshneya  and  Jivala  ; 
^^ith  those  abiding,  lodge  thou  hai)py  here." 

So  entertained  and  honored  of  the  King, 
^n  Rituparna's  city  Nala  dwelled, 
Lodging  with  Varshneya  and  Jtvala. 

'^^^  sojourned  he,  (my  Raja  !)  thinking  still 
(Jf  sweet  Vidarbha*s  Princess  day  by  day  ; 
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And  sunset  after  sunset  one  sad  strain 
He  song  :  "  \\  liere  resteth  she  that  roamed  the     '*" 
Hungry  and  [larthed  and  worn,  but  always  true   — 
Doth  she  rememlier  yet  her  faultful  lord  ? 
Ah,  who  is  near  her  now?"    So  it  befell 
Jtvab  heard  him  ever  sighing  this, 
An<l  questioned  :  "  VVlio  is  she  thou  dost  lamenff^ 
Say,  VaJu'ilia  !  fain  would  I  know  her  name. 
Long  life  be  thine ;  but  tell  me  who  he  is. 
The  fauhful  man  that  was  the  lady's  lord." 


There  lives  a  man. 
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•^^^       <-jiitcast  on  the  earth,  by  hazard  led 
^  *  ^  ^ThitT  or  thither.     Such  a  man  thou  seest 
^  <^^  rijl,  unworthy,  holding  in  his  heart 
^^^^^^"=:ays  that  sin.     I  was  that  lady's  lord, 

*^  <:>ra  she  did  follow  through  the  dreadful  wood, 
^'^'"  i  xig  by  me  abandoned,  at  this  hour ; 
>"^^t,  in  truth,  she  lives,  — youthful,  alone. 


ractised  in  the  ways,  not  meriting 


lines  so  hard.     Ah,  if,  indeed,  she  lives, 
^*^^>  roamed  the  thick  and  boundless  forest,  full 

Or 


rowling  beasts,  —  roamed  it,  my  Jivala, 
"^^"narded  by  her  guilty  lord,  —  forsook, 
^^"ayed,  good  friend  I  " 


Thus  did  Nishadha  grieve. 


**ing  sweet  Damayanti  to  his  mind, 
^^^imed  he  within  the  Raja's  house, 
no  man  knew  his  place  of  sojourning. 


10 
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While,  stripped  of  state,  the  Prince  and  Princesi 
Were  sunk  to  servitude,  Bhima  made  quest. 
Sending  his  Brahmans  forth  to  search  for  them 
With  strait  commands,  and  for  their  road-money 
Lit>eral  store.     "  Seek  everywhere,"  said  he 
Unto  the  Iwice-bora,  "  Nala, —  everywhere 
My  daughter  Damayanti.    Whoso  comes 
Successful  in  this  quest,  discovering  her,  — 
With  lost  Nishadlia's  Lord,  —  and  bringing  them, 
A  thousand  cows  to  that  man  will  I  give, 
And  village-lauds  whence  shall  be  revenue 
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¥ 


» t    Nala  nowhere  found  they  ;  nowliere  found 
^&  Uamayanti,  Bhima's  beauteous  child, 

t-Jniil,  straying  to  pica&ant  Chedipur, 

'-''^^^  iky  a  twice-lforn  came,  Sudeva  named, 

,**■  *^  eolered  in ;  and,  spying  round  about 

ifJ  ^3on  a  feast-day  by  the  King  proclaimed). 

He 


"»-«^ 

^w, 

^*»*-" 


By 

Bu 


sa*  (orth- passing  through  the  palace-gate 

'"Oman,  —  Bbima's  daughter,  —  sitle  by  side 

*  *-*^  young  Sunanda.     Little  praise  had  now 

*-!  beauty  which  in  old  days  shone  so  bright ; 

^^*~i«J  with  much  grief  it  was,  like  sunlight  dimmed 

*«ld  on  fold  of  wreathed  and  creeping  mists. 

***    when  Sud6va  marked  the  great  dark  eyes,  — 

^■r***^tn:less  though  they  were,  and  she  so  worn, 
^^P^    listless,  —  ■■  Lo,  the  Princess  !  "  whisjiered  he  ;  — 
^H  •*  is  the  King's  ilaughler,"  quolh  he  to  himself ; 

^f"^***!  thus  mused  on :  — 

"  Vea  !  as  I  used  to  see, 
ather  woman  hath  such  grace  ! 
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My  task  is  done ;  I  gaze  on  that  one  form, 
Which  is  like  Likshmi's,  whom  all  worlds  adore. 

I  see  the  bosoms,  rounded,  dark,  and  smooth, 
As  ihcy  were  sister-moons  ;  the  soft  moon-face 
Which  with  its  queenly  light  makes  all  things  brig  ^ 
^\'hcre  it  doth  gleam ;  the  larfje  deep  lotus-eyes. 
That,  like  to  Rati's  own,  the  Queen  of  I^ve, 
lieam,  each  a  lovelit  star,  filling  the  worlds 
With  longing.     .\h,  fair  lotus-flower,  plucked  up 
Uy  Kate's  liard  grasj)  from  far  Vidarblia's  pool, 
How  is  thy  cup  muddied  and  slimed  to-day ! 
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'  o  ljV)s>(;m  in  a  palace  built  of  gems. 
How  dost  thou  wither  here,  wrenched  by  the  root, 
^^n- scorched  and  faded  !     Noblest,  loveliest,  best !  — 
^^^o  bear'st  no  gems,  yet  so  becoraest  them,  — 
"o^v  like  the  new  moon's  silver  horn  thou  art, 
^^Hen  envious  black  clouds  blot  it !     Lost  for  thee 

love,  home,  children,  friends,  and  kinsmen ;  lost 
-^^  joy  of  that  fair  body  thou  dost  wear 
^^'^ly  that  it  may  last  to  find  thy  lord. 
-■^'^ly  a  woman's  ornament  is  this : 
^  ne  husband  is  her  jewel ;  lacking  him 
*^^  hath  none,  though  she  shines  with  priceless  pearls ; 
^teoiis  must  be  her  state  !     And,  torn  from  her, 
^^^^h  Nala  cling  to  life  ;  or,  day  by  day, 
^^te  with  long  yearning.     Oh,  as  I  behold 
'^^^se  black  locks,  and  those  eyes,  —  dark  and  long-shaped 
'^  ^e  the  hundred-petalled  lotus-leaves,  — 
And  watch  her  joyless  who  deserves  all  joy, 
^y  heart  is  sore  !    When  will  she  overpass 
*  ne  river  of  this  sorrow,  and  come  safe 
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Unto  its  farther  shore?    When  will  she  meet 
Her  lord,  as  moon  and  moon-star '  in  the  sky 
Mingle?    For,  as  I  think,  in  winning  her, 
Nak.  would  win  his  happy  days  again. 
And  —  albeit  banished  now  —  have  back  his  l»f 
Alike  in  years  and  graces,  and  alike 
In  lordly  race  these  were  :  no  bride  could  seem 
Worthy  Nishadha,  if  it  were  not  she ; 
Nor  husband  worthy  of  Vidarbha's  Pride, 
Save  it  were  Nala.     It  is  meet  I  bring 
Comfort  forthwith  to  yon  despairing  one, 
intt  of  the  just  and  nolile  Prince. 
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carer,  ami  ^aid  :   '*  Viilarhiii,  Nala's  wife, 
I  am  the  Brahniana  Sudeva,  friend 
VJ'nto  my  lord,  ihy  brother,  and  I  corae 
liy  royal  Bhima's  mandate  seeking  thee. 
That  Maharaj,  thy  father,  dwells  in  health ; 
niiy  mother  and  thy  house  are  well ;  and  well  — 
W'ith  promise  of  long  years  —  thy  little  ones, 
Sister  and  brother.    Yet,  for  thy  sake,  Queen, 
Thy  kindred  sit  as  men  with  spirit  gone  ; 
In  search  of  thee  a  hundred  twice-born  rove 
CK-er  all  lands." 


But  (O  King  Yudhisthir  !) 
Hardly  one  word  she  heard  before  she  broke 
AVith  question  after  question  on  the  man, 
Asking  of  this  dear  friend  and  that  and  this ; 
All  mingled  with  quick  tears,  and  tender  sighs, 
And  hungry  gazing  on  her  brother's  friend, 

Sudeva  —  best  of  Brahmanas  —  come  there. 

Which  soon  SunandA  marked,  watching  them  speak 
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Apart,  and  Damayanti  all  in  tears. 
Then  came  she  to  her  mother,  saying :  "  See, 
The  iwndmaid  thou  didst  give  me  talks  below 
With  one  who  is  a  Brahman,  all  her  words 
Watered  with  weeping ;  if  thou  wilt,  demand 
What  this  man  knows." 

Therewith  swept  forth  ama^  ' 
The  mother  of  the  Raja,  and  beheld 
How  Nala's  wifi.'  spake  with  the  Brahmana. 
Whom  straight  she   bade   them    summon ;    and,  \^^ 
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'I'lic  IJrahniana  Siulcva,  so  addressed, 
^Sc-ating  himself  at  ease,  unto  the  Queen 
'Fold  Damayanti's  story,  how  all  fell. 


SuDEVA  said  :  "  There  reigns  in  majesty 
King  Bhima  at  Vidarbha ;  and  of  him 
TTlie  Princess  Damayanti  here  is  child  ; 
And  Virasena's  son,  Nala,  is  Lord 

>ver  Nishadha,  praised- in-song  and  wise  ; 
A.nd  of  that  Prince  this  lady  is  the  wife. 
In  play  his  brother  worsted  Nala ;  stripped 
Of  lands  and  wealth  the  Prince ;  who  fled  his  realm, 
Wandering  with  Damayanti,  —  where,  none  knew. 
In  quest  of  Damayanti  we  have  roamed 
The  earth's  face  o'er,  until  I  found  her  here 
In  thy  son's  house,  the  King's,  —  the  very  same, 
Since  like  to  her  for  grace  no  woman  lives 
Of  all  fair  women.     Where  her  eyebrows  meet 
A  pretty  mole,  bom  with  her,  should  be  seen 
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A  little  lotus-bud  —  not  visible 
By  reason  of  the  dust  of  toil  which  clouds 
Her  face  and  veils  its  moonlike  beauty  —  that 
The  wondrous  Maker'  on  the  rare  work  stamped 
To  be  His  mark.    But  as  the  waxing  tnoon 
Cloes  tliin  and  darkling  for  a  while,  then  rounds 
The  crescent's  rims  with  splendors,  so  this  Queen 
Hath  lost  not  fiueenliness.     Being  now  obscured. 
Soiled  with  the  grime  of  chores,  unbeautified, 
She  shows  true  gold.    The  fire  which  trieth  gold 
Dcnoieth  less  itself  by  instant  heat 
Than  Uamayanti  by  her  goodlihood. 
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flitters  to  view.     Seeing  the  spot  awliile, 

Sunanda  and  the  mother  of  the  King 

Gazed  voiceless ;  then  they  clasped  her  neck  and  wept 

Rejoicing,  till  the  Queen,  staying  her  tears, 

Kxclaimed  :  "  My  sister's  daughter,  dear  !  thou  art, 

Ry  this  same  mark.     Thy  mother  and  myself 

Were  sisters  by  one  father,  —  he  that  rules 

Il>aiama,  King  Sudaman.     She  was  given 

'I"o  Bhima,  and  to  Virabahu  I. 

Once  at  Dasama,  in  my  father's  house, 

I   saw  thee,  newly  bom.    Thy  race  and  mine, 

F^rincess,  are  one  :  henceforward,  therefore,  here 

As  I  am,  Damayaiiti,  shalt  thou  be." 

With  gladdened  heart  did  Damayanti  bend 
before  her  mother's  sister,  answering  thus  : 
**  Peaceful  and  thankful  dwelled  I  here  with  thee. 
Being  unknown,  my  every  need  supplied. 
My  life  and  honor  by  thy  succor  safe. 
Yet,  Maharajni,  even  than  this  dear  home 
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One  would  be  dearer :  't  is  so  many  days 
Since  we  were  jjarted.    Suffer  me  to  go 
Where  those  my  tender  little  ones  were  led ; 
Si>  long  —  poor  babes !  —  of  me  and  of  their  sire 
ikreft.     If,  lady,  thou  dost  think  to  show 
Kindness  to  me,  this  is  my  wish :  to  wend 
Unto  Vidarblia  swiftly  ;  wilt  thou  bid 
They  lx;ar  me  thither?" 

Was  no  sooner  heard 
That  fond  desire,  than  the  queen-mother  gave 
Willing  command  ;  and  soon  an  ample  troop. 
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In  [)cacc  and  safety  all  her  house  she  found  ; 
Her  children  well; — father  and  mother,  friends. 
The  gods  she  worshipped,  and  to  Brahmanas 
Due  reverence  made,  and  whatso  else  was  meet 
That  Damayanti  did,  regal  in  all. 
To  wise  Sudeva  fell  the  thousand  cows 
By  Bhima  granted,  with  the  village-lands. 
And  goodly  gifts  beside. 

But  when  there  passed 
One  night  of  rest  within  the  palace-walls, 
The  wistful  Princess  to  her  mother  said  : 
"  If  thou  wouldst  have  me  live,  I  tell  thee  true, 
Dear  mother,  it  must  be  by  bringing  back 
My  Nala,  my  own  lord ;  and  only  so." 

When  this  she  spake,  right  sorrowful  became 
The  Rani,  weeping  silently,  nor  gave 
One  word  of  answer ;  and  the  palace-girls, 
Seeing  this  grief,  sat  round  them,  weeping  too, 
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And  crying :  "  Haha  !  where  is  gone  her  lord  ?  " 
And  loud  the  lamentation  was  of  all. 

Afterwaids  lo  ihe  Maharaj  his  Queen 
Told  what  was  said :  "  Lord  !  all  uncomforted 
Thy  daughter  Damayanti  weeps  and  grieves, 
Lacking  her  husband.     Even  to  me  she  spake 
Before  o\n  damsels,  laying  shame  aside  : 
'  Find  Nata  ;  let  the  people  of  the  court 
Strive  day  and  night  lo  learn  where  Nala  is.' " 
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IVhither  art  thou  departed^  cruel  iover, 

Who  stole  the  half  of  thy  bfloi^hfs  cloth. 
And  left  her  to  awaken,  and  discover 
The  wrong  thou  wroughtest  to  the  love  of  both  ? 


i5<^ 


She,  as  t/wu  didst  command,  a  sad  watch  keepeth, 

With  woful  heart  wearing  the  rtnded  dress, 
F^rince,  hear  her  cry  who  thus  forager  weepeth  ; 
A  mindful,   hero  ;  comfort  her  distress  I 

And,  furthermore,"  the  Princess  said,  "  since  fire 
*Ps  into  flame  when  the  wind  fans  the  spark, 
^"^  too  spoken,  that  his  heart  may  bum  :  — 

'^'  ^^I'cry  husband  nourished  and  protected 
"^Aould  arry  wife  be.     Think  upon  the  7vood  I 
^jj'  these  thy  duties  hast  thou  so  neglected, 

^rince,  that  wast  calPed  noble  and  true  and  good  t 


^^t  then  become  compassionate  no  longer, 

Shunning,  perchance,  my  fortune's  broken  way  i 
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Ah,  husband,  love  is  most !  let  love  be  stronger; 
Ahimsa  paro  dharena,'  lAou  didsi  say. 

These  verses  while  ye  speak,"  quoth  the  Princess, 

"  Should  any  man  make  answer,  note  him  well 

In  any  place ;  and  who  he  is,  and  where 

He  dwells.     And  if  one  listens  to  these  words 

Intently,  and  shall  so  reply  to  them. 

Good  Brahmans,  hold  ye  fast  his  speech,  and  bring, 

Breath  by  breath,  ail  of  it  unto  me  here ; 

But  so  thai  he  shall  know  not  whence  ye  speak. 
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Cities  and  tillages,  hamlets  and  ramps, 
By  ^L-pherds'  huts  and  hermits'  caves,  they  passed. 
Searching  for  Nala  ;  yet  ihey  found  him  not ; 
Albeit  in  every  regign  (O  my  king  I) 
The  words  of  Damayanll,  as  she  taught, 
Spake  they  again  in  hearing  of  all  men. 


SiTDDENLY  —  after  many  days  —  there  came 
Ji  Brahman  back,  Parnada  he  was  called. 
Who  unto  nhima's  child  in  this  wise  spake ; 
"'0  Damayanti,  seeking  Nala  still, 
Ayodhya's  streets  I  entered,  where  I  saw 
"TheMaharaj;  he  —  noble-minded  one  ! — ■ 
Hearc)  me  thy  verses  say,  as  thou  hadst  said  ; 
Great  Ritupama  heard  those  very  words. 
Excellent  Princess  ;  but  he  answered  nought : 
■\nd  no  man  answered,  out  of  all  ihe  throng 
Oftdmcs  addressed.     But  when  1  had  my  leave 
And  was  withdrawn,  a  man  accosted  me 
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Privately,  —  one  of  Ritupama's  train, 

Vahuka  named,  the  Raja's  charioteer 

(Something  misshapen,  with  a  shrunken  arm, 

But  skilled  in  driving,  very  dexterous 

In  cookery  and  sweetmeats).     He  —  with  groans, 

And  tears  which  rolled  and  rolled  —  asked  of  my  health, 

And  then  these  verses  spake  full  wistfully :  — 


Even  when  their  loss  is  largest,  noble  ladies 
Keep  the  true  treasure  of  their  hearts  unspent^ 

Attaining  heaven  through  faith,  which  undismayed  is 
By  wrongs  unaltered  by  abandonment; 

Such  an  one  guards  with  virtue's  golden  shield 

Her  name  from  harm  ;  pious  and  pure  and  tender  ; 

And,  though  her  lord  forsook  her,  will  not  yield 
To  wrath,  even  against  that  vile  offender,  — 

Even  against  the  ruined,  rash,  ungrateful, 

Faithless,  fond  Prince  from  whom  the  birds  did  steal 
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His  only  cloth^  whom  now  a  penance  fateful 
Dooms  to  sad  days,  that  dark-eyed  will  not  feel 

Anger;  for  if  she  saw  him  she  should  see 
A  man  consumed  with  grief  and  loss  and  shame; 

lii  or  well  lodged,  ever  in  misery, 
Her  unthroned  lord,  a  slave  without  a  name, 

^ch  words  I  heard  him  speak,'*  Pamada  said, 
"  ^'^^\  hastening  thence,  I  tell  them  to  thee,  here  ; 
If^ou  knowest ;  thou  wilt  judge  ;  make  the  King  know." 

^^t  Damayanti  listened,  with  great  eyes 

^"ing  quick  tears,  while  thus  Pamada  spake, 

"  afterwards  crept  secretly  and  said 
^nto  her  mother  :  "  Breathe  no  word  hereof, 
^^^r  mother,  to  the  King,  but  let  me  speak 

'^  wise  Sudeva  in  thy  presence  here  ; 
Nothing  should  Bhima  know  of  what  I  plan, 
°^^j  'f  thou  lovest  me,  by  thee  and  me 
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This  shall  be  wrought.    As  I  was  safely  led 
By  good  Siideva  home,  so  let  him  go  — 
With  not  less  happy  fortune  —  to  bring  back. 
Ere  many  days,  my  Nala;  let  him  seek 
Ayodhya,  mother  dear,  and  fetch  my  Prince  !  " 

But  first  Parndda,  resting  from  his  road,  — 
That  best  of  twice-boms,  —  did  the  Princess  thank 
With  honorable  words  and  gifts  :  "  If  home 
My  Nala  cometh.  Brahman  !  "  so  she  spake, 
"  Great  guerdon  will  I  give.    Thou  hast  well  done 
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Say  in  the  ears  of  Raja  Ritupam, 

A.S  tHough  thou  cam'st  a  simple  traveller,* 

'  Tile  daughter  of  King  Bhima  once  again 

^"^^Iceth  to  hold  her  high  Swayamvara. 

^  "^   Idngs  and  princes  from  all  lands  repair 

*  *^t.l-ier;  the  time  draws  nigh;  to-morrow's  dawn 

^Hall  bring  the  day.     If  thou  wouldst  be  of  it, 

^^P^ed  quickly,  conquering  King  I  at  sunsetting 

*^^^t.her  lord  she  chooseth  for  herself; 
Sitioe  whether  Nala  liveth  or  is  dead, 
^one  knoweth.'" 

These  the  words  which  he  should  say ; 
^^»  learning  them,  he  sped,  and  thither  came,  — 
^^^  Brahmana  Sudeva,  —  and  he  spake 
^  Maharaja  Ritupama  so. 


^he  Sanskrit  word  is  ATamaga,  the  exact  equivalent  of  "pleas- 


\ 
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Now  when  ihe  Raja  Ritupaina  heard 
Sudeva's  words,  quoth  he  to  Viihuka 
["ull  pleiLianlly  :  "  Much  mind  I  have  to  go 
\Miert;  Damayanti  holds  Swayainvara, 
If  to  VidjiLha,  in  a  single  day, 
Tlioii  deemest  we  might  drive,  my  charioteer !  " 

Of  Nala,  by  his  Raja  thus  addressed, 
Tom  was  the  heart  with  anguish ;  for  he  thought : 
"Can  Damayanti  purpose  this?     Could  grief 
So  change  her?    Is  it  not  some  fine  device 
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Brsi  shall  I  know  in  going  ;  therefore  now 
The  will  of  Rituparna  must  I  serve," 

Thus  poDdcriog  in  his  mind,  tlie  troubled  PriDce 
^Vith  joined  pahns  meekly  to  his  master  said : 
"I  shall  ihy  iiesl  accomplish  !     I  can  drive 

la  one  day,  Raja,  lo  Vidarbha's  gates." 


Tlien  in  the  royal  stables  —  steed  by  steed, 
Stallions  and  mares,  Vahuka  scanned  them  all, 
By  Kitui>ania  prayed  quickly  to  choose. 
Sowly  he  picked  four  coursere,  under-fleshed, 
But  big  of  bone  and  sinew ;  fetlocked  well 
For  journeying ;  high-bred,  heavj'-framed ;  of  blood 
To  match  the  best,  yet  gentle ;  blemish-free ; 
Broad  in  the  jaw,  with  scarlet  nostrils  spread ; 
Bearing  the  Aj'arthas}  the  ten  true  marks,  — 
Reared  on  the  banlcs  of  Indus,  swift  as  wind. 


These  are  spoti  where  the  hair  curls  round,  a 
human  bead. 
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Which,  when  the  Raja  looked  upon,  he  cried, 
Half-wrathful :  "  What  thing  thinkest  thou  to  do? 
Wilt  ihou  betray  me  ?    How  should  sorry  beasts. 
Lean-ribbed  and  ragged,  take  us  all  that  way. 
The  long  road  we  must  swiftly  travel  hence?  " 

Vahuka  answered :  "  See  on  all  these  four 
The  ten  sure  marks ;  one  curi  upon  each  crest, 
Two  on  the  cheeks,  two  upon  either  flank, 
Two  on  the  breast,  and  on  each  crupper  one. 
These  to  Vidarbha  —  doubt  it  not  —  will  go ; 
Yet,  Raja,  if  thou  wilt  have  others,  speak ; 
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Under  the  ban ;  and  when  the  car  was  hitched. 

And  eagerly  the  Raja  made  to  mount. 

At  sign  the  coursers  bent  their  knees,  and  lay 

Akmg  the  earth.    Then  Nala,  (O  my  King !) 

^^'ith  kindly  voice  cheering  the  gaunt  bright  steeds, 

^^'osed  them,  and  grasped  the  reins,  and  bade  ascend 

Varshneya :  so  he-started,  headlong,  forth. 

At  cry  of  Vahuka  the  four  steeds  sprung 
Into  the  air,  as  they  would  fly  with  him ; 
•^"^  when  the  Raja  felt  them,  fleet  as  wind, 

*^ling  along,  mute  sat  he  and  amazed ; 

^*  nauch  Varshneya  mused  to  hear  and  see 

^  thundering  of  those  wheels ;  the  fiery  four 

"ghtly  held ;  Vahuka*s  matchless  art. 
'^idtali,  who  driveth  Indra's  car, 

''  charioteer?  for  all  the  marks  of  him 
Are  here  I  or  Salihotra  can  this  be, 

rrn 

^  Sod  of  horses,  knowing  all  their  ways. 


Whoi^ 


ere  in  mortal  form  his  greatness  hides  ? 
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Or  is  it  —  can  it  be  —  Nala  the  Prince, 
Nala  the  steed-tamer?  "    Thus  pondered  he : 
"  Whatever  Nala  knew  this  one  doth  know. 
Alike  the  mastery  seems  of  both ;  alike 
I  judge  their  years.     If  this  man  be  not  he, 
Two  Nalas  are  there  in  the  world  for  skill.     • 
They  say  there  wander  mighty  powers  on  earth 
In  strange  disguises,  who,  divinely  sprung, 
Veil  themselves  from  us  under  human  mould ; 
Bewilderment  it  brings  me,  this  his  shape 
Misshapen,  —  from  conclusion  that  alone 
Withholds  me ;  yet  I  wist  not  what  to  think, 
In  age  and  manner  like,  —  and  so  unlike 
In  form  !     Else  Vahuka  I  must  have  deemed 
Nala,  with  Nala's  gifts." 


So  in  his  heart 
Varshneya,  watching,  wondered,  — being  himself 
The  second  charioteer.     But  Rituparn 
Sat  joyous  with  the  speed,  delightedly 


NALA  AND   DAMAYANTI.  171 

Marking  the  driving  of  the  Prince  ;  the  eyes 
Attent ;  the  hand  so  firm  upon  the  reins ; 
The  skill  so  quiet,  wise,  and  masterful ; 
Great  joy  the  Maharaja  had  to  see. 


By  stream  and  mountain,  woodland-path  and  pool, 
Swiftly,  like  birds  that  skim  in  air,  they  sped ; 
Till,  as  the  chariot  plunged,  the  Raja  saw 
His  shoulder-mantle  falling  to  the  ground ; 
And  —  loath  to  lose  the  robe  —  albeit  so  pressed, 
To  Nala  cried  he,  "  Let  me  take  it  up ; 
Check  the  swift  horses,  wondrous  charioteer ; 
And  bid  Varshneya  light,  and  fetch  my  cloth." 
But  Nala  answered  :  "  Far  it  lies  behind ; 
A  yojana  already  we  have  passed ; 
We  cannot  turn  again  to  pick  it  up." 

A  little  onward  Ritupama  saw 
Within  the  wood  a  tall  Myrobolan 


172  INDIAN   IDYLLS. 

Heavy  with  fruit ;  hereat,  eager  he  cried  :* 

"  Now,  Vahuka,  my  skill  thou  mayst  behold 

In  the  Arithmic.     All  arts  no  man  knows ; 

Each  hath  his  wisdom,  but  in  one  man's  wit 

Is  perfect  gift  of  one  thing,  and  not  more. 

From  yonder  tree  how  many  leaves  and  fruits, 

Think'st  thou,  lie  fall'n  there  upon  the  earth? 

Just  one  above  a  thousand  of  the  leaves, 

And  one  above  a  hundred  of  the  fruits ; 

And  on  those  two  limbs  hang,  of  dancing  leaves, 

Five  crores  exact ;  and  shouldst  thou  pluck  yon  boug 

Together  with  their  shoots,  on  those  twain  lK>ughs 

Swing  twice  a  thousand  nuts  and  ninety-five  ! " 

Vahuka  checked  the  chariot  wonderingly. 
And  answered  :  **  Imperceptible  to  me 
Is  what  thou  boastest,  slayer  of  thy  foes  ! 
But  I  to  proof  will  put  it,  hewing  down 
The  tree,  and,  having  counted,  I  shall  know. 
Before  thine  eyes  the  branches  twain  I  '11  lop ; 
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liow  prove  thee,  Maharaja,  otherwise, 

Whether  this  be  or  be  not?     I  will  count 

One  by  one  —  fruits  and  leaves  —  before  thee,  King  ; 

Varshneya,  for  a  space,  can  rein  the  steeds.*' 

To  him  replied  the  Raja :  "  Time  is  none 
Now  to  delay." 

Vahuka  answered  quick 
(His  own  set  purpose  serving)  :  "Stay  this  space, 
Or  by  thyself  drive  on  !    The  road  is  good, 
The  son  of  Vrishni  will  be  charioteer  ! " 

On  that  the  Raja  answered  soothingly : 
**  There  is  not  in  the  earth  another  man 
That  hath  thy  skill ;  and  by  thy  skill  I  look 

To  reach  Vidarbha,  O  thou  steed-tamer  ! 

Thou  art  my  trust ;  make  thou  not  hindrance  now  ! 
Yet  would  I  suffer,  too,  what  thou  dost  ask. 
If  thou  couldst  surely  reach  Vidarbha's  gate 
Before  yon  sun  hath  sunk." 
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Nala  replied : 
"  When  I  have  counted  those  vibhitak  boughs, 
Vidarbha  I  will  reach ;  now  keep  thy  word." 

Ill  pleased,  the  Raja  said  :  "  Halt  then,  and  count ! 
Take  one  bough  from  the  branch  which  I  shall  show, 
And  tell  its  fruits,  and  satisfy  thy  soul.'* 

So  leaping  from  the  car  —  eager  he  shore 
The  boughs,  and  counted  ;  and  all  wonder-struck 
To  Rituparna  spake  :  "  Lo,  as  thou  saidst 
So  many  fruits  there  be  upon  this  bough  ! 
Exceeding  marvellous  is  this  thy  gift, 
I  bum  to  know  such  learning,  how  it  comes," 

Answered  the  Raja,  for  his  journey  fain  : 
"  My  mind  is  quick  with  numbers,  skilled  to  count ; 
I  have  the  science." 

"  Give  it  me,  dear  Lord  !  " 
Vahuka  cried  :  '*  teach  me,  I  pray,  this  lore. 
And  take  from  me  my  skill  in  horse- taming." 
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(hu)th  Rituparn  —  impatient  to  proceed  — 
Tct  of  such  skill  desirous  :  "  Be  it  so  ! 
-As  thou  hast  prayed,  receive  my  secret  art, 
Exchanging  with  me  here  thy  mastery 
Of  horses." 


/o 


Thereupon  did  he  impart 
His  rules  of  numbers,  taking  Nala's  too. 

But  wonderful !    So  soon  as  Nala  knew 
"That  hidden  gift,  the  accursed  Kali  leapt 
IForth  from  his  breast,  the  evil  spirit's  mouth 
Spewing  the  poison  of  Kark6taka 
"Even  as  he  issued.     From  the  afflicted  Prince 
"That  bitter  plague  of  Kali  passed  away ; 
And  for  a  space  Prince  Nala  lost  himself, 
Hent  by  the  agony.     But  when  he  saw 
The  evil  one  take  visible  shape  again,  — 
Free  from  the  serpent's  poison,  —  Nishadh's  Lord 
Had  thought  to  curse  him  then ;  but  Kali  stood 
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With  clasped  palms,  trembling,  and  besought  the  Prince 

Saying :  "  Tiiy  wrath  restrain.  Sovereign  of  men  1 

I  will  repay  thee  well.    Thy  virtuous  wife, 

Indrasen's  angered  mother,  laid  her  ban 

Upon  me  when  thou  didst  forsake  her;  since 

Within  thee  have  I  dwelled  In  anguish  sore. 

Tortured  and  tossed  and  burning,  night  and  day, 

With  venom  from  the  great  snake's  fang,  which  passed 

Into  me  by  thy  blood.     Be  pitiful ! 

I  take  my  refuge  in  thy  mercy !     Hear 

My  promise,  Prince  !     Wherever  men  hencefortb 

Shall  iKimi.-  llK-e  bffnrc  people,  praisin"  thee, 
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Xor  heard  of  any  other ;  and  the  Prince, 
Jr^'is  sorrows  shaking  off,  when  Kali  passed, 
-A^fter  that  numbering  of  the  leaves,  in  joy 
T^Tnspeakable,  and  glowing  with  new  hope, 
^lounted  the  car  again,  and  urged  his  steeds. 
IBut  from  that  hour  the  taD  Myrobolan, 
I^ossessed  by  Kali,  stood  there,  sear  and  dead. 

Then  onward,  onward,  speeding  like  the  birds, 
Those  coursers  flew ;  and  fast  and  faster  still 
Tlie  glad  Prince  cheered  them  forward,  all  elate : 
Ajad  proudly  rode  the  Raja  toward  the  walls 
Of  high  Vidarbha.     Thus  did  journey  down 
Exultant  Nala,  free  of  trouble  now, 
Quit  of  the  evil  spell,  but  bearing  still 
Ills  form  misshapen,  and  the  shrunken  limb. 


At  sunset  in  Vidarbha  (O  great  King  !) 
The  watchers  on  the  walls  proclaimed, "  There  comes 

12 
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The  Raja  Ritupama  ! "    Bhima  bade 
Open  the  gates ;  and  thus  they  entered  in, 
Making  all  quarters  of  the  city  shake 
With  rattling  of  the  chariot-wheels.     But  when 
The  horses  of  Prince  Nala  heard  that  sound, 
For  joy  they  neighed,  as  when  of  old  their  lord 
Drew  nigh.     And  Damayanti,  in  her  bower, 
Far  off  that  rattling  of  the  chariot  heard. 
As  when  at  time  of  rains  is  heard  the  voice 
Of  clouds  low  thundering ;  and  her  bosom  thrilled 
At  echo  of  that  ringing  sound.     It  came 
Loud  and  more  loud,  like  Nala*s,  when  of  old, 
Gripping  the  reins,  he  cheered  his  mares  along. 
It  seemed  like  Nala  to  the  Princess  then,  — 
That  clatter  of  the  trampling  of  the  hoofs ; 
It  seemed  like  Nala  to  the  stabled  steeds : 
Upon  the  palace -roof  the  peacocks  heard 
And  screamed  ;  the  elephants  within  their  stalls 
Heard  it  and  tnimpeted  ;  the  coursers,  tied, 
Snorted  for  joy  to  hear  that  leaping  car ; 
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Peacocks  and  elephants  and  cattle  stalled 
^  called  and  clamored  with  uplifted  heads, 
^  wild  things  do  at  noise  of  coming  rain. 

Then  to  herself  the  Princess  spake :  "  This  car, 
The  rolling  of  it,  echoing  all  around, 
^^dens  my  heart    It  must  be  Nala  comes, 
^y  King  of  men  1    If  I  see  not,  this  day, 
^y  I^rince  that  hath  the  bright  and  moonlike  face, 

'■y  hero  of  unnumbered  gifts,  my  lord, 
^-  I  shall  die  !     If  this  day  fall  I  not 
^^^  his  opening  arms,  —  at  last,  at  last,  — 
^^  feel  his  close  embrace,  oh,  beyond  doubt, 
^  ^^^^not  live  !     If—  ending  all  —  to-day 
"shadha  cometh  not,  with  this  deep  sound 
^^  far-off  thunder,  then  to-night  I  '11  leap 

^^  the  golden,  flickering,  fiery  flames  ! 

If 

^^w,  now,  now,  my  lion  draws  not  nigh, 

^  Warrior-love,  like  the  wild  elephant, 

^  l^rince  of  princes,  —  I  shall  surely  die  I 


3  INDIAN   IDYLLS. 

Nought  call  I  now  to  mind  he  said  or  did 
That  was  not  rightly  said  and  justly  done. 
No  idle  word  he  spake,  even  in  free  speech ; 
Patient  and  lordly ;  generous  to  bestow 
Beyond  all  givers  ;  scorning  to  be  base, 
Yea,  even  in  secret,  —  such  Nishadha  was. 
Alas  !  when,  day  and  night,  I  think  of  him, 
How  is  my  heart  consumed,  reft  of  its  joy  !  " 

So  meditating,  like  one  torn  by  thoughts, 
She  mounted  to  the  palace-roof  to  see ; 
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^^  it?i  deep  cause,  knowing  not  the  women's  plots. 
*'  'S'Z£jdgatam !''    cried    he;   "what   hath    brought   thee, 
Prince  ?  " 
^oi-    nothing  wist  he  that  the  Raja  came 
Suitior  of  Damayanti.     Questioned  so, 
*  ^i^s    Raja  Ritupama,  wise  and  brave, 
^^^  i  ^trxg  no  kings  nor  princes  in  the  court, 
^^^*"    noise  of  the  Swayamvara,  nor  crowd 
^^  I^xahmans  gathering,  —  weighing  all  those  things, 
A.ns.^%^i,rered  in  this  wise  :  "  I  am  come,  great  Lord, 
^^    ^^>Take  thee  salutations  !  "     But  the  King 
'Shed  in  his  beard  at  Ritupama's  word,  — 
this  of  many  weary  yojanas 
^^^Id  be  the  mark.     "  Ahoswid  !     Hath  he  passed 
•"^^ugh  twenty  towns,"  thought  he,  "  and  hither  flown 
^  t^id  good-morrow?     Nay,  it  is  not  that. 
^^^^^Hi !    I  shall  know  it  when  he  bids  me  know." 

^ereat,  with  friendly  speech  his  noble  guest 
^  King  to  rest  dismissed.     "  Repose  thyself," 
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He  said ;  *'  the  road  was  long ;  weary  thou  art" 

And  Ritupam,  with  sentences  of  grace 

Replying  to  this  graciousness,  was  led 

By  slaves  to  the  allotted  sleeping-room ; 

And  after  Rituparn,  Varshneya  went. 

Vahuka,  left  alone,  the  chariot  ran 

Into  its  shed,  and  from  the  foamy  steeds 

Unbuckled  all  the  harness,  thong  by  thong, 

Speaking  soft  words  to  them ;  then  sat  him  down, 

Alone,  forgotten,  on  the  driving-seat. 


But  Damayanti,  seeing  Ritupam, 
And  Vrishni's  son,  and  him  called  Vahuka, 
Spake  sorrowful :  '*  Whose  was  the  thunder,  then 
Of  that  fleet  car  ?     It  seemed  like  Nala's  own ; 
Vet  here  I  see  no  Nala  !     Hath  yon  man 
My  lord's  art  learned,  or  th'  other  one,  that  thus 
Their  car  should  thunder  as  when  Nala  comes? 
Could  Ritupama  drive  as  Nala  doth, 
So  that  those  chariot-wheels  should  sound  like  his  ?  " 
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And,  after  having  pondered,  (O  my  King  !) 
The  beauteous  Princess  sent  her  handmaiden 
To  Vahuka,  that  she  might  question  him. 


"  Go,  Keshini,"  the  Princess  said ;  "  inquire 
Who  is  that  man  upon  the  driving-seat, 
Misshapen,  with  the  shrunken  arm.     Approach 
Composedly,  question  him  winningly 
With  greetings  kind,  and  bid  him  answer  thee 
According  to  the  truth.     I  feel  at  heart 
A  doubt  —  a  hope  —  that  this,  perchance,  may  be 
My  Lord  and  Prince ;  there  is  some  new-bom  joy 
Fluttering  within  my  breast.     Accost  him,  girl ; 
And,  ere  thou  partest,  what  Pamada  said. 
Say  thou,  and  hear  him  answer,  blameless  one, 
And  bring  it  on  thy  lips  !  " 

Then  went  the  maid 
Demurely,  and  accosted  Vahuka, 
While  Damayanti  watched  them  from  the  roof. 
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"  Kushalatn  ti  iraz4mi,  —  health  and  peace 

I  wish  ihce  !  "  said  she.    "Wilt  thou  answer  true 
What  DaiTiayanti  asks?    She  sends  to  ask 
Whence  set  ye  forth,  and  wherefore  are  ye  come 
Hither?    Vidarbha's  Princess  fain  would  know." 

•'  'T  was  told  my  Raja,"  Vahuka  replied, 
"  That  Damayanti  for  the  second  turn 
Holds  hi;r  Swayamvara :  the  Brahman's  word 
W'as,  "  This  shall  be  lo-monow."    So  he  sped, 
Hearing  that  news,  with  steeds  which  in  one  day 
Fly  fifty  yojanas,  swift  as  the  winds, 
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Hie  famous  charioteer  of  Nala  he  ; 
When  thy  ]*rince  fled,  he  went  to  Koshala 
And  took  our  service.     I  in  hotse-taming 
And  dressing  meat  have  skill ;  so  am  I  made 
King  Ritupama's  driver  and  his  cook," 

'•  Knowelh  Varshneya,  then,  where  Nala  fled?" 
Inquired  the  maid ;  "  and  did  he  tell  thee  this, 
Or  what  spake  he?" 

"  Of  that  unhappy  Prince 
He  brought  the  children  hither,  and  then  went 
Even  where  he  would,  of  Nala  wotting  nought ; 
Nor  woticth  any  man,  fair  damsel !  more. 
Hidden  from  mortal  eyes  Nishadha  lives. 
Wandering  the  world,  his  very  Irody  changed. 
Of  Nala  only  Nala's  own  heart  knows, 
j\nd  by  no  sign  doth  he  bcwTay  himself." 

Kesliinl  said :  "  That  Brahman  who  did  wend 
Fiisl  to  Ayodhya  bore  a  verse  to  say 
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Over  and  over,  everywhere,  —  strange  iimrds. 
Wove  by  a  woman's  wit     Listen  to  these :  — 

IVhilAer  art  tkou  departed,  cruel  lover. 
Who  stole  the  half  of  thy  belovid's  cloth, 

And  left  her  to  awaken,  and  discover 

The  wrong  thou  wrgughtest  to  the  love  of  both  t 

She,  as  thou  didst  command,  a  sad  watch  keepeth. 
With  wo/ul  heart  tvtaring  the  Tended  dress. 

Prince,  hear  her  cry  w/to  thus  forever  weepelh  ; 
Be  mindful,  hero ;  comfort  her  distress  ! 
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And  from  his  eyes  fast  flowed  the  rolling  tears ; 
But,  mastering  his  anguish,  holding  down 
The  passion  of  his  pain,  with  voice  which  strove 
To  speak  through  sobs,  the  Prince  repeated  this  :  — 


€€ 


Even  against  the  ruined^  rash,  ungrateful, 
Faithless y  fond  Prince ^  from  whom  the  birds  did  steal 
^is  only  cloth^  whom  now  a  penance  fateful 
Dooms  to  sad  days,  that  dark-eyed  will  not  fed 

^nger;  for  if  she  saw  him  she  should  see 
A  man  consumed  with  grief  and  loss  and  shame  ; 

V  or  well  lodged i  ever  in  misery^ 
Her  unthroned  lord^  a  slave  without  a  name,'* 


Speaking  these  verses,  woful  Nala  moaned, 
nd,  overcome  by  thought,  restrained  no  more 

I~iis  trickling  tears ;  fast  broke  they  forth  (O  King  !). 

liut  Keshini,  returning,  told  his  words 

To  Damayanti,  and  the  grief  of  him. 
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When  Damayanti  heard,  sore-troubled  still, 
Yet  in  her  heart  supposing  him  her  Prince, 
Again  she  spake  :  "  Go,  Keshint,  and  watch 
Whatever  this  man  doeth ;  near  him  stand, 
Hulding  thy  peace,  and  mark  the  ways  of  him 
And  all  his  acts,  going  and  coming ;  note 
If  aught  there  be  of  strange  in  any  deed. 
Let  tJiem  not  give  him  fire,  my  girl,  —  not  thoug 
This  hindereth  sore  ;  nor  water,  though  he  asit 
F.vc-n  with  IiL'seeching.     Afterward  obser\-e. 
And  liriiig  me  what  befalls,  and  every  sign 
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^h  thing  Vahuka  did,  as  it  befell, 

^d  what  the  signs  were,  and  the  wondrous  works 

^*  earthly  and  unearthly  gifts  in  him. 

SuLhe  I  "  ^  quoth  she,  "  the  man  is  magical, 
^^  '^gh  and  holy  mannered ;  never  yet 

^^  X  another  such,  nor  heard  of  him. 
''^^ssing  the  low  door  of  the  inner  court, 

^^*"c  one  must  stoop,  he  did  not  bow  his  head, 
^^  ^^  he  came  the  lintel  lifted  up 
^^  &vt  him  space.     Bhima  the  King  had  sent 
*   ^ny  and  diverse  meats  for  Ritupam, 

^^^^ast  and  bird  and  fish,  —  great  store  of  food,  — 

^   vhich  to  cleanse  some  chatties  stood  hard  by, 

All 

^tnpty;  yet  he  did  but  look  on  them, 

^^Hful,  and  lo  !  the  water  brimmed  the  pots. 

"^^n,  having  washed  the  meats,  he  hastened  forth 

*^  ^luest  of  fire,  and,  holding  towards  the  sun 

A  ^ot  of  withered  grass,  the  bright  flame  blazed 

1  "  O  Beautiful  One  I " 
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Instant  amidst  it.     Wonderstnick  was  I 
This  miracle  to  see,  and  hither  ran 
With  other  strangest  marvels  to  impart : 
For,  Princess,  when  he  touched  the  blazing  grass 
He  was  not  burned,  and  water  flows  for  him 
At  will,  or  ceases  flowing ; '  and  this,  too, 
The  strangest  thing  of  all,  did  I  behold,  — 
He  took  some  faded  leaves  and  flowers  up. 
And  idly  handled  them ;  but  while  his  hands 
Toyed  with  them,  lo  !  they  blossomed  forth  again 
With  lovelier  life  than  ever,  and  fresh  scent. 
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With  happier  tears  and  softening  voice  she  said 
To  Keshini :  "  Speed  yet  again,  my  girl ; 
And,  virhile  he  wots  not,  from  the  kitchen  take 
Meat  he  hath  dressed,  and  bring  it  here  to  me." 

So  Went  the  mciid,  and,  waiting  secretly, 
^"^^  from  the  mess  a  morsel,  hot  and  spiced, 
And,  bearing  it  with  faithful  swiftness,  gave 
To  Daniayanti.     She  (O  Kuru  King  !)  — 
That  knew  so  well  the  dishes  dressed  by  him  — 
loucheU,  tasted  it,  and,  laughing  —  weeping  —  cried, 
^^^^^  herself  with  joy :  "  Yes,  yes ;  't  is  he  ! 
^^^  charioteer  is  Nala  ! "    Then,  a-pant, 

^nile  she  washed  her  mouth,*  she  bade  the  maid 

/^       • 

*^ri  the  children  twain  to  Vahuka ; 

*  ^'hen  he  saw  his  little  Indrasen 
1  ijit^ 

^  V'ell-brcd  and  pious  ladv,  the  utmost  emotion  does  not 
make  I^ati-* 

.  .  ^^yanti  forget  her  religious  duties.    The  Law  of  .Manu 

enjoins   /*_ 

.    .  *     145) :  "  After  sleep,  after  sneczinc,  eating,  drinking, 

spitting,  ♦-^,-. 

^Uing  untruths,  and  l)efore  reading  the  sacred  books,  let 
evcrj-  on^^  ° 

»  though  pure,  wash  out  the  mouth." 
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And  Indrasena,  started  up,  and  ran. 
And  caught,  and  folded  thera  upon  his  breast ; 
Holding  them  there,  his  darlings,  each  as  fair 
As  children  of  the  gods.     Then,  quite  undone 
With  love  and  yearning,  loudly  sobbed  the  Prince. 

Until,  perceiving  Keshini,  who  watched. 
Shamed  to  be  known,  he  set  his  children  down. 
And  said  :  **  In  sooth,  good  friend,  this  lovely  pair 
So  like  mine  own  are,  that  at  seeing  them 
I  am  surprised  into  these  foolish  tears. 
Thou  comest  here  too  often  ;  men  will  think 
Thee  light,  or  me  ;  remember,  we  are  here. 
Strangers  and  guests,  girl !     Go  thy  ways  in  peace  ! " 


But  seeing  that  great  trouble  of  his  soul. 
Lightly  came  Keshini,  and  pictured  all . 
To  Daniayanti.     She,  burning  to  know 
If  truly  this  were  Nala,  bade  the  girl 
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Seek  the  Queen's  presence,  saying  thus  for  her : 
"  Mother  !  long  watching  Vdhuka,  I  deem 
1  he  charioteer  is  Nala.     One  doubt  lives,  — 
His  altered  form.     I  must  myself  have  speech 
>»ith   Vahu!'va;  thou,  therefore,  bid  him  come, 
^  suflV^r  me  to  seek  him.    Be  this  done 
''orthwith,  good  mother  !  —  whether  known  or  not 
Unto  the  Maharaja." 


When  she  heard, 
^   Queen  told  Bhima  what  the  Princess  prayed, 

^  S^3.ve  consent ;  and  having  this  good  leave 
^  ^^   fether  and  from  mother,  (O  my  King  !) 
^'^'^ajid  was  sent  that  Vahuka  be  brought 

^^^  the  court  ladies  lodged. 

So  met  those  twain ; 
^^  When  Prince  Nala's  gaze  fell  on  his  wife, 
^    ^tood  with  beating  heart  and  tearful  eyes. 
^^^  when  sweet  Damayanti  looked  on  him, 

13 
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She  could  not  speak  for  anguish  or  keen  joy 
To  have  him  close ;  but  sat  there,  mute  and  wan, 
Wearing  a  sad-hued  cloth,  her  lustrous  hair 
Falling  unhanded,  and  the  roouming-niark 
Stampeti  in  gray  ashes  on  her  lovely  brow.' 

And,  when  she  found  a  voice,  these  were  the  words 
That  came  from  her :  "  Didst  ever,  Vjlhuka,  — 
If  Vahuka  thy  name  be,  as  thou  say'st,  — 
Know  one  of  noble  nature,  honorable, 
Who  in  the  wild  woods  left  his  wife  asleep,  — 
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^^  gods  themselves  rejecting ;  tell  me  how 
Inis  F*rince  could  so  abandon,  in  her  need, 
"IS  trxie,  his  loving  wife,  she  who  did  bear 
'^is  l>si.X)es,  —  abandon  her  to  whom  he  swore  — 

y  ho.nd  clasped,  in  the  sight  of  all  the  gods, 
^^^  A^i-s  self,  —  *  Thy  true  lord  I  will  be  ! ' 

Th 

^^    saidst  it !  — where  is  now  that  promise  fled?  *' 

^ile  thus  she  spake,  (O  Victor  of  thy  foes  !) 
'i"om  her  eyes  the  woe-sprung  waters  ran. 
^ala,  seeing  those  night-black,'  loving  eyes 
^^^ned  with  weeping,  seeing  her  falling  tears ; 
^-^  forth  :  "  Ah  !  that  I  lost  my  throne  and  realm 
^ Bering,  was  not  done  by  fault  of  mine  ; 
^^^s  Kali  wrought  it ;  Kali,  O  my  wife, 
^^  me  to  leave  thee.     Therefore,  long  ago 
'^^  evil  one  was  stricken  by  the  cuise 
^^^h  thou  didst  utter,  wandering  in  the  wood, 

The  word  is  Krishnasar,  "  essence  of  blackness." 
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Desolate,  night  and  day,  grieving  for  mc. 
Possessing  me  he  dwelt ;  but,  cursed  by  thee. 
Tortured  he  dwelt,  consuming  with  thy  words 
In  fierce  and  fiercer  pain,  as  when  is  piled 
Brand  upon  burning  brand.     But  he  is  gone ; 
Patience  and  jicnance  have  o'ennastered  him. 
Princess,  the  end  is  reached  of  otir  long  woes. 
'I'hat  evil  one  being  fled,  freeing  my  will. 
See,  I  am  here ;  and  wherefore  would  I  come, 
Fairest,  except  for  thee?    Yet,  answer  this : 
How  should  a  wife,  right-minded  to  her  lord,  — 
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Tenderly  smiled 
X^amayanti  through  her  tears,  with  quivering  lips, 
-^nd  joined  palms,  answering  her  aggrieved  Prince  : 

**  Judgest  thou  me  guilty  of  such  a  sin? 

AVhen  for  thy  sake  I  put  the  gods  aside, 

Thee  did  I  choose,  Nishadha,  my  one  lord. 

I  n  quest  of  thee  did  all  those  Brahmans  range 

X  n  all  ten  regions,  telling  all  one  tale 

Taught  them  by  me  ;  and  so  Pamada  came 

'I'd  Koshala,  where  Ritupama  dwells, 

-And  found  thee  in  his  house,  and  spake  to  thee 
Those  words,  and  had  thy  gentle  answer  back. 
^^dine  the  device  was.  Prince,  to  bring  thee  quick ; 
or  well  I  wist  no  man  in  all  this  world 
buld  in  one  day  the  fleetest  coursers  urge 
many  yojanas,  save  thou,  dear  Prince  ! 
I  touch  thy  feet,  and  tell  thee  this  in  truth ; 
-And  true  it  is  that  never  any  wrong 

Against  thee,  even  in  fancy,  have  I  dreamed. 

N^itness  for  me,  as  I  am  loyal  and  pure. 
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The  ever-shifting,  all -beholding  Air, 
Who  wanders  o'er  the  earth ;  let  him  withdraw 
My  breath  and  slay  me,  if  I  sinned  in  aught ! 
Witness  for  me,  yon  golden  Sun  who  goes 
Uith  bright  eye  over  us ;  let  him  withhold 
Warm  life  and  kill  me,  if  1  sinned  in  aught  I 
WiiiKss  for  me  the  while  Moon,  whose  pale  spell 
Lies  on  all  Oesh  and  spirit ;  let  that  orb 
Deny  ma  peace  and  end  me,  if  I  sinned ! 
'I'liL'se  bu  the  watchers  and  the  testifiers. 
The  three  chief  gods  that  rule  the  three  wide  worlds; 
r>  them  ;  let  ihem  speak  for  n 
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^'\'    u^    regarded,  and  sustained  l)y  us, 
i  he-io  many  days.     Her  tender  plot  it  was, 
^'^.n  r\ed  for  thy  sake,  which  brought  thee ;  since  who  else 
^<^^lci  in  one  day  drive  threescore  yojanas? 
^  *^>-,    thou  hast  thy  noble  wife  again  ; 

^^^'^,  Damayanti,  hast  thy  Nala  back. 
>v-a  '^'    with  doubting ;  take  her  to  thy  breast, 
happy  Prince !  " 


THw 


And  while  God  Vayu  spake, 
!  there  showered  flowers  down  out  of  the  sky  ^ 
them  ;  and  the  drums  of  heaven  *  beat 
tiful  music,  and  a  gentle  wind, 
^^ant,  propitious,  floated,  kissing  them. 
*-    ^ak,  when  he  saw  these  things  befall,  — 
'^derful,  gracious,  —  when  he  heard  that  voice 


^^^hpavrtshU.     This   raining  down  of  heavenly   flowers  on 
^*Ous   occasions   is   a  frequent  incident  in  ancient    Indian 

*^tvadunduhhavo. 
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Called  the  great  snake  to  memoty  r  —  whereupon 
His  proper  self  returned.     Bhima's  (air  child 
Divinely  sounding  (Lord  of  Bharat's  line  !)  — 
Yielded  all  doubt  of  his  delightful  Love. 
Then  cast  he  round  about  his  neck  the  cloth  — 
Unstained  by  earth,  enchanted  —  and  (O  Kingl^ 
Saw  her  dear  lord  his  beauteous  form  resume. 
"  All,  Nala  !  N.'Ja  !  "  cried  she,  while  her  arms 
Clasped  liim  and  clung ;  and  Nala  to  his  heart 
Pressed  that  bright  lady,  glowing,  as  of  old. 
With  jirincely  majesty.     Their  children  twain 
Next  he  caressed  ;  while  she  —  at  happy  peace  — 
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bid  to  th^   Maharaja  joyously. 

ind  Bhirnij.  g^id  :  "To-morrow  will  I  see  — 
iVhen  JNii^^,  j,aj|^  l^jj.  needful  offerings  made  — 
Our  ^^^Hter  and  this  wandering  lord  well  knit. 


»» 


But  a.11  t:Viat  night  they  sat,  hand  clasped  in  hand, 
Rejoicin^^  and  relating  what  befell 
In  the  >?%ril^  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^j  ^^^^^ 

And    ^^r>var(ls,  in  Bhima*s  royal  house 
Serenely  cl>^'elled  the  Princess  and  the  Prince, 

^^Uing  for  the  other  peaceful  joy. 
bo  m  the  fourth  year  Nala  was  rejoined 

^'^ayanti,  comforted  and  free, 
Kes  ui^  attained,  tasting  delights  again. 
A  so  the  gi^^  Princess,  gaining  her  lord, 
^       borrows  by,  and  blossomed  forth  anew, 
As  (lotv^  the  laughing  earth  when  the  rain  falls, 
•^"^^  ^^^t'ings  her  unseen,  waiting  wonders  forth 
Of  l>UUe  and  flower  and  fruit     The  ache  was  gone, 
^^  ^^neliness  and  load.     Heart-full  of  ease. 
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Lovelier  she  grew  and  brighter,  like  the  moon 
Mounting  at  midnight  in  the  cloudless  blue. 


That  night  being  spent,  Prince  Nala  in  his  state 
Led  forth  Vidarbha's  Pride  before  the  court. 
And  Bhima  —  in  an  hour  found  fortunate  — 
Re-wed  those  married  lovers.     Dutifully 
Nala  paid  homage  to  the  Maharaj, 
And  reverently  did  Damayanti  bow 
Before  her  father.     He  the  Prince  received 
With  grace  and  gladness,  as  a  son  restored, 
Making  fair  welcome,  and  with  words  of  praise 
Exalting  Damayanti,  tried  and  true ; 
Which  in  all  dignity  Prince  Nala  took. 
Returning,  as  was  meet,  words  honorable. 
Therewith  unto  the  city  spread  the  noise 
Of  that  rejoicing.     All  the  townspeople. 
Learning  of  Nala  joyously  returned, 
Made  all  their  quarters  gay  with  float  of  f)ags. 
Flutter  of  cloths,  and  garlands  ;  sprinkled  free 
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*    iie  King"s-\vays  '  with  fresh  water,  and  the  cups 
^  >  f  fragrant  flowers ;  and  hung  long  wreaths  of  flowers 
^^rom  door  to  door  the  white  street-fronts  before ; 
A^nd  decked  each  temple- porch,  and  went  about 
The  altar-gods. 

When  Ritupama  heard 
liow  Vahuka  is  Nala  in  disguise, 
And  of  the  meeting,  right  rejoiced  at  heart 
That  Raja  grew.     And,  being  softly  prayed 
fiy  Nala  favorable  thought,  the  King 
^ade  royal  and  gentle  answer,  with  like  grace 
Ry  Nala  met.    To  whom  spake  Rituparn  : 
**  Joy  go  with  thee  and  her,  happily  joined. 
Sut  say,  Nishadha,  wrought  I  any  jot 
\Vrongful  to  thee,  whilst  sojourning  unknown 
Within  my  walls  ?    If  any  word  or  deed, 
Purposed  or  purposeless,  hath  vexed  thee,  friend, 
For  one  and  all  thy  pardon  grant  to  me  !  " 

^  This  is  the  exact  Sanskrit  word,  RdjamArgA. 
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And  Nala  answered  ;  "  Never  act  or  word. 
The  smallest.  Raja,  lingers  to  excuse  ! 
If  this  were  otherwise,  thy  slave  was  I, 
And  might  not  question,  but  must  pardon  thee. 
Vet  good  to  me  thou  wert,  princely  and  just. 
And  kin  thou  art ;  and  friendly  from  this  time 
Deign  thou  to  be.     Happily  was  I  lodged, 
WcU-lcnded,  well- befriended  in  thy  house  ; 
In  mine  own  [talace  never  better  stead. 
The  skill  in  steeds  which  pleased  thee,  that  is  mina 
Anil,  Raja,  I  will  give  it  all  to  thee, 
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-*^'* riving  his  steeds  ;  and,  Rituparna  gone, 
■^ot  long  did  Nala  dwell  in  Bhima's  town. 


When  one  moon  he  had  tarried,  taking  leave, 
Nishadha  to  his  city  started  forth 
With  chosen  train.     A  shining  car  he  drove  ; 
And  elephants  sixteen,  and  fifty  horse. 
And  footmen  thirty  score  came  in  the  rear. 
Swiftly  did  Nala  journey,  making  earth 
Quake  'neath  his  flying  car ;  and  wrathfully 
With  quick  steps  entered  he  his  palace  doors. 
The  son  of  Virasena,  Nala,  stood 
Once  more  before  that  gamester  Pushkara  ! 
Spake  he :  "  Play  yet  again ;  much  wealth  is  mine, 
And  that,  and  all  I  have,  —  yea,  my  Princess,  — 
Set  I  for  stakes :  set  thou  this  realm,  and  throw  ! 
My  mind  is  fixed  a  second  chance  to  try, 
Where,  Pushkara,  we  will  play  for  all  or  none. 
Who  wins  his  throne  and  treasures  fi-om  a  prince. 
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Must  stand  the  hazard  of  the  counter-cast,  — 
This  is  the  accepted  law.     If  thou  dost  blench, 
The  next  game  we  will  play  is  *  life  or  death/ 
In  chariot-fight ;  when,  or  of  thee  or  me 
One  shall  lie  satisfied  :  *  Descended  realms, 
By  whatsoever  means,  are  to  be  sought,' 
The  sages  say,  *  by  whatsoever,  won.* 
Choose,  therefore,  Pushkara,  which  way  of  these 
Shall  please  thee  ;  either  meet  me  with  the  dice, 
Or  with  thy  bow  confront  me  in  the  field." 

When  Pushkara  this  heard,  lightly  he  smiled. 
Concluding  victory  sure  ;  and  to  the  Prince 
Answered,  exulting :  "  Dishiya  !  ^  hast  thou  gainec 
Stakes  for  a  counter-game,  Nishadha,  now  ? 
Dishtya  I  shall  I  have  my  hard -won  prize, 
Sweet  Damayanti  ?    Dishtya  !  didst  thou  come 
In  kissing-reach  again  of  thy  fair  wife  ? 
Soon,  in  thy  new  gold  splendid,  she  shall  shine 

1  An  exclamation  of  joy  and  surprise. 
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1    jci<.»rc  all  men  hcsidc  me,  as  in  heaven 
^    )ii  Sakra  waits  the  loveliest  ApsaraJ 

ee,  now,  I  thought  on  thee,  I  looked  for  thee, 
3ver  and  ever,  Prince.     There  is  no  joy 
.ike  casting  in  the  game  with  such  as  thee. 
-And  when  to-day  I  win  thy  blameless  one,  — 
"TThe  smooth-limbed  Damayanti,  —  then  shall  be 
"XVhat  was  to  be  :  and  I  can  rest  content, 
VoT  always  in  my  heart  her  beauty  bums." 

Listening  the  idle  talk  that  babbler  poured, 
-Angry  Prince  Nala  fain  had  lopped  away 
His  head  with  vengeful  khudga ;  *  but,  unmoved, 
-Albeit  the  wrath  blazed  in  his  bloodshot  eyes, 
lie  made  reply  :  "  Play  !  mock  me  not  with  jests  : 
"TTiou  wilt  not  jest  when  I  have  cast  with  thee  !  " 

So  was  the  game  set,  and  the  Princes  threw 
l^ala  and  Pushkara,  and  —  the  numbers  named  — 

The  Apsarasas  are  the  celestial  nymphs  of  Indra's  heaven,  pro- 
^^^^  at  the  churning  of  the  ocean. 
^  A  short,  broad-bladed  sword. 
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By  Nab  nas  the  hazard  gained :  he  swept 
His  brother's  stake,  gems,  treasure,  kingdom,  off  ^ 
At  one  stroke  all  that  mighty  venture  won. 

Then  (nioth  the  conquering  Prince  to  Pushkar» 
Scornfully  smiling  ;  "  Mine  is  now  once  more 
Nishadha's  throne ;  mine  is  the  realm  again, 
Its  curse  plucked  forth  ;  Vidarbha's  glory  thou, 
Outcast,  shalt  ne'er  so  much  as  look  upon  ! 
Fool  !  who  to-day  becom'st  her  bond  and  slave. 
Not  by  thy  gifts  that  evil  stroke  was  wrought 
Wherf-from  I  fled  before  ;  't  was  Kali's  spell  - 
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^  i^^ii^  all-victorious  Nala  conii'ortccl 
H  is  \>rother,  and  embraced  him,  sending  him 
In  honor  to  his  town  ;  and  Pushkara  — 
^^ntly  entreated  —  to  Nishadha  spake, 
^^'^ith  folded  palms  and  humbled  face,  these  words  : 
**  Unending  be  thy  glory.     May  thy  bliss 
■■-^st  and  increase  for  twice  five  thousand  years, 
''^^^o  grantest  me  wherewith  to  live,  just  Lord  ! 
^^d,  where  to  dwell."    Thereafter,  well  bested, 
*^shkara  sojourned  with  the  Prince  one  moon ; 
^^  to  his  town  departed  —  heart-content  — 

*^h  slaves  and  foot-soldiers  and  followers, 
^y  ^s  a  rising  sun  (O  Bharat's  glory  !). 


^  riUs  sent  he  Pushkara,  rich  and  safe,  away. 

^^>  with  flags  and  drums  and  jewels,  robed  and  royally 

arrayed, 
^^  into  fair  Nishadha  entry  high  and  dazzling  made  ; 
^e  gates  the  Raja,  halting,  spake  his  people  words  of 
love; 


2IO  INDIAN   IDYLLS. 

Gathered  were  they  from  the  city,  gathered  from  the  field 

and  grove ; 
From  the  mountain  and  the  maidan,  all  a-thrill  with  joy 

to  see 
Nala  come  to  guard  his  children.     "  Happy  now  our  days 

will  be," 
Said  the  townsfolk,  said  the  elders,  said  the  villagers,  "  O 

King ! " 
Standing  all  with  palms  upfolded :   "  Peace  and  fortune 

thou  wilt  bring 
To  thy  city,  to  thy  country  !     Boundless  welcome  do  we 

give, 
As  the  gods  in  heaven  to  Indra,  when  with  them  he  comes 

to  live." 


After,  when  the  show  was  ended,  and  the  city,  calm  and 

glad, 
Rest  from  tumult  of  rejoicing  and  rich  flood  of  feasting  had, 
Girt  with  shining  squadrons,  Nala  fetched  his  pearl   of 

women  home. 
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'"''-"   vi  (juecn  did  Damayanti  back  unto  her  palace  come, 
">'  the  Maharaja  Bhima,  by  that  mighty  monarch  sent 
Koyally^  with  countless  blessings,  to  her  kingdom,  in  con- 
tent. 
^"^''e,  beside  his  peerless  Princess,  and  his  children,  bore 

he  sway, 
^-^^^like,  even  as  Indra  ruling  *mid  the  bliss  of  Nandana.^ 
'^Te  he  sway,  —  my  noble  Nala,  — princeliest  of  all  lords 

who  reign 
^'^    the  lands  of  Jambudwipa;*  winning  p>ower  and  fame 

again; 
^^ulijjg  ^g]j  jjjg  realm  reconquered,  like  a  just  and  perfect 

king, 
■*  the  appointed  gifts  bestowing,  all  the  rites  remembering. 

^andana  is  the  Paradise  of  Indra. 

A^ticicnt  name  of  India:  "The  Land  of  the  Rose-apple  Tree." 
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(FROM  THE   i'A.VA    PAHyA   OF  THE  MAHABHARATV 
Pai.k  Sis.  LiNB  17JDS,  OP  THB  Calcutta  Qumto  Tskt.) 


[Ill  ihc  ]irccc<ling  section  the  five   Pandu  Princes  have 
wandering  in  the  forest,  greatly  distressed  for  n 
irincluclinj;  portion  of  this  translation  illuMrales  a  passaec  ii 
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^'.^ 


So  Xakula 
—  1  omb  a  tall  tree ;  and  looking,  called  aloud  : 

rreen  leaves  and  water  plants  I  see,  which  love 
le  marish  and  the  pool ;  also  I  hear 
^^l^e  cry  of  cranes  ;  yonder  will  water  lie." 


**  Go,"  said  the  King,  "  and  fetch  for  us  to  drink, 
filing  thy  quiver." 


Then  sped  Nakula, 
;ying  Yudhisthira,  with  swift  feet, 
'^^d  found  a  crystal  pool  brimmed  to  the  bank : 
*^e  great  red-crested  cranes  stalked  on  its  marge. 
-^nd  down  he  flung  to  drink  ;  but  a  voice  cried  : 
**  Beware  to  drink,  rash  youth,  ere  thou  hast  made 
Answers  to  such  things  as  I  ask  of  thee ; 
The  law  of  this  fair  water  standetb  thus  : 
Arise,  and  hear,  and  speak ;  afterwards  drink, 
And  fill  thy  quiver  !  " 
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But  the  eager  Prince, 
Being  so  parched,  quaffed  deep,  not  heeding  him, 
The  Yaksha '  of  tlie  place,  and  thereupon 
Fell  lifeless  in  the  reeds. 


So,  when  they  looke 
To  see  him  coming,  and  he  tarried  long, 

« 

Again  spake  Yudhisthira  :  "  Nakula 

Lingers  too  much,  my  brothers.     Sahadev, 

Go  thou,  and  bring  him  back,  and  bring  to  drink. 

"  I  go,"  quoth  Sahadev  ;  and  sought  the  pool, 
And  saw  the  water,  and  saw  Nakula 
Prone  on  the  earth.     Then  mightily  he  grieved, 
Spying  the  Prince  outstretched ;  yet,  all  so  fierce 
His  drouth  was,  that  he  ran  and  flung  him  down. 
Making  to  quaff;  when,  once  again,  the  voice 

^  "Yakshas"  are  supernatural  beings  of  Hindu  poetry, 
sembling  our  fairies,  and  called,  indeed,  punya  janas^  or  "j 
people."  They  are  very  powerful,  and  generally  beautiful  in  £ 
and  benignant. 
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- 1  ^ 


bounded  :   **  Dcwarc  to  drink,  crc  thou  dost  give 
-lAnswer  to  what  things  I  will  ask  of  thee ; 
^rhis  is  the  law  of  me,  who  am  the  Lord 
^3f  the  fair  water ;  rise,  and  hear,  and  speak ; 
Then  thou  shalt  drink  and  draw." 

Yet  so  the  stress 
Of  thirst  overcame  him,  that  he  heeded  not, 
IBut  drank,  and  rose,  and  —  reeled  among  the  reeds 
Xifeless. 

Then,  once  again,  great  Kunti's  son 
Spake,  saying :  "  O  Arjuna,  Fear  of  foes, 
These,  our  twain  brethren,  tarry  ;  go  thyself. 
And  speed,  and  bring  them  back,  and  bring  to  drink. 
Our  trust  thou  art,  for  we  are  sore  distressed.** 

Which  hearing,  Gudakesd^  seized  his  bow 
And  arrows,  and,  with  drawn  sword,  sought  the  pool. 
But  coming  thither,  saw  those  heroes  stretched  — 

1  "  He  of  the  knotted  locks." 
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His  brethren,  best  of  men,  —  in  deadly  swoon, 
Or  dead  indeed ;  and  deep  distraught  he  stood, 
Seeing  them  thus.     All  round  the  wood  he  gaze<3 
With  lifted  bow,  and  arrow  on  the  string, 
Seeking  some  foe  j  but  when  none  came  in  sight. 
So  wild  his  thirst  was,  and  the  pool  so  clear. 
He  bent  his  knee  to  drink,  but,  bending,  heard 
That  voice  cry  :  "  Dost  thou  this  witliout  my  leavi 
Despite  me,  Kunti's  son,  thou  canst  not  drink  -, 
An<l  shall  not,  till  thou  makest  answer  good 
Unto  my  asking  ;  then  mayst  thou  be  free, 
O  born  of  Rharaia,  to  drink  and  draw  ! " 
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^^"^'s,  naiachas,  nalikas  *  he  threw,  — 
*^t  angry  Prince,  —  covering  the  sky  and  wood 

seaxching  barbs.    Thereat  the  voice  anew 
ckecl  him,  low  laughing  :  "  Son  of  Pritha,  vain 
^  «^ri^er  is ;  answer  me  fair,  and  drink  ; 
'^  ^Hou  drinkest  ere  thou  answerest, 

Th 

^  sha.lt  not  live."     Yet  was  his  throat  so  parched 

The  Py-^ 

■^rice  regarded  not,  and  stooped,  and  drank, 

ciown  dead. 


And  f^^i^ 


Then  Yudhisthira  spake  : 
*^a,  thou  Terror  of  thy  foes,  see  now 

^3  Nakula,  Sahadev,  are  gone 
To  c- 

^^h  us  water,  but  they  come  not  back. 

'them,  and  bring  to  drink." 


And  Bhima  said, 
*^^  be  it."     And  he  went  unto  the  place 
^^Te  those,  his  mighty- hearted  brethren,  lay. 

^^se  are  names  for  different  kinds  of  darts  and  arrows. 
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But  when  he  saw  them  —  all  three  —  dead  and  stark. 

Sore  mourned  that  long-armed  lord,  and  gazed  around, 

Deeming  some  Yaksha  or  some  Rakshasa 

Had  wrought  their  doom,  and  chafing  for  the  fight 

"But  first,'*  quoth  he,  "'t  were  good  to  drink,**  — so  sore 

The  drouth  oppressed ;  and  to  the  pool  he  sped, 

Thinking  to  quaff,  when  yet  again  that  voice 

Echoed  :  "  Dare  not  to  drink  !     So  stands  the  law 

Of  this  fair  water ;  answer  first,  then  drink  !  ** 

But  Bhima,  i)arched  and  haughty,  answered  nought, 

Lapping  the  sweet  wave  ;  and  in  lapping,  fell. 


Then,  long  time  left  alone,  Kunti's  wise  son 
Uprose,  —  great  Yudhisthira,  —  sorrowful. 
Perplexed  in  thought,  and  strode  into  the  wood : 
A  leafy  depth,  where  never  foot  was  heard 
Of  man,  but  shy  deer  roamed,  and  shaggy  bears 
Rustled,  and  jungle-hens  clucked  in  the  shade ; 
With  tall  trees  crowded,  in  whose  crown  wild  bees 
Swarmed  buzzing,  and  strange  birds  builded  their  nests. 
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'I'hrough  this  green  darkness  wending,  Vudhislhir 
Passed  to  the  pool,  and  marked  its  silver  face 
Shine  in  the  light,  rimraed  round  with  purple  cups 
Of  lotus-blossoms,  all  as  if  't  were  made 
By  Viswakarma,  architect  divine ; 
And  all  its  gleaming  shallows  and  bright  bays 
With  water-plants  were  broken,  —  lilies,  reeds ; 
And  framed  about  with  ketuk-groves,*  and  clumps 
Of  sweet  rose-laurel  and  the  sacred  fig ; 
Insomuch  that  the  King  stood  wondering  there, 
Albeit  heart-sorrowfuL 


For  there  he  saw. 
Stretched  dead  together,  — -  as  the  world's  lords  die, 
Indra  and  all,  at  every  yuga's  end,  — 
His  warrior  brethren.     Prone  Aijuna  lay, 
Beside  his  bow  and  arrow ;  Bhima  prone. 
With  Nakula  and  Sahadev ;  each  void 
Of  life  and  motion  ;  and,  beholding  these, 

1  The  Pandanus  odoratissimus. 
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His  soul  sank,  and  he  fetched  a  grievous  sigh. 
Bitterly  at  that  sight  lamented  he, 
Saying  :  "Ah,  Bhima  !  O  my  brother,  named 
From  the  grim  wolf, '  vain  is  the  vow  thou  mad'st 
To  I)ri;ak  the  thigh  of  fell  Duryodhana, 
In  battle  with  thy  mace.     Dead  art  thou  now. 
And  those  words  wind.     Brother  and  faithful  friend,—      ^- 
Who  wast  so  princely  hearted,  and  upheld'st 
The  fortune  of  the  Kurus,  —  vows  of  men 
Fail  ofltimes,  being  bhnd,  but  this  of  thine 
\Vas  noble  ;  wherefore  hath  it  borne  not  fruit? 
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'  lliat  in  the  battle  none  will  make  him  lly, 
-^^^nd  none  shall  stand  when  he  pursueth.*     How, 
I,  Jishnu  !  —  how  is  this  betided  here, 
illing  those  hopes  with  thee,  with  thee,  whose  lo\e 
^lade  all  our  dangers  sweet  ?    And  Sahadev, 
.^k.nd  Nakula,  so  valiant  in  the  fight, 

high  and  gallant,  gifted  like  the  gods,  — 
[ow  have  ye  fallen  ?    Who  could  conquer  you  ? 
[s  my  heart  stone,  that  now  it  breaketh  not, 

nng  these  great  twins  gone,  the  first  of  men, 
[eroes,  the  half  of  whose  renowned  work 
"^as  yet  to  do  ?    Ye  knew  the  Shastras,  —  knew 
*The  times  and  places  and  observances, 
-And  kept  the  rites ;  how  lie  ye  on  the  earth, 
XTnconquered  ones,  thus  slain,  thus  overcome, 
-And  not  a  wound  to  show  —  nay  !  but  the  strings 
llot  slipped  into  the  notches  of  your  bows  ?  " 

So  broke  the  sorrow  forth  from  Yudhisthir, 
Beholding  all  four  brethren  lying  still, 
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Stark,  like  four  corpses  set  asleep  by  Death ; 

Much  grieved  he,  and  the  marvel  chilled  his  blood 

Nor  wist  he,  though  so  wise,  whither  to  look 

For  that  which  slew  them.    Yet,  close-p>ondering, 

Unto  himself  he  spake  :  "  No  hurts  they  bear 

Made  by  a  mortal  weapon,  nor  is  print 

Of  footmark  nigh,  save  theirs  ;  this  is  some  BhOt, 

Some  spirit  of  the  waste  !     But  let  me  drink. 

And  afterward  consider ;  it  may  be 

The  vile  Duryodhana  hath  drugged  the  pool, 

By  counsel  of  Gandhara's  King ;  the  wise 

Trust  never  him  with  senses  unsubdued, 

To  whom  things  lawful  and  unlawful  count 

One  and  the  same  ;  yea,  but  this  thing  might  be 

Wrought  by  hid  hatred  of  Duryodhana  !  " 

Thus  mused  the  King,  but  murmured  presently : 
"  Pure  and  unsullied  seems  the  water ;  fresh 
My  brothers'  faces  are  ;  no  poison-stain 
Mars  limb  or  lip  1     T  is  Yama's  self  hath  come. 
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--J 


^-  lie  (onqueror  of  all,  and  slain  them  here, 
^V^hom  none  but  he  dared  strike,  being  so  strong." 


So  saying,  to  the  brink  he  drew,  athirst, 
-''Vjid  stooped  to  drink,  when,  close  at  hand,  he  heard 
bird's  cry ;  and  the  Yaksha,  taking  shape, 
)ake  :  "  A  gray  crane  I  am,  feeding  on  fish 
water- weeds ;  't  is  I  have  sent  yon  four 
I  xito  the  regions  of  the  dead,  and  thou 
^ilialt  go,  the  fifth,  great  Raja,  following  them, 
ifLlxcept  thou  makest  answers  fair  and  good 
*o  all  which  I  shall  ask.     Dare  not  to  drink, 
lou  son  of  Kunti !  for  my  law  is  strong ; 
-Ajiswer,  and  afterwards  drink  thou,  and  draw." 


Spake  Yudhisthir :  "  Who  art  thou  ?    Art  thou  chief 
CI>f  Rudras,  or  of  Vasus,  or  Mariits  ?  * 

The  Rudras,  or  "  Howlers,"  eleven  in  number,  and  the  Mariits, 
*^^      storm-gods;  the  eight   Visus,   personifications    of    natural 
^^^Tiomena,  such  as  water,  wind,  fire,  light,  &c. 
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Tell  me  !    No  bird  wrought  thus,  unless  a  bird 
Might  uverihrow  HimavSn,  and  the  peaks 
Of  Paripaira,  or  the  Vindhya  crags. 
Or  Malabar's  black  ghdts.     Ah  !  terrible 
And  migiiiy  one,  this  is  a  dread  deed  wrought : 
This  is  a  marvel,  if  thou  slewedst  those 
Whom  Gods,  and  Gandliarv-as,  and  Asuras, 
And  Demons  dared  not  face  in  fight.     I  know 
Nought  of  thy  mind,  nor  if  thou  didst  this  thing 
Desiring  aught ;  wonder  and  fear  possess 
My  burdened  heart.     I  pray  thee,  show  thyself; 
I'fnl  m1i.i1  god  thou  art  who  liai 
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^  ^  ■«, 


*  '^/'-iiig  upon  the  Shape  so  ficry-cycd, 

i'Ulk.od  like  a  crag,  with  towering  head  which  topped 

I  he    fan-pahns  w^aving  near ;  shining  as  shines 

The  ^lor>'  of  the  sun,  not  to  be  borne 

^or  splendor ;  colored  like  an  evening  cloud, 

*^^>    like  a  cloud,  still  shifting.     Then  it  spake,— 
na.t    monstrous  Shade  :  "  These  four,  though  I  forbade, 

^"^^^^^It  of  the  pool,  despite  me,  and  were  slain. 

^'^ri  V:  not,  O  King,  if  thou  deskest  life  ! 

^  ^^«>  of  Pritha,  drink  not !     Kunti's  child, 
^^^^-^r  my  questionings ;  then  drink  and  live  I " 


<c 


It 


I   would  not  break  thy  rule,"  quoth  Yudhisthir ; 
-  wise  have  said,  *  Keep  everywhere  the  law.' 


^>  Yaksha,  wherein  thou  wilt  question  me, 
^^  can  speak  better  than  he  understands  ; 
^hat  I  know  that  will  I  answer.     Ask  ! " 


*^en  thus  he  questioned,  and  the  King  replied. 

15 
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Yaksha.  What  teacheth  division  'twixt  spirit  and 
And  which  is  the  practice  assisteth  the  same? 
What  finally  frceth  the  spirit?  and  how 
Doth  it  find  a  new  being?    Resolve  me  these  now. 


King.   The  Veds  division  plainly  show ; 
By  worship  rightly  man  doth  go ; 
Dharma  the  soul  will  surely  free ; 
In  truth  its  final  rest  shall  be. 


Yaks)ia.   How  cometh   a  man   in   the  Veds  1 
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^^^Ha.   How  wendeth  a  Brahman  to  heavenly  rest? 
^^at  is  the  work  which  befitteth  him  best  ? 
^hich  are  the  sins  that  disgrace  him  ?  and  why 
*^€  know  himself  humble  and  mortal  ?    Reply  ! 

^^C5.  Reading  the  Vedas  leads  to  rest ; 
^   •Vieditation  fits  him  best ; 
^^■r  and  cruelty  defame ; 
^  Il>eath  stamps  him  and  all  the  same. 


'^K.SHA.  WTio  is  it  that,  gifted  with  senses  to  see, 
*^^^r,  taste,  smell,  handle,  and  seeming  to  be 
^^^ious,  strong,  fortunate,  able,  and  fair, 

*^  Tiever  once  lived,  though  he  breatheth  the  air? 


^^r;.  The  man  who,  having,  doth  not  give 
^r  his  treasure  to  these  five,  — 
^^^»  guests,  and  Pitris,  kin,  and  friend, 
^^^hes  breath,  but  lives  not  to  life's  end. 
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Yaksha.   What  thing  in  the  world  weigheth  more  tha: 
the  world? 
What  thing  goeth  higher  than  white  clouds  are  curled  ? 
What  thing  fleeth  quicker  than  winds  o'er  the  main  ? 
And  what  groweth  thicker  than  grass  on  the  plain  ? 

King.   A  mother's  heart  outweighs  the  earth ; 
A  father's  fondness  goeth  forth 
Beyond  the  sky  ;  thought  can  outpass 
The  winds  ;  and  woes  grow  more  than  grass. 

Yaksha.   Whose   eyes  are  unclosed,  though  he   slun 
bers  all  day? 
And  what 's  born  alive  without  motion  ?  and,  say. 
What  moveth,  yet  lives  not  ?  and  what,  as  it  goes, 
Wastes  not,  but  still  waxes  ?     Resolve  me  now  those. 

King.   With  unclosed  eyes  a  fish  doth  sleep ; 
And  new-laid  eggs  their  place  will  keep  ; 
Stones  roll ;  and  streams,  that  seek  the  sea, 
The  more  they  flow  the  wider  be. 


/ 
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i  aksha.   VVhat  help  is  the  best  help  to  virtue?  and  then, 
yhat  way  is  the  best  way  to  fame  among  men? 
MSfhat  road  is  the  best  road  to  heaven?  and  how 
Shall  a  man  live  most  happy  ?    Resolve  me  these  now. 

King.    Caj^^j^y  ^q^^  virtue  gain ; 
Gift-giving  ^m  ^^^^^  ^^^  . 

Truth  is  to  h^^ven  the  best  of  ways ; 
And  a  kind  i^^^  ^^^  j^^^^  ^^ 

What  soul  hath  a  man's  which   is  his,  yet 

wna  d  ^Q  ^|jg  go^  grant,  the  best  of  all  others? 

What  joy  in       .  -.       j  , 

'*  existence  is  greatest?  and  how 

May  F^^    it^en  be  rich  and  abundant  ?  say  thou  ! 


^ns  are  the  second  souls  of  man ; 
^         ^  the  heaven-sent  friends ;  nor  can 
Among  all  joys  health  be  surpassed ; 
Contentttient  answereth  thy  last. 
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Yaksha.  Which  virtue  of  virtues  is  first?  an* 
bears 
Most  fruit?  and  which  causeth  the  ceasing  of  teats  ^ 

KiNU,   To  bear  no  malice  is  the  best ; 
Antl  reverence  is  fmitfuliest ; 
Subduing  self  sets  grief  at  rest. 


Yaksha.  Still  tell  me  what  foeman  is  worst  to  su 
.\nd  what  is  the  sickness  lasts  lifetime  all  through? 
Of  men  that  are  upright  say  which  is  the  best  ? 
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If  he  reads  all  the  Veds,  and  the  Srutis  doth  know. 
He  is  this  ?  or  doth  conduct  of  life  make  him  so  ? 


King.   O  Yaksha,  listen  to  the  truth : 
Not  if  a  man  do  dwell  from  youth 
Beneath  a  Brahman's  roof,  nor  when 
The  Srutis  known  to  holy  men 
Are  learned,  and  .read  the  Vedas  through, 
Doth  this  make  any  Brahman  true. 
Conduct  alone  that  name  can  give ; 
A  Brahmana  must  steadfast  live, 
Devoid  of  sin,  and  free  from  wrong ; 
For  he  who  walks  low  paths  along, 
Still  keeping  to  the  way,  shall  come 
Sooner  and  safer  to  his  home 
Than  the  proud  wanderer  on  the  hill ; 
And  reading,  learning,  praying,  still 
Are  outward  deeds  which  ofttimes  leave 
Barren  of  fruit  minds  that  believe. 
Who  practises  what  good  he  knows, 
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Himself  a  Brahmana  he  shows ; 

And  if  an  evil  nature  knew 

The  sacred  Vcdas  through  and  through, 

With  all  the  Srutis,  still  must  he. 

Lower  than  honest  Sudra  '  be. 

To  know  and  do  the  right,  and  pay 

The  sacrifice,  in  peace  alway  : 

This  niaketh  one  a  Brahmana. 

Yaksha.    Right  skilfully  hast  thou  my  questionings  n 

Most  pious  of  princes,  and  learned  !  but  yet 
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^r  misery,  to  joy  or  pain, 

""fo  past  or  future,  loss  or  gain  — 

^es  with  calm  eyes  all  fates  befall, 

And,  needing  nought,  possesseth  all. 

Then  spake  the  Yaksha :  "  Wondrously,  O  King, 
Hast  thou  replied,  and  wisely  hast  fulfilled 
The  law  of  this  fair  water :  therefore,  drink. 
And  choose  which  one  of  these  thy  brethren  dead 
Shall  live  again." 


So  Yudhisthira  said : 
"  Let  Nakula,  O  Yaksha,  have  his  life,  — 
My  dark-browed  brother  with  the  fiery  eyes, 
Straight  like  a  sala-tree,  broad-chested,  tall. 
That  long-armed  lord." 


"  But  see  where  Bhima  lies 
Dead,"  spake  the  spirit,  "  dearest  unto  thee  ; 
And  where  Arjuna  sleeps,  thy  guard  and  guide. 
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Why  dost  thou  crave  the  life  of  Nakula  — 
Not  thine  own  mother's  son —  in  Bhima's  stead, 
Who  had  the  might  of  countless  elephants. 
Whom  all  the  people  called  thy '  Well-Beloved '  ? 
Or  wouldst  thou  see  Nakula  alive  again 
In  place  of  great  Arjuna,  thine  on-n  blood. 
Whose  vaior  was  the  tower  of  Pandavas?  " 

But  Yudhisthira  answered :  "  Faith  and  Right, 
Being  preserved,  save  all,  and,  being  lost, 
Lea\'e  nought  to  save  :  these  therefore  I  will  set 
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As  she  who  bore  me  she  that  bore  the  twins ; 
And  justice  shall  she  have,  since  I  am  judge. 
I-,et  Nakula  live,  thou  Yaksha  ! " 
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Then  the  voice 
Sighed  sweet,  evanishing :  "  Ah,  noblest  Prince, 
Ah,  Best  of  Bhdrat's  line  !  as  thou  art  just, 
Lo  !  all  thy  brethren  here  shall  live  again." 


THE   SAINTS  TEMPTATION.^ 


(FROM  THE   VAN  A   PARVA   OF  THE  MAHABHARATA. — 
Page  565,  Line  10007.     Calcutta  Quarto  Edition.) 


T>ORN  of  the  White  Doe,  in  the  woods  he  dwelt. 

That  sinless  saint,  pious  and  mild  and  pure, 
Sad-minded,  soHtary ;  for  his  eyes 
Had  never  lighted  on  a  human  face, 
Except  his  sire,  Vibhandika's  ;  and  thus 
Always  young  Rishyasringa*s  heart  was  set 
On  sanctities  (O  King  !). 

^  A  curious  interest  attaches  to  this  legend,  now  for  the  first 
time  extracted  from  the  Mahabharata.  It  is  familiar  in  Ceylon  as 
the  XAlim  Jdlaka^  Buddha  being  made  the  sage  Vibhandika,  and 
the  Princess  Nalini  —  daughter  of  the  Raja  of  Benares — the 
temptress  of  the  youthful  saint. 
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At  which  far  time 
apad,  friend  of  Dasarath,  was  Lord 
ga.     He,  *t  is  told,  spake  falsely  once 
a  Brahmana ;  and  thereupon 
Brahmans  fled  from  that  dishonored  court 
^^^hen  no  priest  was  left,  no  purohit, 
of  the  thousand  eyes,  Indra,  withheld 
rains,  whereby  sore  suffered  all  the  folk : 
(0  my  King !)  Lomapad  sent  m  grief, 
ing  his  wisest  if  they  knew  the  cause 
Jndra's  wrath,  ancf  what  should  make  him  rain. 


hus  questioned,  these  took  counsel ;  and  one  spake, 
^ef  of  sages,  —  "  O  superior  Lord, 
Brahmanas  are  angered  for  thy  word 
worn  :  thou  therefore  make  them  fit  amends ; 
hither  bring  Rishyasring,  who  dwells 
^e,  amid  the  groves,  holy  and  mild ; 
*^<>se  eyes  have  never  seen  a  woman's  face ; 
■^ose  heart  is  pure.     If  the  fair  boy  shall  come. 


■»  ■»  - 

"J  I 


AA 


\ 
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The  clouds  of  Indra  will  let  fall  their  drops 
Tliat  very  day ;  of  this  thing  doubt  ye  not ! " 

Hearing  their  words,  the  Raja  purged  his  gui* 
With  princely  gifts,  soothing  the  Brahtnanas ; 
And  when  their  hearts  were  good,  he  came  agaii-* 
Utito  hi^  kingdom,  making  all  folks  glad. 
And,  next,  the  Lord  of  Anga  called  his  best 
.\inong  the  ministers  to  compass  means 
How  Rish)asringa  might  be  brought ;  and  those^ 
Di-C])  read  in  Shastra,  Artha,  Niti,  all, — 
Cnim^cll.-d  the  wiles  uf  ivonian  :  ulirr.'nnon 
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^*^^  one  arose,  white-haired  and  wrinkled  deep, 

■Vn  a 

ancient  dame,  who  spake  unto  the  King : 
"See,  Maharaja  !  I  wiU  fetch  this  boy, 
beit  an  ocean  of  austerities, 
"'ou  command  that  there  be  granted  me 
•  eans  for  ^y  need,  that  so  I  may  prevail, 
'^nd  bring  the  Rishi's  son,  this  pearl  of  saints." 

"^^  needest  thou?"  quoth  he.    And  when  he  knew, 
store  of  silver  and  of  gold  and  gems 
°  ^'^  the  dame  ;  who  from  the  ring  of  girls, 
Laughing^  drew  forth  the  fairest,  wilfuUest ; 

"^uttering,  "  He  will  come  ! "  passed  to  the  woods. 

^nere  she  built  —  (so  Lomarsha  went  on) 
y  ^he  King's  word,  but  her  own  device, 
"Hg  bower  to  swim  upon  the  stream, 
^^^et  she  fashioned  it,  from  woven  boughs 
^Mure,  interlaced  with  palms  and  vines, 
^'^sped  by  climbing  stems,  and  hung  with  fruit 
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Golden  and  rosy,  and  with  bright  blooms  decked ; 
Afterwards,  on  the  river  launched  her  boat,  — 
The  damsel  seated  'neath  its  leafy  screen,  — 
So  that  it  came,  with  paddle,  stream,  and  breeze. 
Through  the  trees  stealing,  down  the  silvery  road 
Softly  and  silent  to  the  Rishi's  haunt ; 
When  lightly  tripi)ed  the  lovely  girl  ashore, 
And,  looking  in  his  eyes,  demurely  spake  :  — 

"  O  Muni !  ^  is  it  peace  with  you?  are  all  the  Rishis  well? 
And  have  you  roots  and  fruits  enough  ?  and  take  you  joy 

to  dwell 
All  lonely  in  this  hermitage,  which  I  am  come  to  see  ? 
And  add  you.  day  by  day,  dear  saint,  unto  your  sanctity? 
And,  Brahman,  doth  your  sire  rejoice  to  watch  you  fast 

and  pray? 
And  do  you  read,  O  Rishyasring  !  the  Vedas  every  day?" 

Answered  that  blushing  boy  delightedly  :  — 

*  This  word  signifies  **  saint,"  as  also  Hishi^ 


THE  SAINT'S  TEMPTATION.  24^ 

'^O  unknown  one,  who  shinest  like  the  splendor  of  a  star. 
Peace  and  good  will !  for  due  to  thee  my  salutations  are ; 
Accept^  I  pray  thee,  at  my  hands,  the  Fadya  ^  and  this 

thrift 
Of  roots  and  fruits,  as  duty  bids,  a  hermit's  humble  gift ; 
And  be  thou  pleased  upon  this  mat  of  kusa  grass  to  sit, 
Or,  better,  let  the  black  deer's  skin  be  smoothly  spread 

on  it 
^^  is  the  day  which  bringeth  tliee ;  O  sweet  saint,  where 
maybe 
>*  hermitage,  and  what  vow  fills  the  holy  hours  of  thee  ?  " 

^"^  archly  answered  him  the  laughing  girl :  — 

^  ^i  pious  Kasyapa,  my  charming  bower  lies 

Under  a 

fountain  far  removed  from  these  austerities, 

^^janas  away,  —  away,  —  nor  is  it  meet  for  me 

^^  the  graceful  and  wholesome  custom  of  Indian  hospi- 
^  ^  ^fter  water  for  washing  the  feet  {padya)  to  a  stranger  or 
guest  arriving  from  a  journey. 


16 
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ITius  to  be  reverenced,  nor  tp  touch  this  water,  nor 
A  Rishi  kneeling  at  my  feet ;  far  otherwise  my  state 
Love  is  the  vow  which  fills  my  life,  and  makes  n\^ 

Perplexed,  yet  radiant,  the  boy  replied :  — 


'■  What  should  I  do  lo  pleasure  thee  ?   I  '11  bring  thee 

we  find 
Within  our  groves,  bhallalakas,  ingudas  with  gold  rim 
Kanishnkas.  amdlakas,  dh  an  wan  as  honey-sweet, 
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Laughing ;  and  so,  with  murmuring  song,  unbound 
Her  body-cloth,  and,  waving,  weaving  it, 
P^ced  the  soft  Kanduka,'  with  beating  feet 
And  bosoms  lithely  swayed,  as  flower-cups  sway 
^hen  the  wind  shakes  their  clusters ;  —  at  the  last 
^^ced  to  his  side,  and  for  a  moment  set 
^^^  to  his  palm  and  h'mb  to  limb,  and  lip 
^o  trembling  lip,  and  breast  to  beating  breast : 
*  nen  turned  aside,  and  drew  the  branches  down 
'  ^'a,  tilah,  and  aioka  trees, 
Peking  their  buds,  shameless  and  well-content 
^^se  she  saw  love  lighted  in  his  heart 
^*  ^nowmg  well  her  triumph,  and  the  saint 
^'^ed,  once  more  she  clasped  her  soft  brown  arms 
^t  him,  and  with  eyes  fixed  on  his  eyes 


'^^'^  only  fires  of  sacrifice  had  burned. 


^rew;  having  enkindled  passion's  flame 
Wh, 


"iJtid  o£  dance  in  which  the  perfoimer  plays  with  a  ball  as 
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When  she  was  gone,  young  Rishyasringa  stood 
As  one  some  dream  of  heaven  hath  left  distraught. 
Spiritless ;  then  within  his  lonely  cell 
Sat,  with  face  fixed  through  many  silent  hours. 
Her  beauties  meditating. 


Presently 
Vibhandaka,  of  Kasyapa  the  son, 
Returned.    Much  insight  of  the  Veds  had  bleared 
His  ancient  orbs ;  a  thick  pile  covered  him, 
Body  and  legs  and  anns,  to  the  finger-ends ; 
A  holy  man  ;  purified,  dedicate 
To  contemplation.     He,  arriving,  saw 
The  lad  in  deep  thought  plunged,  sitting  apart 
Dejected,  fetching  sigh  on  sigh,  with  glance 
Upturned.     Whereat  inquired  Vibhandaka : 
"  My  child,  why  hast  thou  gathered  not  the  wood  ? 
Didst  thou  perform  the  sacrifice  to-day? 
And  didst  thou  lead  the  calf  to  suck  the  cow  ?  ^ 

^  This  was  the  sacred  cow,  kept  at  ihe  hermitage  for  religious  use^ 
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y  ^^  fhoii  sad  ?    I  pray  thee  tell  me  true,  — 
Wath  one  Yz^^n  with  thee  here  to^lay?" 

The  boy 
Gave  answr^.  J .  «  yea,  a  Brahmacharya  came. 
His    locks     ^tvere  braided,  and  his  comely  form 
beemed  no:r^  too  tall  nor  short ;  fair-voiced  he  was, 
Colored  as.     :5s  new  gold,  with  broad  bright  eyes 
Which  wer^^^.  nj^g  lotus-blossoms.     As  gods  shine, 
So      of  hL:^    Q,^  divine  grace  —  glittered  he ; 
A  glory  h^^^  he  like  the  sacred  sun ; 
And,  an .    >>is  dark,  deep  glance ;  and  oh,  his  hair 
Tied  up  ^w^i-^  yue  .  sweet-smelling,  lustrous,  long  ! 
A  necluac^  curled  and  clung  about  his  neck, 
Sparkling   iij^^  lightning  on  a  dusky  sky ; 
And  und^^-neath  his  throat  swelled  forth  to  sight 
wo  goc^j.^  flower-soft  and  smooth,  fair- fashioned,  large. 
^^^  550  tapered  back  and  front  came  close  ;  ^ 

y^^ringa  takes  his  visitant  for  a  man,  knowing  no  l>etter. 
'^  a  literal  transcript  from  the  Sanskrit,  which  means  that 
^as  so  small  (a  great  charm  with  Indian  poets)  as  to  be 


nhis 
the  waist 


almost 


oU' 


--.r> 


^'^^Ptrceptible. 
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Below,  his  hips  outrounded  wondrously ; 

A  jewelled  girdle  hung  above  his  thighs, 

And  some  strange  tinkling  ornaments  adorned 

His  feet.    Also,  upon  his  arms  were  gems 

Which  chattered  like  the  breast-beads  of  my  string, 

(Ah,  but  so  musically  !)  when  he  moved, — 

*'r  was  as  the  songs  of  wild  swans  on  our  lake. 

The  cloths  he  wore  showed  goodly,  —  not  like  mine. 

And  when  he  spoke,  those  honeyed  words  which  fell 

Gladdened  my  heart  and  passed  into  my  soul. 

Deep  —  deep,  till  dearer  seemed  it  than  the  notes 

Of  Koils  piping  !     Also,  as  the  woods  — 

\Vhen  in  the  Madhva  month  the  breezes  blow  — 

Sliakc  fragrance  forth,  so  there  did  waft  from  him 

Sweet  breaths  on  every  air.     Over  his  brows 

The  locks  sat  smooth,  drawn  fonvard  from  his  braids ; 

And  in  his  cars  swung  little  painted  stones 

Hrighter  than  chakravaka  birds.     Sometimes 

With  skilful  hand  he  tossed  a  ball  aloft. 

Which  fell  to  earth,  and,  bounding  to  his  palm. 
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Was  beaten  back  again,  and  yet  again, 
Wondrous  to  see ;  while  this  and  that  way  waved 
His  body  like  a  tree  which  the  wind  bends. 
Ah,  while  I  saw  him  so,  like  a  young  god, 
My  heart  grew  full.     I  worshipped  that  fair  saint. 
Full  oft,  too,  he  embraced  me,  holding  me 
Qose,  by  the  hair,  and,  drawing  down  my  cheek, 
And  covering  up  my  mouth  with  his  soft  mouth, 
Upon  my  lips  made  tender  sounds ;  and  this 
Gave  me  strange  joy  !     He  would  not  willingly 
Accept '  foot-water,'  nor  the  fruits  I  brought. 
He  had  a  vow  was  otherwise,  he  said ; 
But  showed  me  unknown  fruits,  more  delicate 
Than  aught  we  ever  taste  of  here ;  no  rind 
They  had,  nor  flesh  like  ours.    Also  he  gave 
Sweet  juices  to  me,  which  I  drank,  and  felt 
A  quickening  glow,  lifting  my  eyebrows  up. 
Those  wreaths  of  scented  blossoms,  strung  with  silk, 
Are  from  his  hand ;  he  left  them  here,  dear  saint ! 
(Who  by  his  fasts,  no  doubt,  so  splendid  shows,) 
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When  he  withdrew  to  seek  his  hermitage. 

Now  he  is  gone,  I  am  become  as  nought ; 

My  senses  fail,  my  body  bums.     I  ask 

Only  to  go  to  him,  or  else  that  he 

Should  always  come  to  us.     Father,  demand 

His  presence ;  learn  his  Brahmachaxya's  name. 

I  wish  to  exercise  with  that  wise  man 

The  penance  they  perform ;  I  long  to  do  it ; 

My  heart  will  break,  if  I  see  him  no  more  !  " 


Vibhandaka  spake  sternly  :  "  Son,  there  walk 
Wonderful  Rakshasis  in  this  our  wood. 
Dreadful  for  strength  and  cunning  comeliness ; 
Ofttimes  to  interrupt  our  rites  they  seek ; 
Ofttimes,  with  winsome  wiles,  and  beauteous  shap< 
Tempt  saints  to  abandon  Swarga's  heavenly  rest. 
He  who  will  rule  his  mind  and  reach  toward  bliss. 
With  such  makes  no  society,  nor  looks 
The  way  of  those,  th'  abominable,  who  snare 
The  pious.     Yea,  my  son,  the  foods  she  gave 


Tin:  sa:nt's  tkmptatiox.  24(, 

.\re  evil  and  forbidden,  and  conduce 
To  sin.     Yon  wreaths,  moreover,  must  not  lie 
Within  a  hermitage,  where  Munis  live ; 
For  soul-corrupting  is  their  subtle  scent. 
Nay,  'twas  a  Rakshas!  1 " 

So  did  the  sage 
Counsel  that  youthful  saint,  admonishing  him, 
And  afterwards  set  forth  to  seek  the  witch ; 
But  nowhere  finding  her,  came  home  again. 

Yet  it  befell,  upon  another  day 
Vibhandaka  went  forth  to  pluck  those  fruits 
Which  are  most  meet  to  make  the  sacrifice 
Of  Sravan ;  and  she  came  again,  the  girl, 
Silently  shining  through  the  trees ;  and  he 
Saw  her,  and  seeing,  utterly  forgot 
Rishis  and  Rakshasis,  so  joyed  he  was, 
So  with  strong  love  transported  ;  for  she  sighed, 
"  Rishyasring  ! "    And  with  one  word  he  took 


LaiiL^^hingly  did  she  win  him  to 
Willi  honeyed  arts,  and  hghtly 
Floating  and  fondling  down  i\u 
Until  they  came  to  Anga.     The 
The  green  boat  in,  and  moored 
Love's  ark,  —  plain  to  be  seen,  £ 
Named  Navydsrama,  "  The  Floi 


So  Lomap^d  brought  in  the  Rij 
And  lo  !  great  Indra's  wrath  was  { 
Burst  o'er  the  land,  and  drenched 
But  Rishyasringa  to  his  forest-cell 
Came  back  no  more  1 


THE   BIRTH    OF    DKATH. 

^*  >M  THE  DROXA   PARVA    OF  THE   MAHABHARATA. — 
Like  aoaa.    Calcutta  Quarto  Edition.) 

^^  brave  and  virtuous  son  of  Arjuna^  the  young  Abhimanyu^ 
^*w  slain  in  battle ^  after  splendid  exploits^  and  Prince  Yudhisthira 
^'^pffy  bewaiiing  his  loss.  "  muit  is  Death?  Whence  is  this 
f^  he  exclaims.     The  sage  Vydsa  thus  replies  to  him ;] 

I. 

I  WILL  relate 
An  ancient  story  for  thy  comfort,  Prince, 
By  Narad  told  to  King  Akampana : 
For  that  great  lord  had  lost  his  only  son, 

Which  is  of  earthly  woes  hardest  to  bear. 
Thou,  too,  shalt  learn  how  Death  began,  and  this 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  ache  of  love  bereaved. 
Hear  the  old  story ;  it  is  sweet  to  hear,  — 


252  INDIAN  IDYLLS. 

Excellent,  holy,  purging  sins  away, 

Prolonging  life  because  it  stayeth  grief, 

Good  for  the  heart  and  soul,  strengthening  the  will ; 

Best  of  auspicious  scriptures.     Nay,  I  say, 

To  tell  or  hear  this  rede  is  all  as  if 

Tlie  blessed  Veds  were  chanted ;  it  should  be 

Said  with  the  morning  prayer  for  kings  to  con. 

If  they  will  keep  their  children,  realms,  and  wealth 

With  minds  at  ease. 


My  son,  in  ages  past. 
In  the  far  Krita  Yuga,  lived  this  King 
Akampana.     His  foes  beset  him  sore, 
And  slew  in  fight  Han,  his  son,  a  prince, 
Ood  Narayen's  match  for  might,  youthful  and  fair. 
Skilful  in  arms,  wise,  pleasant,  in  the  war 
Fearless  as  Sakra.     But  they  hemmed  him  round. 
Striking  such  blows  amidst  his  enemies. 
That  when  he  fell  there  lay  about  his  corpse 
A  bloody  belt  of  chiefs  and  elephants. 
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Long  mourned  the  King,  his  sire,  by  night  and  day 
Weepixig,  knowing  no  joys,  uncomforted ; 
Whona  that  most  holy  saint,  great  Narada, 
Heariixg  his  grief,  in  pity  visited. 
But  wben  the  King  saw  Narad  entering, 
Uprose  he  from  the  dust,  and  clasped  those  feet. 
And  poured  his  sorrows  into  those  wise  ears ; 
Recounting  all  the  battle,  how  *t  was  lost. 
And  how  the  Prince  fell !    "  Ah,  ray  brave,  fair  son  !  "  — 
So  brake  he  forth,  —  "  Oh,  my  most  gallant  boy  ! 
'That  wast  upon  our  side  like  Indra's  self 
For  help ;  like  Vishnu,  in  thy  shining  mail,  — 
^^  art  thou  'midst  thy  foes.     Ah,  Bhagavan  ! 
An,  Rishi !  he  is  gone  ;  my  pride  is  dead  ! 
^V*hat  is  this  Death?    Whence  cometh  it?    What  curse 
nath  given  it  means  and  might  and  power  to  kill, 
Blasting  the  bloom  of  life  ?    Thou,  who  art  wise, 
Tell  me  the  truth  of  this  ;  I  crave  to  know." 

^nen  Narad,  hearing  his  most  piteous  cry, 
^^  teacher  of  the  truth,  spake  tenderiy  ; 
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The  ancient  tale  I  tell,  which  whoso  hears 

He  shall  not  weep  though  his  one  son  be  dead. 

Narada  said  :  "  Listen,  thou  long-armed  King, 
And  grieve  no  more  when  thou  hast  heard.    At  first, 
Far  back,  in  the  beginning.  He  who  rules, 
Almighty  shining  Brahma,  made  what  lives 
To  live  unchanged  ;  so  was  there  length  of  days 
Illimitable,  but  not  growth  in  days. 
Which  comes  of  change  ;  and  Brahma,  seeing  His  worlds 
Fixed  in  fair  changelessness,  waxed  ill  content. 
Bethinking  to  unmake  what  He  had  made. 
That  good  should  pass  to  better ;  and  there  went, 
O  Monarch  !  from  the  discontent  of  Him  — 
Bethinking  how  He  should  destroy  to  save  — 
A  flame,  the  spirit  of  His  brooding  thought. 
Which,  filling  all  the  regions,  had  consumed 
The  heavens  and  earth  and  worlds  from  west  to  east  — 
From  north  to  south,  the  heavens  and  earth  and  worlds, 
With  all  their  creatures,  —  those  which  live  and  move. 
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^'•'  i.    tliosc  \vhi(  h  li\c  iinnioving.  plants  and  trees. 
^^  was  that  thought  of  Brahma  terrible. 

^  I^ut,  thereupon,  he  of  the  matted  locks, 
riara,  — ^whoixT  men  do  also  SthAnu  call, 

^^'^g  of  night-wandering  ghosts,  Shiva  the  god,  — 
1- 
nto  vlread  Brahma's  presence  straight  repaired. 

'  ^ful  iri  sunlike  majesty  sat  He ; 

a>  Seeing  Hara  at  His  feet,  come  there 

^^  love  of  living  beings  :  *  Son  ! '  He  said, 

"^^     need    hath    brought    thee?      Let    the   wish   be 

known ; 

^^  ^'^hich  thou  dost  desire,  it  shall  be  wrought ; 

*"  ^hou  art  Slhdnu,  and  thy  will  is  mine.' 

^Pake  Hara  :  *  O  Thou  Light  of  all  the  worlds  ! 

^^  are  the  worlds,  and  Thou  hast  peopled  them ; 

Anrt 

^U  things  in  their  orders  are  by  Thee, 

*  ^^  in  Thee  live.     Wilt  Thou  not  save  Thine  own  ? 

^  ^ow  they  fear  to  perish  everywhere. 


256  INDIAN   IDYLLS. 

Slain  by  this  fire  which  flameth  firom  Thy  mood ; 
And  I,  who  see  it,  and  who  love  tliem,  come, 
Moved  with  compassion.    Have  Thou  mercy.  Lore 

"  Brahma  replied  :  '  I  did  not  think-  to  slay. 
Lo  !  I  am  favorable.     Life  shall  live ; 
For  love,  not  hate,  this  mood  did  move  in  Me ; 
Because  the  angel  of  the  earth  hath  come. 
Constantly  praying,  "  Father,  lighten  me  ; 
Make  and  unmake  this  burden  sore  to  bear. 
My  children,  lest  we  multiply  to  harm." 
Yet,  having  made  them,  how  should  I  unmake. 
Seeing  I  gave  gifts  indestructible. 
Giving  their  lives  ?    I  cannot  slay,  yet  these 
Must  change ;  therefore  that  mood  did  move  in  M 


"  Spake  Hara  :  '  O  Protector  of  the  worlds  ! 
Be  favorable  still,  be  wTOth  no  more ; 
Let  not  these  lives,  moving  and  motionless. 
Perish,  O  Bhagavan  I    Let  there  be  henceforth 


t 

k 


THE   BIRTH   OF   DEATH. 
'^Tee  states  of  lime  for  children  of  the  earth,  — 
'  he  pasi,  the  present,  and  the  future  ;  these 
L^t   them  posicss,  Thou  Lord  of  all !    Tliy  mind 
"*"Tieih  in  miiving,  and  therewith  a  flame 
■  ""ocecdeil,  scotchin(j  mountains,  rivers,  lakes, 
t  ■'"^Tc^ts^  and  beasts  that  dwell  there,  and  the  beings, 
Alov-ingand  motionless,  of  all  the  earth. 
"°  "»    -Bliagavan,  be  Thou  then  propitious  ;  yielil 
■  ^^"»e  ill-content  which  slayeth.    This  1  crave. 
^■Also    x^e  flame,  which  hath  proceeded  forth 
^^'y  ""eason  of  it,  draw  it  back,  dread  Lord, 
«****«  iTiyself  i  from  Thee  it  sprang.    Thou  art 
*Sler,  to  bless  or  ban.     Make  Thine  acts  bkss 

»^^«  that  are  Thine,  to  sweep  away  or  save 
^^e  that  must  perish  if  Thori  pity  not. 
"*^cr  who  unmakest !     1  am  here  — 
^  tiessenger  of  all  llie  guardian  gods 


k 


'"^h  keep  Thy  worlds—  beseeching  Thee,  Supreme, 
^^tToy  not  that  which  Thou  hast  wrought  so  fair  ; 
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"  Hearing  MahSdev's  prayer,"  quoth  Narada, 
'■  The  awful  Brahnia  gave  conseol,  and  drew 
Back  tu  Himself  that  earth-devouring  flame. 
Then  Me  who  maketh  and  unmaketh  worlds 
Spake  of  tlie  making  and  unmaking,  —  how 
The  purpose  groweth  so.    And  when  the  fire 
Was  wholly  quenched,  and  all  His  spirit  still, 
1^  :  Brahma  meditated ;  and  there  rose. 
Live  from  His  thought,  a  presence  feminine,  — 
Delicate,  tender,  splendid,  with  great  eyes. 
Dark  the  sweet  face  was,  dark  the  stately  limbs ; 
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^^  <^x"^atures  at  their  time.    This  is  My  will : 
01>e3r    and  fear  not' 


"  Thus  commanded,  Death  — 
*•  air    ^irityu,  with  those  eyes  like  lotuses  — 
^Pale^  not,  but  bowed  her  he^d  and  sobbed ;  her  tears 
*■  ast    ^Mrelling ;  so  that  on  dread  Brahma's  hand 

^**    tilie  bright  tears,  —  for  Brahma  drew  her  close, 
^3^x^e :  '  I  bid  thee  for  the  good  of  all.'  ** 


IL 


Narada  went  on.    "  Then  she  assuaged 
^OHDW,  and  replied :  *  Father  and  Lord  1 '  — 
^ing  her  palms  across  her  beauteous  breast, 

trembling  like  a  tendril  in  the  wind,  — 
^^er  and  Lord  !  *  sighed  Mrityu, '  wherefore,  then, 
^^  St  Thou  me  woman  ?     How  shall  I  fulfil 
^  dreadful  duty,  this  injurious  task  ? 


^^U  be  guilty,  I  shall  be  defiled. 
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Be  gracious ;  let  this  work  light  not  on  roe  ! 
Why  must  they  die  ?    The  friend,  the  citizen. 
The  son,  the  mother,  father,  brother,  bride. 
And  bridegroom,  —  all  so  happy,  all  so  fair,  — 
Why  should  these  be  destroyed?    I  am  afraid 
To  kill  them ;  I  shall  sadden  at  their  tears. 
Grieve  with  their  groans.     Master  of  all !  dear  C 
Bid  me  not  dwell  with  Yama,  slaying  men. 
I  pray  Thee  rather  give  me  leave  to  live 
In  holy  silences  and  pains  and  prayers. 
This  boon  I  crave,  great  Father  !  grant  the  boon 
And  I,  Thy  child,  will  go  to  Dhenuka, 
Where  I  will  dwell  in  sacred  solitudes, 
Religious,  worshipping  Thee.     But,  God  of  gods 
I  shall  not  have  the  heart  to  take  away 
The  dear  lives  of  the  dying  creatures.     Save, 
Save  me  from  such  a  sin  T 


''  Brahma  replied : 
'  Mrityu,  thou  art  created  unto  this. 
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o  make  an  end  of  all  that  lives.     Go,  child  ; 

;  spare  none : 


3Ia]ce  them  to  end,  each  at  his 
.Such  is  My  will,  and  never  otherwise  ; 
Thou  shaJc  be  blameless  doing  Brahma' 


will.' 


I        "  But  she/  thus  Narada  iveni  on,  "  stood  there, 
To  sUy  reluctant,  clasping  pitying  palms 
Across  her  breast,  and  lifting  eyes  of  ruth 
"o  Brahma's  eyes.    The/eat  there  spread  in  heaven 
Silence  a  space,  whilst  Death,  for  love  of  men, 
Gazed  on  the  face  of  God.  and  that  dread  face 
Waxed  well  contented  ;  and  great  Braltma  smiled. 
Looking  upon  His  creatures,  who  thercwiih 
Fared  well  throughout  tlje  three  wide  worlds,  because 
Die  countenance  of  Him  was  glad  again. 

So  passed  she  (rom  the  Almighty  Presence,  mute, 
l\us  tender  angel,  sent  (o  slay  mankind, 
Itcfusing  still  to  slay ;  and  forthwith  went 

Dhenuka,  where,  countless  ages  through, 

meditation  and  rapt  vows  she  stood 


* 
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Fixed  like  a  rock : '  —  all  for  the  love  of  men. 
For  sixteen  padmas  *  stood  she,  seeking  grace. 
Withholding  heart  and  sou]  frcmi  peace  and  joy^ 
And  afterward,  for  padmas  twenty-five, 
IVaying  for  men  ;  and  then  through  many  more 
She  sojourned  with  the  creatures  of  the  field, 
Praying  for  thein.     Next,  upon  Nanda's  banks,  — — 
Nanda  which  flows  cool,  holy,  cr)'Stal-pure, — 
Seven  thousand  years  and  one  kept  she  firm  fast 
And  afterAord  went  east  to  Kausikt, 
Where  <IeHS  and  airs  of  heaven  were  all  her  food 
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(lokarna,  and  Malaya  —  whcresoc'cr 

The  holiest  places  are  —  there  sojourned  she, 

Fasting  and  meditating,  making  vows 

For  men  to  Brahma,  suing  Him  for  them. 


"  WTiereby  the  Eternal  Father  of  the  worlds, 
Being  well  pleased,"  quoth  Narad,  "  called  to  her 
With  kindly  mind,  saying :  '  My  Mrityu  ! 
Why  dost  thou  exercise  such  heavy  vows?* 


•*  And  gentle  Death  answered  the  Lord  of  life : 
*  That  I  may  never  have,  O  Lord  !  to  kill 
Thy  creatures,  and  that  they  may  dwell  in  peace  ; 
This  thing  I  ever  wish,  this  boon  I  crave. 
Master  and  Father !  I  did  fear  the  guilt 
Of  slaying,  and  I  feared  to  disobey ; 
Therefore  I  make  these  penances,  Supreme  ! 

Comfort  me,  who  am  Thine,  and  terrified  ; 

Forgive  me,  for  I  would  be  innocent ; 

Have  pity,  Lord  of  lords  !  on  me  and  these/ 
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"  Then  He  that  knows  what  was,  is,  and  will 
Made  mild  reply :  '  Blood-guilty  art  thou  not, 
U  Mrit}-u  !  if  thou  slayest  these  which  live. 
What  1  have  uttered,  I  have  uttered.    Vain 
Can  never  be  My  words.    These  are  to  die. 
(Jo,  gL'nlle  spirit !  therefore,  sby  Me  these ; 
Slay  all  four  orders  of  the  things  which  live  ! 
rin.-i;  sliall  the  Ktemal  Virtue  purify ; 
riici;  alull  the  mighty  ones  who  guard  My  worlds 
Succor  and  aid.     Yama  shall  help  thee ;  pbgues, 
I'csiilcmo,  death,  shall  be  thy 
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Upon  niv  head  he  jnit  Thy  dread  behest  I 

Yet  let  it  be  Thy  will  I  strike  them  not : 

Let  their  sins  slay  them,  and  die  so  with  them. 

Avarice,  ambitions,  envies,  calumnies, 

Wars,  wraths,  hates,  conquests,  follies,  passions,  plots 

Of  mutual  mischiefs,  —  let  those  work  Thy  word, 

And  bring  to  end  the  beings  suffering  them/ 


"  *  Thus  it  shall  be,'  spake  Brahma.    *  Go,  fair  child  ! 

Fulfil  My  purpose,  make  death  enter  so ; 

Thou  shalt  be  blameless  now  and  evermore. 

See  !  the  bright  tears  that  fell  upon  My  hand 
From  forth  thine  eyes  I  turn  to  woes  of  flesh, 

Which  shall  consume  them,  —  aches,  diseases,  griefs. 
Bom  of  thy  sorrow  these  will  smite ;  but,  bom 
Of  thy  compassion,  these  shall  heal  with  peace 
When  the  day  cometh  that  each  one  must  die. 
Fear  not !  thou  shalt  be  innocent ;  thou  art 
The  solace,  as  the  terror,  of  all  flesh, 
Righteous  and  rightful,  doing  Brahma's  will. 
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Therefore  fare  forth  and  sky,  making  these  end 
With  pangs  of  passion,  stings  of  wild  desires. 
Vain  sins  which  kill.     This  shall  thy  virtue  be  ; 
And  thou  shalt  purify  thee  by  thyself. 
Making  the  good  wax  and  the  evil  wane 
By  nature  of  the  evil's  self,  —  by  wrongs. 
By  wrath,  by  lust,  self-love,  and  sinfulness.' 

'■  So,  ever  since  that  time,"  quoth  Naiada, 
*■  Mrityu,  no  longer  thinking  to  resist. 
Works  the  great  will  of  God,  and  slays  what  lives, 
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*•  Wherefore,  my  King  ! "  said  Narad,  "  it  is  vain 

To  moum  the  dead.    The  elements  divine, 
^Vhich  enter  in  at  birth,  come  forth  at  death. 
All  changes ;  and  the  gods  are  mortal,  too. 
But  thou  lament  no  more  thy  princely  son ; 
He  hath  attained  that  excellent  abode, 
Airy,  invisible,  which  knows  not  time, 
Nor  chance,  nor  any  change.    Weep  not  for  him  ! 

He  sits  with  kings  and  heroes  who  are  ];>assed 

Into  the  everlasting,  happy  home, 

Where  no  wars  are,  nor  wounds,  and  good  men  dwell. 


"  King  !  this  is  death  !  this  is  that  Mrityu  ! 
Thus,  when  the  hour  is  come,  the  creatures  end, 
Obeying  the  vast  purposes  of  Him 
Who  maketh  and  umnaketh.     Mrityu  takes 
Their  breath.     She  slays  not ;  of  themselves  they  die  ; 
The  gentle  spirit  with  the  staff  in  hand  * 

1  The  Sanskrit  epithet  is  Dandapani. 
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Strikes  none,  but  pities  aU.    Therefore  the  wise, 
Knowing  that  such  Js  Brahma's  will  and  good, 
Never  lament  their  dead ;  grieve  thou  do  more." 


And  when  the  holy  Narada  made  eml 
(Vyasa  saifl),  this  Ring  Akampana 
Shed  no  more  tears,  but  spake  unto  the  saint : 
"  Ixi ;  now  my  woe  is  gone,  ray  heart  is  healed ! 
<J  wisest  of  all  Rishis,  I  have  peace ; 
I  thank  thee  for  the  blessing  of  such  lore ; 
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Whoso  reads  and  whoso  hears 
This  fair  story  of  old  years, 
Well  and  wisely  gives  his  pains  ; 
Since  thereby  his  spirit  gains 
Piety  and  peace  and  bliss  ; 
Nay,  and  heavenivard  leadeth  this  ; 
And,  on  earth,  its  wisdom  brings 
Wealth  and  health  and  happy  things. 
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To  A'araym,  Best  of  lords,  be  glory  given, 
'To  great  Saraswati,  the  Queen  in  heaven  ; 

loo,  bf  poiil  his  meed. 
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^"  ^^>"iii  spear  and  arrow  gashes;  all  sore  spent, 
^'  <^ti:hing  faint  breath,  and  fighting  o'er  again 
*-  *^    thought  that  battle.     But  there  came  a  noise 
^^^  Pandavas  pursuing,  —  fierce  and  loud 
^^•itcries  of  victory ;  whereat  these  chiefs 
^^llenly  rose,  and  yoked  their  steeds  again, 
"riving  due  east ;  and  eastward  still  they  drave 
Under  the  dusk,  till  drouth  and  desperate  toil 
Stayed  horse  and  man ;  then  took  they  lair  again 
*^"^  panting  horses,  and  the  Princes,  wroth 
*^h  chilled  wounds,  and  the  death-stroke  of  their  King. 


^ow  were  they  come,  my  Prince  !  "  Sanjaya  said, 

^^  ^t:o  a  jungle  thick  with  stems,  whereon 

TK 

^^    tangled  creepers  coiled ;  here  entered  they, 

^^^Ting  the  horses  at  a  stream,  and  pushed 
^^p  in  the  thicket.     Many  a  beast  and  bird 
P^ang  startled  at  their  feet ;  the  long  grass  stirred 
^^th  serpents  creeping  off;  the  woodland  flowers 
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Shook,  where  the  pea-fowls  hid  ;  and,  where  frogs  f^^  I™?"'' 

The  swamp  rocked  all  its  reeds  and  lotus-buds. 

A  banian-tree,  with  countless  dropping  boughs 

Earth-rootod,  spied  they,  and  beneath  its  aisles 

A  pool ;  hereby  they  stayed,  tethering  their  steeds, 

And,  dipping  water,  made  the  evening  prayer, 

"  But  when  the  '  Daymaker '  sank  in  the  west. 
And  N  ight  descended,  —  gentle,  soothing  Night, 
Who  comforts  all,  with  silver  splendor  decked 
Ofsiar:!  and  constellations,  and  soft  folds 
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<  )!'  Dlioja's  cliild  and  Kripa.     Then  these  lords, 
To  princely  life  and  silken  couches  used, 
Sought  on  the  bare  earth  slumber,  spent  and  sad. 
As  homeless  outcasts  lodge. 


"  But,  O  my  King  ! 
There  came  no  sleep  to  Drona's  angry  son, 
Great  Aswatthaman.     As  a  snake  lies  coiled 
And  hisses  breathing,  so  his  panting  breath 
Hissed  rage  and  hatred  round  him,  where  he  lay, 
Chin  uppermost,  arm-pillowed,  with  fierce  eyes 
Roving  the  wood,  and  seeing  sightlessly. 
Thus  chanced  it  that  his  wandering  glances  turned 
hito  the  fig-tree*s  shadows;  where  there  perched 
A  thousand  crows,  thick  roosting,  on  its  limbs,  — 
Some  nested,  some  on  branchlets,  —  deep  asleep. 
Heads  under  wings,  all  fearless ;  nor,  O  Prince  ! 
Had  Aswatthaman  more  than  marked  the  birds. 
When  fierce  there  fell  out  of  the  velvet  night, 

Silent  and  terrible,  an  eagle-owl, 

18 


274  INDIAN   IDYLLS. 

With  wide,  soft,  deadly,  dusky  wings,  and  eyes 
Flame-colored,  and  long  claws,  and  dreadful  beak, 
Like  a  winged  sprite,  or  great  Garood  himself. 
Offspring  of  BhArata  !  it  lighted  there 
Upon  the  banian  bough  ;  hooted  —  but  low  — 
The  fury  smothering  in  its  throat,  then  fell 
With  murderous  beak  and  claws  upon  those  crows ; 
Rending  the  wings  from  this,  the  legs  firom  that. 
From  some  the  heads,  of  some  ripping  the  crops  ; 
Till,  tens  and  scores,  the  fowl  rained  down  to  earth 
Bloody  and  plucked,  and  all  the  ground  waxed  black 
With  piled  crow-carcasses  ;  whilst  that  great  owl 
Hooted  for  joy  of  vengeance,  and  again 
Spread  the  wide,  deadly;  dusky  wings. 


"  Up  sprang 
The  son  of  Drona  :  *  Lo  !  this  owl,'  quoth  he, 
*  Tcacheth  me  wisdom  —  lo  I  one  slayeth  so 
Insolent  foes  asleep.     The  Kuru  Lords 
Are  all  too  strong  in  arms  by  day  to  kill ; 
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'Jhcy  triumph,  being  many.     Vet  I  swore 

X3efore  the  King,  my  father,  I  would  kill 

And  kill,  —  even  as  a  foolish  fly  should  swear 

To  quench  a  flame.     It  scorched ;  and  I  sliall  die 

If  I  dare  open  battle ;  but  by  art 

Men  vanquish  fortune  and  the  mightiest  odd^. 

If  there  be  two  ways  to  a  wise  man's  wish, 

But  only  one  way  sure,  he  taketh  that ; 

And  if  it  be  an  evil  way,  condemned 

For  Brahmans,  yet  the  Kshattriya  may  do  that 

Which  vengeance  bids  against  his  foes.    Our  foes, 

The  Pandavas,  are  furious,  treacherous,  base, 

Halting  at  nothing ;  and  how  say  the  wise 

In  holy  Shasters?  —  "Wounded,  wearied,  fed, 

Or  fasting ;  sleeping,  waking,  setting  forth, 

Or  new  arriving ;  slay  thine  enemies  !  " 

And  so  again  :  "  At  midnight,  when  they  sleep ; 

Dawn,  when  they  watch ;  noon,  if  their  leaders  fall ; 

Eve,  should  they  scatter ;  all  the  times  and  hours 

Are  times  and  hours  good  for  killing  foes." ' 
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"  So  did  the  son  of  Drona  steel  his  soul 
To  break  upon  the  sleeping  Pandu  chiefs 
And  slay  them  in  the  darkness.     Being  set 
On  this  unlordly  deed,  and  clear  in  scheme. 
He  from  their  slumbers  roused  the  warriors  twain, 
Kripa  and  Kritavarman*** 


k- 
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2?  Narayen^  Lord  of  lords ^  be  glory  given^ 
lo  sweet  Saraswati,  the  Queen  in  heaven  ; 
}?  great  Vydsa^  eke^  pay  rei'erence  due^ 
TThat  this  high  story  may  its  course  pursue. 

Then  Janmejaya  prayed :  "  O  Singer,  say, 
What  wrought  the  princes  of  the  Pandavas 
On  tidings  of  the  battle  so  ensued, 
And  Krishna,  gone  on  high  ?  " 

Answered  the  Sage : 
"  On  tidings  of  the  wreck  of  Vrishni's  race, 
King  Yudhisthira  of  the  Pandavas 
Was  minded  to  be  done  with  earthly  things, 
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And  to  Arjuna  spake :  '  0  noble  Prince, 
Time  endeth  all ;  we  linger,  noose  on  neck. 
Till  tlie  last  day  tightens  the  line,  and  kills. 
Let  us  go  forth  to  die,  being  yet  alive,' 
And  Kunti's  son,  the  great  Aijuna,  said : 
'  Let  us  go  forth  to  die  1  —  Time  slayeth  all. 
We  will  find  Death,  who  secketh  other  men.' 
And  Bhimasena,  hearing,  answered  :  'Yea, 
We  will  find  Death  ! '  and  Sahadev  cried :  '  Y( 
And  his  twin  brother  Naknla ;  whereat 
The  princes  set  their  faces  for  the  Mount. 
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]ii  Va( Ill's  house.     Bring  up  the  little  prince 

Here  in  our  Hastinpur,  but  Vajra  keep 

At  Indraprasth ;  and  let  it  be  thy  last 

Of  virtuous  works  to  guard  the  lads,  and  guide.' 

"  So  ordering  ere  he  went,  the  righteous  King 
Made  offering  of  white  water,  heedfully, 
To  Vasudev,  to  Rama,  and  the  rest,  — 
All  funeral  rites  performing ;  next  he  spread 
A  funeral  feast,  whereat  there  sat  as  guests 
Narada,  Dwaipayana,  Bharadwaj, 

And  Markandeya,  rich  in  saintly  years, 
And  Yajnavalkya,  Hari,  and  the  priests : 
Those  holy  ones  he  fed  with  dainty  meats 
In  kingliest  wise,  naming  the  name  of  Him 
Who  bears  the  bow ;  and  —  that  it  shoull  be  well 
For  him  and  his  —  gave  to  the  Brahmanas 
Jewels  of  gold  and  silver,  lakhs  on  lakhs, 
Fair  broidered  cloths,  gardens  and  villages, 
Chariots  and  steeds  and  slaves. 
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"  Which  being  done 
O  Best  of  Bhirat's  line  !  —  he  bowed  him  low 
Before  his  Guru's  feet,  —  at  Kripa's  feet, 
That  sage  all  honored,  —  saying,  *  Take  my  Prina 
Teach  Parikshita  as  thou  taughtest  me. 
For  hearken,  ministers  and  men  of  war ! 
Fixed  is  my  mind  to  quit  all  earthly  state.' 
Full  sore  of  heart  were  they,  and  sore  the  folk. 
To  hear  such  speech,  and  bitter  went  the  word 
Through  town  and  country,  that  the  King  would  g 
And  all  the  people  cried,  '  Stay  with  us,  Lord  ! ' 
But  Yudhisthira  knew  his  time  was  come. 
Knew  that  life  passes  and  that  virtue  lasts, 
And  put  aside  their  love. 

"  So,  with  farewells 
Tenderly  took  of  lieges  and  of  lords, 
Girt  he  for  travel,  with  his  princely  kin, 
Great  Yudhisthira,  I)harma*s  royal  son. 
Crest-gem  and  belt  and  ornaments  he  stripped 
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IVom  olT  his  l)Ocly,  and  for  bruidcrcd  robe 
A  rough  dress  donned,  woven  of  jungle-bark ; 
And  what  he  did  —  O  Lord  of  men  !  —  so  did 
Arjuna,  Bhima,  and  the  twin-bom  pair, 
Nakula  with  Sahadev,  and  she,  —  in  grace 
^he  peerless,  —  Draupadf.     Lastly  these  six,  — 
*hou  son  of  Bharata  !  —  in  solemn  form 
Made  the  high  sacrifice  of  Naishtiki, 
Quenching  their  flames  in  water  at  the  close ; 
^'^^i   so  set  forth,  midst  wailing  of  all  folk 
'^^    tears  of  women,  weeping  most  to  see 
^^    Irincess  Draupadf  —  that  lovely  prize 

"^Vie  great  gaming,  Draupadf  the  Bright  — 
'^  *"^eying  afoot ;  but  she  and  all  the  five 
J  ^^  iced,  because  their  way  lay  heavenwards. 


^ven  were  they,  setting  forth,  —  Princess  and  King, 
^    King's  four  brothers,  and  a  faithful  dog. 
^5e  left  Hastinapur ;  but  many  a  man, 
^  all  the  palace  household,  followed  them 
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The  first  sad  stage :  and,  ofltimes  prayed  to  part. 
Put  parting  off  for  love  and  pity,  still 
Sighing,  '  A  little  farther  ! '  — till  day  waned  ; 
Then  one  by  one  they  turned,  and  Kripa  said : 
'  Let  all  Wrn  back,  Yuyutsu  !    These  must  go.' 
So  came  they  homewards,  but  the  Snake-King's  ch*-* 
Ulupi,  leapt  in  Gunga,  losing  them  ; 
And  Chitrangada  with  his  people  went 
Mournful  to  Munipoor,  whibt  those  three  queens 
Brought  Parikshita  In, 
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^'ak\ila  with  S^ihadcv  :   in  whose  still  stci)s  — 
CD  Best  of  Bharat's  offspring  !  —  Draupadl, 
^ Jhat  gem  of  women,  paced,  with  soft,  dark  face,  — 
^Beautiful,  wonderful !  — and  lustrous  eyes, 
<Z!lear-edged  like  lotus-petals ;  last  the  dog 
S*ollowing  the  Pandavas. 

"  At  length  they  reach 
'  JTie  far  Lauchityan  Sea,  which  foameth  white 
^^Jnder  Udayachala's  ridge.  —  Know  ye, 
"^Tiat  all  this  while  Nakula  had  not  ceased 
IKcaring  the  holy  bow,  named  Gandiva, 
«And  jewelled  quiver,  ever  filled  with  shafts, 
"TTiough  one  should  shoot  a  thousand  thousand  times. 
Here  —  broad  across  their  path  —  the  heroes  see 
-Agni,  the  god.     As  though  a  mighty  hill 
Took  form  of  front  and  breast  and  limb,  he  spake. 
Seven  streams  of  shining  splendor  rayed  his  brow. 
While  the  dread  voice  said  :  *  I  am  Agni,  chiefs  ! 
0  sons  of  Pandu,  I  am  Agni !    Hail ! 
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O  long-anned  Yudhisthira,  blameless  king,— 
O  warlike  Bhima,  —  O  Arjuna,  wise,  — 
O  brothere  twin-bora  from  a  womb  divine, — 
Hear !  I  am  Agni,  who  consumed  the  wood 
By  will  of  Narayan  for  Aijuna's  sake- 
Let  this  your  brother  give  Gandiva  back,  — 
The  matchless  bow :  the  use  for  it  is  o'er. 
i'hat  gem-ringed  battle-discus  which  he  hurled 
Cometh  again  to  Krishna  in  his  hand 
I'or  avatars  to  be  ;  but  need  is  none 
Henceforth  of  this  most  excellent  bright  bow. 
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And  afterwards  right  west,  until  they  saw 
D\^'araka,  washed  and  bounded  by  a  main 
Loud-thundering  on  its  shores ;  and  here  —  O  Best !  — 
Vanished  the  god ;  while  yet  those  heroes  walked, 
-NoMr  to  the  northwest  bending,  where  long  coasts 
S^ut  in  the  sea  of  salt,  now  to  the  north, 
^^coitiplishing  all  quarters,  journeyed  they ; 
**«  earth  their  altar  of  high  sacrifice, 
"^^h  these  most  patient  feet  did  pace  around 
^  ^eru  rose. 


"  At  last  it  rose  !    These  Six, 
^*^  senses  subjugate,  their  spirits  pure, 

^^ing  along,  came  into  sight  —  far  off 
^He  eastern  sky — of  awful  Himavat ; 
^»  midway  in  the  peaks  of  Himavat, 

^^.  the  mountain  of  all  mountains,  rose, 
**Ose  head  is  heaven ;  and  under  Himavat 
^^d  a  wide  waste  of  sand,  dreadful  as  death. 
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"  I'hcn,  as  they  hasteoed  o'er  the  deathly  waste, 
Aiming  Tor  Meni.  having  thoughts  at  soul 

ItifiDito.  eager, —  lo  I  Draupadi  reeled. 

With  faltering  htart  and  feet ;  and  Bhima  turned, 

Cazing  ujiun  her  :  and  that  hero  spake 

To  Vudliislhira  :  '  Master,  Brother,  King  I 

Why  doth  she  fail?     For  nevor  aJ!  her  life 

Wrought  our  sftxtt  lady  one  thing  wrong,  I  think. 

Thou  Icnowest ;  make  us  know,  why  hath  she  failed?" 


■  ■riicn  Vi 


sthira  answered ;  'Yea,  one  thing. 
brotliers  belter  than  all  else,  — 
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^uimblcs  and  sinks.     W'hv  hath  lie  sunk?  —  so  true, 
tSo  brave  and  steadfast,  and  so  free  from  pride  ! ' 

" '  He  was  not  free,*  with  countenance  still  fixed. 
Quoth  Yudhisthira ;  *  he  was  true  and  fast 
And  wise  ;  yet  wisdom  made  him  proud  ;  he  hid 
One  little  hurt  of  soul,  but  now  it  kills.* 

**  So  saying,  he  strode  on,  Kunti^s  strong  son, 
And  Bhima  ;  and  Arjuna  followed  him. 
And  Nakula,  and  the  hound ;  leaving  behind 
Sahadev  in  the  sands.     But  Nakula, 
Weakened  and  grieved  to  see  Sahadev  fall  — 
His  dear-loved  brother  —  lagged  and  stayed ;  and  then 
^one  on  his  face  he  fell,  that  noble  face 
^Vhich  had  no  match  for  beauty  in  the  land,  — 
Olorious  and  godlike  Nakula  !     Then  sighed 
Hhima  anew :  '  Brother  and  Lord  !  the  man  . 
Who  never  erred  from  virtue,  never  broke 
Our  fellowship,  and  never  in  the  world 
Was  matched  for  goodly  perfectness  of  form 
Or  gracious  feature,  —  Nakula  has  fallen  ! ' 
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"  But  Vudhisthira,  holding  fixed  hb  eyes,  — 
riiat  changeless,  fajlhful,  all-wise  king, — replied: 
'  Yea,  but  he  erred  !    Tlje  godlike  form  he  wore 
Beguiled  him  to  believe  none  like  to  him, 
And  he  alone  desirable,  and  things 
Unlovely,  to  be  slighted.    Self-love  slays 
Our  noble  brother.     Bhima,  follow !     Each 
Pays  what  his  debt  was.' 

"Which  Aijuna  heard. 
Weeping  to  see  them  611 ;  and  that  stout  son 

lulu,  th:it:  destroyer  of  his  foe^. 
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i>pake  he  one  word  that  was  not  true  as  truth. 
Ah,  Heart  of  gold  !  why  art  thou  broke?    O  King ! 
^Vhence  fiaUeth  he  ? ' 
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"  And  Yudhisthira  said, 
Not  pausing :  *  Once  he  lied,  a  lordly  lie  ! 
He  bragged  —  our  brother  —  that  a  single  day 
^ould  see  him  utterly  consume,  alone, 
Att  those  his  enemies,  —  which  could  not  be. 
*^t  from  a  great  heart  sprang  the  unmeasured  speech. 
Howbeit  a  finished  hero  should  not  shame 
Huiiself  in  such  wise,  nor  his  enemy, 
ii  he  wi]i  faultless  fight  and  blameless  die  : 
ihis  Was  Arjuna*s  sin.     Follow  thou  me  !  * 

'^  the  King  still  went  on.     But  Bhima  next 
^^nted,  and  stayed  upon  the  way,  and  sank  ; 
"^'  sinking,  cried  behind  the  steadfast  Prince : 
'^^y  brother,  see  !  I  die  !     Look  upon  me, 
^y  WeU-beloved  !     Wherefore  falter  I, 
^^Tio  strove  to  stand  ?  * 

19 
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**  And  Yudhisthira  said : 
*  More  than  was  well  the  goodly  things  of  earth 
Pleased  thee,  my  pleasant  brother !     Light  the  oflem 
And  large  thy  spirit ;  but  the  o'erfed  soul 
Plumed  itself  over  others.     Pritha's  son. 
For  this  thou  failest,  who  so  near  didst  gain.' 

"  Thenceforth  alone  the  long-armed  monarch  stro< 
Not  looking  back,  —  nay,  not  for  Bhima's  sake, — 
But  walking  with  his  face  set  for  the  Mount ; 
And  the  hound  followed  him,  —  only  the  hound. 


'*  After  the  deathly  sands,  the  Mount !  and,  lo  ! 
Sakra  shone  forth,  —  the  God,  —  filling  the  earth 
And  heavens  with  thunder  of  his  chariot- wheels. 

*  Ascend,*  he  said,  *  with  me,  Pritha*s  great  son  ! ' 
But  Yudhisthira  answered,  sore  at  heart 

For  those  his  kinsfolk,  fallen  on  the  way ; 

*  O  Thousand-eyed,  O  I^rd  of  all  the  gods, 
Give  that  my  brothers  come  with  me,  who  fell ! 


THE  GREAT  JOURNEY.  991 

^ot  without  them  is  Swaiga  sweet  to  ine. 
^c  too,  the  dear  and  kind  and  queenly,  —  she 
"^ose  perfect  virtue  Paradise  must  crown,  — 
^v^ant  her  to  come  with  us !    Dost  thou  grant  this?' 


"Tlie  God  replied :  '  In  heaven  thou  shalt  see 
^y  Icinsmen  and  the  Queen  —  these  will  attain  — 
'^^   ICrishna.    Grieve  no  longer  for  thy  dead, 

Th 

^'i  chief  of  men  !  their  mortal  covering  stripped, 


have  their  places ;  but  to  thee  the  gods 
*^^  an  unknown  grace :  thou  shalt  go  up, 
^^irig  and  in  thy  form,  to  the  immortal  homes.* 

**  But  the  King  answered :  '  O  thou  Wisest  One, 
^o  know'st  what  was,  and  is,  and  Is  to  be, 
^^^  one  more  grace  !    This  hound  hath  ate  with  me, 
^^lowed  me,  loved  me ;  must  I  leave  him  now  ? ' 


*  *  Monarch,'  spake  Indra, '  thou  art  now  as  we, — 
*^^athless,  divine ;  thou  art  become  a  god ; 
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(ilory  and  power  and  gifts  celestial. 
And  all  the  joys  of  heavea  are  thine  for  aye : 
What  hath  a  beast  with  these?    Leave  here  thy  houDC 

"  Yet  Yiidhisthira  answered :  '  O  Most  High, 

0  Thousand-eyed  and  wisest !  can  it  be 
That  one  exalted  should  seem  pitiless? 
Nay,  let  me  lose  such  glory :  for  its  sake 

1  cannot  leave  one  living  thing  I  loved.' 

■'  Then  sternly  Indra  ^>ake :  '  He  is  imclean. 
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Quit  I,  Mahendra,  this  poor  clinging  dog,  — 

&  without  any  hope  or  friend  save  me, 

&  wistful,  fawning  for  my  faithfulness ; 

So  agonized  to  die,  unless  I  help 

Who  among  men  was  called  steadfast  and  just.' 


*'  Quoth  Indra :  *  Nay,  the  altar-fiame  is  foul 
Where  a  dog  passeth ;  angjry  angels  sweep 
The  ascending  smoke  aside,  and  all  the  fruits 
Of  offering,  and  the  merit  of  the  prayer 
Of  him  whom  a  hound  toucheth.     Leave  it  here ! 
He  that  will  enter  heaven  must  enter  pure. 
Why  didst  thou  quit  thy  brethren  on  the  way, 
And  Krishna,  and  the  dear-loved  Draupadi, 
Attaining,  firm  and  glorious,  to  this  Mount 
Through  perfect  deeds,  to  lingej  for  a  brute? 
Hath  Yudhisthira  vanquished  self,  to  melt 
With  one  poor  passion  at  the  door  of  bliss  ? 
Stay'st  thou  for  this,  who  didst  not  stay  for  them, 
Draupadf,  Bhima?' 
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**  But  die  King  yet  spake : 
'  T  is  known  that  none  can  hurt  or  help  the  detd. 
They,  the  delightful  ones,  who  sank  and  died. 
Following  my  footsteps,  could  not  live  again 
Though  I  had  turned,  —  therefore  I  did  not  turn ; 
But  could  help  profit,  I  had  stayed  to  help. 
There  be  four  sins,  O  Sakra,  grievous  sins : 
The  first  is  making  suppliants  despair. 
The  second  is  to  slay  a  nursing  wife. 
The  third  is  spoiling  Brahmans*  goods  by  force. 
The  fourth  is  injuring  an  ancient  friend. 
These  four  I  deem  not  direr  than  the  crime. 
If  one,  in  coming  forth  from  woe  to  weal. 
Abandon  any  meanest  comrade  then.' 

"  Straight  as  he  spake,  brightly  great  Indra  smiled  ; 
Vanished  the  hound,  and  in  its  stead  stood  there 
The  Lord  of  Death  and  Justice,  Dharma's  self ! 
Sweet  were  the  words  which  fell  from  those  dread  lipi 
Precious  the  lovely  praise  :  '  O  thou  true  King, 
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Thou  tliat  dost  bring  to  harvest  the  good  seed 

Of  l^andu's  righteousness ;  thou  that  hast  ruth 

As  he  before,  on  all  which  lives  !  —  O  Son  ! 

1  tried  thee  in  the  Dwaita  wood,  what  time 

They  smote  thy  brothers,  bringing  water ;  then 

Thou  prayed'st  for  Nakula's  Ufe  —  tender  and  just  — 

Nor  Bhima's  nor  Aijuna's,  true  to  both, 

To  Madri  as  to  Kunti,  to  both  queens.^ 

Hear  thou  my  word  !    Because  thou  didst  not  mount 

This  car  divine,  lest  the  poor  hound  be  shent 

Who  looked  to  thee,  lo !  there  is  none  in  heaven 

Shall  sit  above  thee.  King  !  —  Bharata's  son  ! 

Enter  thou  now  to  the  eternal  joys, 

L.iving  and  in  thy  form.    Justice  and  Love 

Welcome  thee.  Monarch  !  thou  shalt  throne  with  us  ! ' 


**  Thereat  those  mightiest  gods,  in  glorious  train, 
Niahendra,  Dharma,  —  with  bright  retinue 

*  A  reference  to  the  concluding  part  of  "  The  Enchanted  Lake 
'  ^^1  explain  this.    See  p.  234. 


*» 
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Uf  Manits,  Saints,  A^trin-Kumaias,  Nats, 

S])irits,  and  angels,  —  bore  the  King  aloft. 

The  thundering  chariot  first,  and  after  it 

Those  airy-moving  l^senccs.    Serene, 

Clad  in  great  glory,  potent,  wonderful, 

They  glide  at  will,  —  at  will  they  know  and  see , 

At  wish  their  wills  are  wrought ;  for  these  are  pure, 

Passionless,  hallowed,  perfect,  free  of  earth. 

Ill  su<:h  celestial  midst  the  Kuru  king 

Soartjd  upward,  and  a  sweet  light  fiUed  the  sky. 

And  ft-II  on  earth,  cast  by  his  face  and  form. 
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WTiose  feme  hath  filled  the  three  wide  worlds,  who  corn's 
Bearing  thy  mortal  body,  which  doth  shine 
With  radiance  as  a  god's/ 

"  The  glad  King  heard 
Narad's  loud  praise ;  he  saw  the  immortal  gods,  — 
Dharma,  Mahendra ;  and  dead  chiefs  and  saints, 
Known  upon  earth,  in  blessed  heaven  he  saw. 
But  only  those.    *  I  do  desire,'  he  said, 
'  That  region,  be  it  of  the  Blest  as  this, 
Or  of  the  Sorrowful  some  otherwhere, 
^^'here  my  dear  brothers  are,  and  Draupadf. 
I  cannot  stay  elsewhere  !    1  see  them  not ! ' 

"  Then  answer  made  Purandara,  the  God  : 
thou  compassionate  and  noblest  one, 
l<est  in  the  pleasures  which  thy  deeds  have  gained. 
"0*',  being  as  are  the  gods,  canst  thou  live  bound 
%  niortal  chains  ?    Thou  art  become  of  us, 

^^  "^e  above  hatred  and  love,  in  bliss 
^'nnacled,  safe,  supreme.     Sun  of  thy  race. 
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Thy  brotbers  cannot  reach  where  thou  hast  clirnbe*' 
Most  glorious  lord  of  men,  let  not  thy  peace 
Be  touched  by  stir  of  earth  1    Look  !   this  is  heav*^ 
See  where  the  saints  sit,  and  the  liappy  souls, 
Siddhas  and  angels,  and  the  gods  who  live 
Forever  and  forever.' 

" '  King  of  gods,' 
Spake  Yudhisthira,  '  but  I  will  not  live 
A  little  space  without  those  souls  I  loved. 
O  Slayer  of  the  demons  !  let  me  go 
Wlierc  Bhima  and  my  brothers  are,  and  she, 
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"  "'"Hfi   SANSKRIT  OF  THE  SWARGArOHANA   PARl'A 
**^    MAHABHArATA.  — Vol.  it.    of  th«  Calcutta  Quarto 


^  ^^arayen.  Lord  of  lards,  be  glory  given, 
^  ^neen  Saraswati  be  praise  in  heaven  ; 
^^o   Vydsa  pay  the  reverence  due, 


^y  this  story  its  high  course  pursue. 


T'hen  Janmejaya  said  :  "  I  am  fain  to  learn 
*^o>v  it  befell  with  my  great  forefathers, 
^^  Pandu  chiefs  and  Dhritirashtra's  sons, 
*ng  to  heaven  ascended.     If  thou  know'st,  — 
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And  thou  know'st  all,  whom  wise  Vyasa  taught,— 
'lell  me.  how  fared  it  with  those  mighty  souls?" 

Answered  the  Sage :  "  Hear  of  thy  forefothei^  - 
('•ruat  Vudhisthira  and  the  Paodu  lords  — 
How  it  beft:IL     When  thus  the  blameless  King 
Was  eiiterctl  into  heaven,  there  he  beheld 
IJuryudhan:!,  his  foe,  throned  as  a  god 
Amid  the  gods ;  splendidly  sat  that  Prince, 
Peaceful  and  proud,  the  radiance  of  his  brows 
Far-shilling  like  the  sun's ;  and  round  him  throng ^ 
.villi  Sitlhy; 
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^ose  deed  it  was  that  in  wild  fields  of  war 
Brothers  and  friends  by  mutual  slaughter  fell, 
^^ile  our  swords  smote,  sharpened  so  wrathfully 
^y  all  those  wrongs  borne  wandering  in  the  woods : 
But  Diaupadfs  the  deepest  wrong,  for  he  — 
^c  who  sits  there—  haled  her  before  the  coiut, 
Seizing  that  sweet  and  virtuous  lady  —  he  !  — 
•^ith  grievous  hand  wound  in  her  tresses.    Gods, 
^  cannot  look  upon  him  1     Sith  't  is  so, 
^^^here  are  my  brothers?    Thither  will  I  go  ! ' 


Smiling,  bright  Narada  the  Saint  replied  : 
*  Speak  thou  not  rashly  !    Say  not  this,  O  King  ! 
*^  riose  who  come  here  lay  enmities  aside. 
^    ^^udhisthira,  long-armed  monarch,  hear  ! 
^^T^odhana  is  cleansed  of  sin  ;  he  sits 
'^'^hipful  as  the  saints,  worshipped  by  saints 
'^'^^  kings  who  lived  and  died  in  virtue's  path, 

^ning  to  the  joys  which  heroes  gain 
^*^o  yield  their  breath  in  battle.     Even  so 
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He  that  did  wrong  thee,  knowing  not  thy  won 
Hath  won  before  thee  hither,  raised  to  bliss 
For  lordliness,  and  valor  free  of  fear. 
Ah,  well-beloved  son  !  ponder  thou  not 
The  memory  of  that  gaming,  nor  the  giiefe 
Of  Draupadi,  nor  any  vanished  hurt 
Wrought  in  the  passing  shows  of  life  by  craft 
Or  wasteful  war.    Throne  happy  at  the  side 
Of  this  thy  happy  foeman,  —  wiser  now ; 
For  here  is  Paradise,  thou  Chief  of  men  ! 
And  in  its  holy  air  hatreds  are  dead.' 

"  Thus  by  the  Saint  addressed,  the  Kuru  Ki 
Answered  uncomforted  :  *  Duryodhana, 
If  he  attains,  attains  ;  yet  not  the  less 
Evil  he  lived  and  ill  he  died,  —  a  heart 
Impious  and  harmful,  bringing  woes  to  all, 
To  friends  and  foes.     His  was  the  crime  which 
Our  land  its  warriors,  horses,  elephants ; 
His  the  black  sin  that  set  us  in  the  field. 
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fuming  for  righiful  vengeance.     Ye  are  gods, 
•And  juBl ;  and  ye  have  granted  heaven  to  him. 
Shovf  me  the  regions,  therefore,  where  they  dwell, 
My  brothers,  those,  the  noblc-souled,  the  loyal, 
"^Vho  ke[>i  the  sacred  laws,  who  swerved  no  step 
From  virtue's  path,  who  spake  the  truth,  and  hved 
Foremost  of  warriors.     Where  is  Kunti's  son, 
The  hero-hearted  Kama?     Where  are  gone 
■  SStyaki,  Dhrishtadyumna,  with  their  sons? 
And  where  those  famous  chiefs  who  fought  for  me. 
Dying  a  splendid  death?    I  see  them  not. 
0  Nanula,  I  see  them  not !     No  King 
Itraupada  !  no  VirAla !  no  glad  face 
Of  Dhrishtaketu  I  no  Shikandina, 
nine*  of  Panch^la,  nor  his  princely  boys  ! 
Nor  Abhimanyii  the  unconquerable  ! 
t^residenl  Gods  of  heaven  !  I  see  not  here 
H.ailha's  bright  son.  nor  Vudhamanyu, 
Nor  Utiatnanjaso,  his  brother  dear  ! 
M^ere  are  those  noble  Maharashtra  lords. 


lM)r  wliosc  sweet  sakcs  1  lived,  he 
Meek-hearted  ;  but  it"  siuh  be  no 
Worthy,  I  am  not  worthy,  nor  mv 
Willing  to  rest  without  them.     Ah 
Now,  in  glad  heaven,  with  grief,  I 
Of  those  my  mother's  words,  what 
Death-water  for  my  dead  at  Kurk 
"  Pour  for  Prince  Kama,  Son  !  "  1 
His  feet  were  as  my  mother's  feet, 
Her  blood,  my  blood.     O  Gods  ! 
Albeit  Sakra*s  self  had  failed  to  bn 
The  liattle,  where  he  stood.     I  en 
Sur>'a*s  child,  that  glorious  chief  w 
By  Saryasdchi's  hand,  unknown  of 

And  Rhimn  '   nh    twv  RK:*m«i  I   *l— .- 
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^ith  tenderest  DraupadI !    Show  me  those  souls  ! 
^  cannot  tarry  where  I  have  them  not 
^  is  not  blissful,  just  and  mighty  Ones ! 
^^c  if  I  rest  beside  them.     Heaven  is  there 
^liere  Love  and  Faith  make  heaven.     Let  me  go  ! ' 


And  answer  made  the  hearkening  heavenly  Ones : 
*  ^9  if  it  seemeth  good  to  thee,  dear  son  ! 
^c  King  of  gods  commands  we  do  thy  will.* 


**  So  saying,"  the  Sage  went  on,  "  Dharma's  own  voice 
*^^^'e  ordinance,  and  from  the  shining  bands 
•^  golden  Deva  glided,  taking  hest 

^  S^ide  the  King  there  where  his  kinsmen  were. 
^  Wended  these,  the  holy  angel  first, 

^^  in  his  steps  the  King,  close  following. 

^Sether  passed  they  through  the  gates  of  pearl, 

^^her  heard  them  close  ;  then  to  the  left 

^^ending,  by  a  path  evil  and  dark,  — 

^^^  to  be  traversed,  rugged,  —  entered  they 

20 
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'l"he  '  Sinners  '  Road.'    The  tread  of  sinful  feet 
Matted  the  thick  thorns  carpeting  its  slope ! 
'Hic  smell  of  sin  hung  foul  on  them ;  the  mire 
About  their  roots  was  trampled  filth  of  flesh 
Horrid  with  rotti;nness,  and  splashed  with  gore 
(!iinlling  in  crimson  puddles;  where  there  buzzed 
And  sucked,  and  settled,  creatures  of  the  swamp. 
Hideous  in  wing  and  sting,  gnat-clouds  and  flies, 
With  raoth:>,  toads,  newts,  and  sitakes  red-gulleted ; 
And  liviil,  loathsome  worms,  writhing  in  slime 

t'onli  from  skull-holes  and  scalps  and  tumbled  l>oncs- 

\  Imniiri'-'  fuR-^it  shut  the  rnadside  in 


I  - 
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^^^^'^f  the  limbs  disparted,  trunks  and  heads, 

^^  and  maiTow,  littered  all  the  way. 

^y  ^ch  a  path  the  King  passed,  sore  afeared 

^  had  known  of  fear,  for  the  air  stank 

^^  carrion  stench,  sickly  to  breathe ;  and  lo  I 
"^^titly  'thwart  the  pathway  foamed  a  flood 

filing  waves,  roUing  down  corpses.    This 
^y  passed,  and  then  the  Asipatra  wood 
^^^d  black  in  sight,  whereof  the  undergrowth 

*^^  sword-blades,  every  blade  spitting  some  wretch  ; 

All 

*^round  poison-trees  ;  and  next  to  this, 

^Vrn  deep  with  fiery  sands,  an  awful  waste, 
■•^rethrough  the  wicked  toiled  with  blistering  feet, 


i^st  rocks  of  brass,  red  hot,  which  scorched,  and  pools 
bubbling  pitch  that  gulfed  them.     Last  the  gorge 
^-*^  Kutashdla  Mali,  —  frightful  gate 
^^  utmost  Hell,  with  utmost  horrors  filled, 
^-^adly  and  nameless  were  the  plagues  seen  there  ; 
>Vhich  when  the  monarch  reached,  nigh  overborne 
*^y  terrors  and  the  reek  of  tortured  flesh, 


( 
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Unto  the  angel  spake  he  :  '  Whither  goes 
This  hateful  road,  and  where  be  they  I  seek, 
Yet  find  not? '     Answer  made  the  heavenly  One 
'  Hither,  great  King,  it  was  commanded  me 
To  bring  thy  steps.     If  thou  be*st  overborne. 
It  is  commanded  that  I  lead  thee  back 
To  where  the  gods  wait.     Wilt  thou  turn  and  mo 


"  Then  (O  thou  Son  of  Bhdrat !)  Yudhisthir 
Turned  heavenward  his  face,  so  was  he  moved 
With  horror  and  the  hanging  stench,  and  spent 
By  toil  of  that  black  travel.     But  his  feet 
Scarce  one  stride  measured,  when  about  the  plac< 
Pitiful  accents  rang  :  '  Alas,  sweet  King  !  — 
Ah,  saintly  Ix)rd  !  —  Ah,  thou  that  hast  attained 
Pla(  e  with  the  Blessed,  Pandu*s  offspring  !  — paui 
A  little  while  for  love  of  us  who  cry  ! 
Nought  can  harm  thee  in  all  this  baneful  place ; 
But  at  thy  coming  there  'gan  blow  a  breeze 
Balmy  and  soothing,  bringing  us  relief. 
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C  >     1  *ritha's  son.  niii^hticst  of  men  !  we  breathe 
C  ilo.cd  breath  again  to  see  thee  ;  we  have  peace 
One?  moment  in  our  agonies.     Stay  here 
On^  moment  more,  BhArata's  child  !     Go  not, 
TTioii  glory  of  the  Kurus  !     Being  here, 
Hell  softens  and  our  bitter  pains  relax.* 

**  These  pleadings,  wailing  all  around  the  place, 
"Heard  the  King  Yudhisthira,  —  words  of  woe 
Hufxible  and  eager  !  and  compassion  seized 
His  lordly  mind.     *  Poor  souls  unknown  ! '  he  sighed, 
And  hellwards  turned  anew ;  for  what  those  were, 

"^nce  such  beseeching  voices,  and  of  whom, 
^^  Son  of  Pandu  wist  not,  —  only  wist 

"^^  all  the  noxious  murk  was  filled  with  forms, 

^dovry,  in  anguish,  crying  grace  of  him. 

"^'"efore  he  called  aloud  :  '  Who  speaks  with  me? 

^^^  do  ye  here,  and  what  things  suffer  ye  ? ' 

Th 

^^  from  the  black  depth  piteously  there  came 

'^^^^rs  of  whispered  suffering  :  '  Kama  I, 
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O  King  I '  and  yet  another :  *  O  my  liege. 
Thy  Bhima  speaks  !  *  and  then  a  voice  again  : 
*  I  am  Arjuna,  Brother  !  *  and  again  : 
'  Nakula  is  here,  and  Sahadev  !  *  and  last, 
A  moan  of  music  from  the  darkness  sighed  : 
'  Draupadi  cries  to  thee  ! '    Thereat  broke  forth 
The  monarch's  spirit,  knowing  so  the  sound 
Of  each  familiar  voice  :  '  What  doom  is  this  ? 
What  have  my  well-beloved  wrought  to  earn 
Death  with  the  damned,  or  life  loathlier  than  death 
In  Narak's  midst?     Hath  Kama  erred  so  deep, 
Bhima,  Arjuna,  or  the  glorious  twins, 
Or  she,  the  slender-waisted,  sweetest,  best. 
My  Princess,  —  that  Duryodhana  should  sit 
Peaceful  in  Paradise  with  ail  his  crew, 
Throned  by  Mahendra  and  the  shining  gods  ? 
How  should  these  fail  of  l)liss,  and  he  attain? 
What  were  their  sins  to  his,  their  splendid  faults? 
For  if  they  slipi)ed,  it  was  in  virtue's  way 
Serving  good  laws,  performing  holy  rites, 
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Boundless  in  gifts  and  faithful  to  the  death. 
These  be  their  well-known  voices  !     Are  ye  here, 
Souls  I  loved  best?    Dream  I,  belike,  asleep, 

* 

Or  rave  I,  maddened  with  accursed  sights, 
And  death-reeks  of  this  hellish  air? ' 


;^»' 


"  Thereat 
For  pity  and  for  pain  the  King  waxed  wroth. 
*^^  soul  fear  could  not  shake,  nor  triak  tire, 
^"'^ed  terrible  with  tenderness,  the  while 
'^  ^es  searched  all  the  gloom,  his  planted  feet 

^^^  fast  in  the  mid  horrors.     Well-nigh,  then, 
He 


^ursed  the  gods ;  well-nigh  that  steadfast  mind 


^•^^  from  its  faith  in  virtue.     But  he  stayed 

Th*  * 

''^dignant  passion,  softly  speaking  this 


^^nto 


the  angel :  *  Go  to  those  thou  serv'st ; 


T  ii 

'  ^em  I  come  not  thither.     Say  I  stand 
^''^  in  the  throat  of  hell,  and  here  will  hide  — 

y>  if  I  perish  —  while  my  vvell-belovM 
*^  ease  and  peace  by  any  pains  of  mine.* 
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"  Whereupon,  nought  replied  the  shining  One, 
But  straight  repaired  unto  the  upper  light. 
Where  Sdkra  sat  above  the  gods,  and  spake 
Before  the  gods  the  message  of  the  King." 


"  Afterwards,  what  befell?  "  the  Prince  inquired 

"  Afterwards,  Princely  One  I  "  replied  the  Sage, 
*'  At  hearing  and  at  knowing  that  high  deed 
(Great  Yudhisthira  braving  hell  for  love), 
The  Presences  of  Paradise  uprose. 
Each  Splendor  in  his  place,  —  God  Sakra  chief : 
Together  rose  ihey  and  together  stepped 
Down  from  their  thrones,  treading  the  nether  road 
Where  Yudhisthira  tarried.     Sdkra  led 
The  shining  van,  and  Dharma,  Lord  of  laws, 
Paced  glorious  next.     O  Son  of  Bhdrata, 
While  that  celestial  company  came  down  — 
Pure  as  the  white  stars  sweeping  through  the  sky. 
And  brighter  than  their  brilliance  —  look  !  hell's  shac 
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*  '^^tecl  before  them ;  warm  gleams  drowned  the  gloom  ; 
^^^y  lovely  scenes  rolled  over  the  ill  sights ; 
^^ce  calmed  the  cries  of  torment ;  in  its  bed 

^  boiling  river  shrank,  quiet  and  clear  ; 

^  Asipatra  Vana  —  awful  wood  — 

Hi 

^^^^^cmed  with  colors  ;  all  those  cruel  blades, 

^^  dreadful  rocks,  and  piteous  scattered  wreck 
Qyf 

^^thing  bodies,  where  the  King  had  passed, 

^^^i^hed  as  dreams  fade.     Cool  and  fragrant  went 

^^ind  before  their  faces,  as  these  gods 

^^M/  radiant  to  the  presence  of  the  King,  — 

^"•^ts ;  and  Vasus  eight,  who  shine  and  serve 

^^'^nd  Indra ;  Rudras ;  A^wins  ;  and  those  Six 

^*^^^ortal  Lords  of  light  beyond  our  light. 

^'    Adityas  ;  Saddhyas  ;  Siddhas,  —  these  were  there, 

^t:h  angels,  saints,  and  habitants  of  heaven, 

^^iling  resplendent  round  the  steadfast  Prince. 


Tlien  spake  the  God  of  gods  these  gracious  words 
^  Yudhisthira,  standing  in  that  place  :  — 
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**  *  King  Yudhisthira  !  O  thou  long-armed  Lord, 
This  is  enough  !     All  Heaven  is  glad  of  thee. 
It  is  enough  !     Come,  thou  most  blessed  one, 
Unto  thy  peace,  well-gained.     Lay  here  aside 
Thy  loving  wrath,  and  hear  the  speech  of  Heaven. 
It  is  appointed  that  all  kings  see  hell. 
The  reckonings  for  the  life  of  men  are  twain : 
Of  each  man*s  righteous  deeds  a  tally  true, 
A  tally  true  of  each  man's  evil  deeds. 
Who  hath  wrought  little  right,  to  him  is  paid 
A  little  bliss  in  Swarga,  then  the  woe 
Which  purges ;  who  much  right  hath  wrought,  from  I 
The  little  ill  by  lighter  pains  is  cleansed, 
And  then  the  joys.     Sweet  is  peace  after  pain, 
And  bitter  pain  which  follows  peace  :  yet  they 
Who  sorely  sin  taste  of  the  heaven  they  miss, 
And  they  that  suffer  quit  their  debt  at  last. 
Lo  !     We  have  loved  thee,  laying  hard  on  thee 
Grievous  assaults  of  soul,  and  this  black  road. 
Bethink  thee  :  by  a  semblance  once,  dear  Son  ! 
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^^^  thou  didst  beguile ;  and  once,  dear  Son  I 

*"»l>lance  of  hell  hath  so  thy  sin  assoiled, 

ich  passeth  with  these  shadows.     Even  thus 

^  ^hima  came  a  little  space  t'  account, 

^P^,  Krishna,  —  all  whom  thou  didst  love, 
•Vevi 


3«5 
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^  again  to  lose  !    Come,  First  of  men  1 


^^  be  delivered  and  their  quittance  made, 
^ne  Princes,  son  of  Bhtota  ! 


^^■ho 


fell  beside  thee  fighting,  have  attained. 


thoii  to  see  I     Kama,  whom  thou  didst  mourn,  — 
^  nnighticst  archer,  master  in  all  wars,  — 
■^^th  attained,  shining  a^i  doth  the  sun ; 
^^^  thou  and  see  !     (jrieve  no  more,  King  of  men  I 
*^^se  love  helped  them  and  thee,  and  hath  its  meed. 
^3^s  and  raaharajas,  warriors,  aids,  — 
•  "^  thine  are  thine  forever.     Krishna  waits 
^^  Rreci  thee  coming,  *companied  by  gods, 
^^ted  in  heaven,  from  toils  and  sorrows  saved. 
.    ^^  •  there  is  golden  fruit  of  noble  deeds, 
^f  prayer,  ahns,  sacrifice.    The  most  just  gods 
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Keep  thee  thy  place  above  the  highest  saints, 

vVhere  thou  shah  sit,  divine,  compassed  about 

With  royal  souls  in  bliss,  as  Hari  sits ; 

Seeing  Mindliita  crowned,  and  Bhagirath, 

1  )ai.iihynnti,  Bharata,  with  all  thy  line. 

Now  therefore  wash  thee  in  this  holy  stream, 

( limga's  pure  fount,  vrtiereof  the  bright  waves  bles: 

All  Ihi;  'ITiree  Worlds.     It  will  so  change  thy  flesh 

To  likeness  of  th'  immortal,  thou  shalt  leave 

Passions  and  aches  and  tears  behind  thee  there.' 


"  And  when  the  awful  Sikra  thus  had  said. 
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When,  as  a  dog,  I  followed  thee,  and  found 
^y  spirit  constant  to  the  meanest  friend, 
"ere  was  the  third  and  sorest  touchstone,  Son  ! 
^•^  thou  shouldst  hear  thy  brothers  cry  in  hell, 
^^  yet  abide  to  help  them.     Pritha's  child, 
»e  love  thee  !    11k>u  art  fortunate  and  pure, 
^'  triak  now.    Thou  art  approved,  and  they 
"^^u  lov'st  have  tasted  hell  only  a  space, 

^^  ^^^eriting  to  suffer  more  than  when 

An 

^^*il  dream  doth  come,  and  Indra's  beam 

^^  it  with  radiance.  —  as  this  vision  ends. 

***  ^pj)ointed  that  all  flesh  see  deatli, 

^  therefore  thou  hast  borne  the  ])assing  pangs, 

^^^^st  for  thee,  and  brief  for  those  of  thine,  — 

''^o.  the  faithful,  and  the  valiant  twins 

^'^la  and  Sahadev,  and  those  great  hearts 

^^,  Arjuna,  with  thy  princess  dear, 

^•t^padi.     Come,  thou  best-beloved  Son, 

^^«a  of  all  thy  line  !     Bathe  in  this  stream,  — 

It     ivc 

^    great  Gunga,  flowing  through  Three  Worlds.* 
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"  Thus  high-accosted,  the  rejoicing  King 
(Thy  ancestor,  O  Liege  I)  proceeded  straight 
Unto  that  river's  brink,  which  floweth  pure 
iTiroiLgh  [he  Three  Worlds,  mighty,  and  sweet,  and  pr^*-''^ 
There,  lieing  bathed,  the  body  of  the  King 
Cut  o(T  its  mortal,  coming  up  arrayed 
In  grace  celestial,  washed  from  soils  of  sin, 
From  passion,  pain,  and  change.    So,  hand  in  hanC^ 
With  brother-gods,  glorious  went  Yudhislhir, 
Ijiided  by  lovely  minstrelsy,  and  songs 
Of  unknown  music,  where  those  heroes  stood  — 
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You  ask  me.  Dear  !  what  perfect  thing 

I  find  in  all  my  wandering 

These  ancient  Sanskrit  scrolls  amid, 

Where  India's  deepest  heart  is  hid? 

Nothing,  I  answer,  half  so  wise 

As  one  glance  from  your  gentle  eyes  ! 

Nothing  so  tender  or  so  true 

As  one  word  interchanged  with  you  ! 

Because,  two  souls  conjoined  can  see 

More  than  the  best  philosophy. 

Yet,  wise  and  true  and  tender  lore 

Waits  him  who  will  those  leaves  explore, 

Which,  plucked  from  palm  or  plaintain-tree, 

Display,  in  Devanagari, 

The  grand,  sonorous,  long-linked  lines 

Wherethrough  that  **  Light  of  Asia  "  shines. 
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And  you  have  asked ;  so  I  obey, 
Hastening  upon  your  knees  to  lay 
This  lovely  lotus-blossom,  grown 
Long  ere  our  Mary's  Rose  was  blown ; 
This  pearl  of  hope,  fetched  from  the  sea 
Before  they  fished  at  Galilee  ! 
For  thus,  I  think,  your  kindest  eyes 
May  read  deep  truth  with  glad  surprise. 
The  subtle  thought,  the  far-off  faith. 
The  deathless  spirit  mocking  Death, 
The  close-packed  sense,  hard  to  unlock 
As  diamonds  from  the  mother-rock, 
The  solemn,  brief  simplicity, 
The  insight,  fancy,  mystery 
Of  Hindoo  scriptures  —  all  are  had 
In  this  divine  Upanishad. 

I  read  it  in  my  Indian  days. 
Beyond  our  city,  wliere  the  ways 
Parted  — for  Looni  and  Kirki  — 
A  hill,  stccp-sloping,  you  might  see. 
It  rises  from  the  river's  bank. 
And  all  its  sides  are  green  and  rank 
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Wih  spear-grass,  bamboo,  cactus,  thom ; 
And  bright  with  fragrant  blossoms,  bome 
By  neem  and  baubul ;  and  the  air 
Sighs  cool  across  a  prospect  fair 
Of  Deccan  villages  and  fields, 
Where  the  dark  soil  rich  tribute  yields 
Of  pulse  and  millet.     Farther  back, 
Svaji's  mountains,  flat  and  black. 
Fold  round  the  plain.     Upon  thai  hill 
There  stood  (I  think  it  staJids  there  still) 
A  little  shrine,  in  ancient  days 
Built  by  a  Sett  to  Siva's  praise  j 
Milk-white  it  glimmered  through  the  green. 
Save  that  upon  its  gate  was  seen 
A  blood-red  hand  impressed,  and,  near. 
The  threefold  mark  to  Siva  dear. 
■  &cred  and  placid  was  the  place. 
With  cool,  smooth  walls,  and  slender  grace 
Of  domed  roof,  and  a  peepul  tree, 
And  platform  of  hewn  masonry, 
"Hiereto  the  distant  city's  hum 
tame  soft,  with  broken  beats  of  dnim 
VMch  did  not  mar  the  solitude ; 
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For  all  around  that  temple  cooed 
The  creamy  doves ;  striped  squirrels  leaped 
From  stem  to  stem ;  the  musk-rat  peeped 
Under  the  wall ;  beside  the  porch 
Flamed  the  red  lizard  like  a  torch 
Flung  on  the  rock ;  the  egrets  stretched 
Their  snowy  wings ;  green  parrots  fetched 
Fruit  to  their  young  with  joyous  cries ; 
The  monkey-peoples'  mild  brown  eyes 
Glittered  from  bough  and  coping-stone ; 
And  —  underneath  a  root  —  alone. 
Dwelt  a  great  cobra,  thick  and  black, 
With  ash-gray  mottlings  on  his  back,  ^ 
A  most  prodigious  snake  !  —  but  he 
Kept  the  peace,  too,  religiously, 
With  folded  hood,  and  fangs  of  death 
Sheathed,  while  he  drew  his  slow,  cold  breatl 
Coiled  in  the  sun,  or  lapped  the  feast 
Of  warm  milk  poured  him  by  the  Priest. 

For  in  that  Temple  lived  a  Sage, 
A  Twice-born,  reverend  by  his  age 
And  wondrous  wisdom  ;  and,  it  fell 
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For  some  small  service, — vain  to  tell,  - 
This  Brahman  was  ray  friend  ;  and  so, 
Ofttimes  at  daybreak  I  would  go 
To  watch  the  sunlight  flood  tlie  bkies, 
And  ask  of  strange  philosophies. 
Thus  chanced  it  that  one  morn  wc  had 
Talk  on  this  same  Upanishad 
(Beyond  my  learning,  then,  as  now    : 
But  herein  is  jt  written  how 
I  sbwiy  spelled  the  text  we  read, 
And,  at  the  hard  words,  what  he  said 
(For  nowise  shall  one  comprehend 
Such  lore  without  some  sager  friend). 
So  have  you,  Dear !  the  help  I  had 
Conning  this  great  Upanishad, 
While  the  snake  sunned  himself  at  ease 
And  monkeys  chattered  in  the  trees, 
Ami  on  the  MooCa-MooIa  lay 

of  the  growing  Day. 
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[In  a  Temple  beside  the  River  Moota-Moola,  near  the  city  of  Pooi 
Brahman  Prkst  and  an  English  **  Sahcb  '*  read  together  from  a  S 
krit  manuscript  the  first  three  Vaults  or  ^  Lotus-Stems  "  of  the  A' 
U/anisAad.] 

FIRST  VALLi. 

Sahcb,  UsAN  ha  vai  Vaj.vsravas  —  the  scroll 
Commcnccth  thus  !  Sarwavedasandadau  — 
Which  is,  interpreted  :  "  For  hope  of  heaven 
All  that  he  had,  Vajasrava's  great  son 
Gave  to  the  poor." 

Priest,  *T  is  so  ! 

S,  Tasva  ha  nam 

PuTRA  AS  Naciiiketas  :  "  and  of  him 
The  son  was  Nachiketas." 

P,  Yea  !  the  scroll 

Speaketh  of  one  who  saw  Death  face  to  face 
And  (questioned  Death,  and  from  dread  Yama's  \\\ 
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Earned  utmost  lore  of  life  and  death  ;  and  —  dead  — 
Liveth  for  ever  and  for  ever.     Read 
This  holy  scripture  onward  !     I  will  still 
*^'ie  the  comment. 
^'  DakshinAsu,  Sir  I 

KWiUL%^  3ANTAN  NIYAMANAsU 

S^4W)H'^vivESHA :  "  When  the  gifts  were  brought, 
^"8  filial  pity  seized  the  young  man's  heart." 
(^^  Sifts,  and  wherefore,  Pundit?) 

These  were  cows ; 
And  because  Gautama  was  poor,  his  cows  — 

he  le;in^^  of  the  fields  —  furnished  a  gift 

ortl\\^55  to  take  or  give,  save  for  the  heart 
^^^^^^r  charity  which  offered  them. 

•  So  *MANYAT  —  thus  it  runs :  '*  And  then  he  thought," 
Prrf)i)AK.i, "  Such  beasts  as  drink  the  pool," 
J^'GDu^j^jjjj^^  DUGDiurjOHA,  "  and  eat, 
•"iWess,  the  grass,"  but  nirixdriva,  "  keep 
*  ^  power  to  breed  ; "  ta  dadat  gachciiati 


A  A 


•  ^'axda  nanu  te  lokastan  sa, 


<•  \\r 


*"o  giveth  such,  unto  a  region  goes 

Joyless  j '» 

Good  I  this  he  thought,  —  and  then  he  said  ? 
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S.   S\  HOVACH  PITARAH  TAT,  MANDASYASI 

Kasmai  :  "  And  then  he  said  unto  his  sire, 
'  To  whom  wilt  thou  that  I  be  given? '" 

A  Ay: 

■  r  is  thus ;  but,  comprehendest  thou  ?    The  boy 
(Iricvcd  so  to  see  his  father's  fruitless  gift  — 
\\'liicti  could  not  profit ;  th^tt  for  tender  love 
Himself  he  offered,  saying,  "  Give  me,  sir  !  " 

S.  DwHTAN  TRriTVANNAN  HOVACH :  "  when  that " 
And  thrice  he  said  it,  Gautama  his  sire," 
Mkihave  TiVa  dadami,  "  spake,  in  wTath, 
To  IK-ath  I  give  thee  !" 

/'.  T  was  a  hasty  cry 
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^^^f  best  he  was ;  and,  though  the  scroll  saith  nought, 
^  suie  that  woful  father  wept,  and  cried : 
^^^^is !  I  spake  in  wrath,  guilty  and  rash  ! 
Alas  !  I  would  not  buy  Heaven's  self  with  thee  I 
L>  son !  take  back  thy  word,  that  I  may  take 
'*^y  heedless  utterance  back  !  my  child  !  my  child  1 
"o-w  could  I  slay  thee,  who  would  die  for  thee?  " 
*  ^^xeto  the  lad  replied  —  repeat  the  script ! 
^S*.  Anupasya  yatha  purwe  —  "  Sir  I  bethink 
"^'^Jv-  those  of  old,  the  saints,  clove  to  their  word ; 
"c>  w  those  who  live  to-day  must  cleave  to  it ! 
^^^^  sesamum  ripens  our  mortal  life ; 
A-ik.^  sesamum  *t  is  reaped,  sifted,  and  sown 
*^^  grow  again." 

-^'*.  He  meaneth  :  "  Not  for  life  — 

Wliich  is  but  blade,  and  ear,  and  husk,  and  grain 
^o  the  self-living,  changeless  sesamum  !  — 
^ot  for  this  fleeting  world  —  should  holy  men 
Speak  one  word  vainly."     Now,  again,  thy  scroll 
^^  silent  here ;  yet,  thou  mayst  justly  think 
^he  woful  father  bowed  his  head,  and  knew 
^ne  boy's  speech  good,  and  bore  to  see  him  go, 
"^^  both  their  sayings  should  be  justified. 
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So  went  he — seeking  Death  —  to  yield  himself  I 
But  coming,  all  unsutnmoned,  to  the  house 
Where  red  Uealh  dwells,  no  Yama  found  he  there 
To  bid  him  bitter  welcome.    Then  he  lodged 
Three  days  and  nights  in  the  abode  of  Death 
A  giicst  untended.    Take  the  scroll  anew, 
And  read  of  Nachikgtas  in  Death's  Hall 

S.        Vaiswanara  praviShatvatt 

AlTTHI  GRiHAN  BrAHMANO,  "a  gUCSt 

Tli.it  is  a  Twice-born,  entering  at  the  door 

Conictli  like  sacred  fire ; "  tasvaitan 
Sanj [N  Ki:Bv\'AN'n,  har  Vaivaswata  I 
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And  Yartia,  coming  home,  and  seeing  there 
^o^g  Nachikfitas  all  unhonored,  saith  : 

^^  ^TRIRYADVATSIRGRIHi  —  FCad  ! 

•^'  **  *  ITiree  days  and  nights,  O  Brahman  I  tarriedst  thou, 
^^  bringing  thee,  who  art  a  noble  guest, 
^^  and  foot-water !  therefore,  now,  to  thee 
l^ntant  salutations  I  and  to  me 
'^Siveness  for  this  sin  1    But,  ere  thou  diest, 

'^e  three  boons,  for  each  past  night  one  boon.' 
^^  Nachik^tas  said  :  *  That  Gautama 
'^Qitiforted,  and  restful  in  his  mind, 
^^kiiig  fair  thoughts  of  me,  who  die  for  him,  — 
*^>  of  thy  three  boons,  Yama  !  first  I  ask.' 


^^^'ered  the  (iod  of  Death  :  *  Tliis  boon  I  grant ; 
y  father  shall  be  comforted,  and  think 


^^tle  and  holy  thoughts  of  thee  ;  shall  sleep 
^^ceful  at  nights,  knowing  —  by  dreams  I  send  — 
*^  Qou  hast  made  happy  passage  of  Death's  gate.' " 
•^*    Now  Nachiketas  asks  again  —  and  mark 

*^Qvv  simple-sweet  our  Sanskrit  rolls  along  ! 

^^»  too,  how  bold  he  speaks  to  Yama  here  1 

^A  UHYAN  KINCHA  SWARGE  LOK^  —  read  1 
^A^,  NA  TATRA  T^\AN. 
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S.  Na  TATRA  TWAN  — 

"  *  In  Swarga-lok  —  in  the  abodes  of  Heaven  — 
There  is  not  any  dread ;  nor,  any  more, 
Terror  of  thee  !    Thou  art  not  there ;  nor  tears, 
Nor  thirst,  nor  hunger,  nor  the  aches  of  life  1 
But,  fled  past  farthest  reach  of  grief,  the  souls 
Sleep  safely  in  that  place.    If  that  place  be. 
Thou  knowest,  Yama  !  how  the  sacrifice 
Is  kindled  which  may  gain  it ;  make  me  know ; 
That  I,  who  die,  may  light  that  holy  fire, 
And  come,  avoiding  Hell,  to  Swarga's  peace. 
This,  of  thy  three  boons,  is  tlie  next  I  ask.'  " 
y.    Rightly  thou  readest !    Yama  answereth  hir 
S,   Pra  Tfe  URAViMi  —  "  *  I  shall  tell  thee  !   hear 
I  know  that  holy  fire,  and  how  it  springs. 
'I'he  splendor  of  it  shineth  through  all  worlds. 
Possessing  them  !     The  strength  of  it  upholds 
The  Universe  !     Its  spark  is  hidden  close 
Inside  the  inmost  man,  in  the  hollow  heart.*  " 
Guru  !  what  meaneth  he  ? 

y.  He  meaneth  this : 

"  The  spirit  of  a  man,  whereby  he  strives, 
Flashes  from  star  to  star  —  if  so  it  will  — 
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^d  —  if  it  win  —  sleeps  in  the  smallest  drop 
Of  the  midmost  heart-blood."    Yama  sayeth  so. 

^S".    Yet,  Pundit,  this  is  hard  to  comprehend ! 
fl^ow  can  it  be  that  what  hath  plenitude 
^  range  from  star  to  star  should  hide  itself 
^*  the  hollow  of  a  heart? 
-^-  I  answer  thee 

^^  of  the  great  Upanishad,  sumamed 
^^^^dogya  !     Gather  me  up  yon  fruit 
'^Pped  by  the  parrots  from  the  Banyan  ! 
^^t  seest  thou  therein? 
^^  A  scarlet  fig 

^^   larger  than  the  Moulvie's  praying  bead  ! 


\  Break  it,  and  say  again  ! 
^.  I  break  it,  sir, 

^^^  see  a  hundred  little  yellow  seeds  ! 
•^.  Break  it,  and  say  again  ! 
•S.  I  break  a  seed  ; 

^-^  is  as  slight  as  though  a  silkworm's  egg 
^^'^cre  cnished  ;  and  in  the  midst  a  germ,  a  speck  I 
-^.  Break  it,  and  say  again  ! 
•^'.  The  speck  is  gone 

^  touching.  Guru  !  there  is  nothing,  now  ! 
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P.   Yet,  in  that  "  nothing  "  lay  (thou  knowest  we' ' 
The  Nyagrodha  tree,  the  Banyan  tree, 
Comely  and  vast  as  it  was  fonned  to  grow  ; 
\Vith  all  its  thousand  downward- dropping  stems 
Waiting  to  fall  from  all  its  thousand  boughs, 
And  all  its  lakhs  on  lakhs  of  lustrous  leaves 
^^'aiting  to  |>ush  to  sunlight,  and  so  make 
New  canopies  of  flower  and  fruit  and  shade 
^\here  creatures  of  the  field,  fowls  of  the  air. 
Monkey  and  squirrel-folk  might  find  their  home, 
An<l  man  and  cattle  'neath  its  ample  roof 
Ha\u  shuller  from  the  noon.     This  Forest-King  — 
Of  bulk  to  overspread  a  Raja's  camp  — 
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"*  ? 


I*'ily  r<^'j)eatc(l ;  till,  tlic  lesson  learned, 
^eaih  spake  again,  soft-smiling  —  yea  !    Death  said, 
The  dread,  kind  god  :  '  See  !  I  have  taught  thee  this, 
And  after  thee  henceforward  shall  be  named 
*^t  fire  by  all  men.     Also  take  this  chain 
^f  many  colors  !  *  "     What  chain  meaneth  he  ? 

-^-     X  know  not !     None  well  knoweth  1  *t  is  forgot, 
^-^  never  told  us  from  the  ancient  times. 
*^*     **  *  Whoso  performs/  the  King  of  Death  went  on, 
"^e^  times  this  Nachik^tas  sacrifice. 


^vii^,:^  by  three  been  taught,  doing  three  works. 


onqvicrs  those  three—  the  Birth,  the  Life,  the  Death  ! 
Who 


eds  that  flame  —  from  Brahma  sprung  —  divine, 
'^Oy  of  praise,  light-giving  —  comes  to  peace 
*^ss  and  pure.     Who,  knowing  it  threefold, 
^^    it  thrice  —  I  say  —  fears  not  my  noose 
^c^und  his  body  —  dies  rejoicingly, 
^^  I>iisseth  to  the  peace  of  Swarga-lok  !  *  " 

-     which    "  threefold   works  "  ?    what    "  teachers 
.three  "  ? 

The  threefold  works  are,  surely,  Sacrifice, 
'^^g  the  Veds,  and  Liberality. 


Th^ 


threefold  Teachers  are  the  Mother  first, 


I 

i 
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And  next  the  Father,  and  the  Guru  third. 

ESHA  TE  AGNIRNACHIKET  —  prOCecd  ! 

S,  "  *  This  is  the  holy  flame,  to  hear  whereof 
Thou,  Nachiketas,  for  thy  second  boon 
Didst    choose  —  so   shall    men    name    it  1     No^ 

third  ? ' 
*  There  is  this  doubt,*  young  Nachiketas  said : 
'  Thou  dost  give  peace  —  is  that  peace  Nothingness 
Some  say  that  after  death  the  soul  still  lives, 
Personal,  conscious ;  some  say.  Nay,  it  ends  ! 
Fain  would  I  know  which  of  these  twain  be  true, 
By  thee  enlightened.     Be  my  third  boon  this.* 
Then  Yama  answered,  '  This  was  asked  of  old, 
Even  by  the  gods  !    This  is  a  subtle  thing. 
Not  to  be  told,  hard  to  be  understood  ! 
Ask  me  sonic  other  boon  :  I  may  not  grant ! 
Choose  wiser,  Nachiketas ;  force  me  not 
To  quit  this  debt  —  release  me  from  my  bond  ! ' 
Then,  still  again  spake  Nachiketas  :  *  Ay  I 
The  gods  have  asked  this  question ;  but,  O  Death 
Albeit  thou  sayest  it  is  a  subtle  thing, 
Not  to  be  told,  hard  to  be  understood. 
Yet  know  I  none  can  answer  like  to  thee. 
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•^ncl  no  boon  like  to  this  abides  to  ask, 
I  ^rave  this  boon  ! '  " 

-^-  Mark,  now,  iiow  Yama  strives 

^o  keep  his  mighty  secret ;  SatAyush 

^^^^^TtAPAUTRAN  VRINISHWA,  FUnS  it  nOt  ? 
"^ASTI    HIRANYAMASWAN  ? 

•^-  Sir,  *t  is  so  ! 

Choose/  spake  he, '  sons  and  grandsons,  who  shall  thrive 

hundred  years  :  choose  for  them  countless  herds  — 

•'-^^'phants,  horses,  gold  !     Carve  out  thy  lands 
n  Kingcloms  for  them.     Nay,  or  be  thyself 

*^Jn^  again  on  earth,  reigning  as  long 
As  life  shall  satisfy.     And,  further,  add 
^Qto  these  gifts  whatever  else  thou  wilt, 
"^calth,  wisdom,  happiness  —  the  rule  of  the  world, 
.^nd  I  will  fill  the  cup  of  thy  desires  ! 
>  batso  is  hard  to  gain  and  dear  to  keep 
^  ^»i"  eyes  of  men,  ask  it  of  me,  and  have  ! 
'^cautifui^  fond  companions,  fair  as  those 
J^at  ride  the  cars  of  Indra,  singing  sweet 
0  msu-uinents  of  heavenly  melody, 
^<^'iier  than  mortal  eye  hath  gazed  upon  : 
^^  these,  have  heaven  within  their  cHngiui^  arms  ! 


)  :  .li.  >\ar\.t  C)i-    .-.. 

I  give  ihciii  —  1  ;m\c  C']]  ;  saw  this  on-  thine:  ; 
Ask  not  of  Death  what  cometh  after  death  !    "' 

J\   Maranan  manupraksh!  —  yes,  't  is  there  ! 
"  Question  not  Death  of  death  "  —  yet  who  else  knov 
What  saveth  Nachiketas  now? 

S,  He  saith  : 

Swo  bhawa  —  "  *  Things  that  die  to-morrow  be 
Those  glories  of  the  senses  !     O  thou  God 
That  endest  men  I  our  longest  life  is  brief ! 
The  horses,  and  the  elephants,  and  thrones, 
ITie  sweet  companions,  and  the  song  and  dance. 
Are  thine,  and  end  in  thee  !     Gold  buys  not  blis^ 
If  we  have  wealth,  we  see  thee  near,  and  know 
We  live  but  till  thou  wiliest !     Let  my  l)Oon 
Be  as  I  asked  —  that,  and  not  otherwise  ! 
Ah  !  in  our  sa«l  world  dwelling,  how  should  maili 
Who  I  jels  himself  day  after  day  decline, 
I  )av  a-'  rr  ih\  dc(  av  —  till  death's  day  come  ; 
Who  sees  how  beauty  fades,  and  fond  love  fails. 
He  glad  to  live  a  little  longer  span, 
For  so  much  Ioniser  anguish  ?     Nay  I  my  boon  ! 
Tell  me,  great  Yama  !  what  the  true  word  is 
In  this  which  men  incjuire,  the  very  truth 
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1  chief  question,  of  the  life  to  come, 

e  be  life  !  if  the  souPs  self  lives  on  ! 

t  else  asks  Nachiketas,  only  that 

hath  been  hidden,  and  which  no  man  knows ; 

no  man  knows.' "    O  Guru  !  will  he  tell? 


HERB  ENDS  THE  FIRST  VALLI  OP  THE 


Katha  Upanishad. 
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SECOND  VALLl. 


Sakeb.  "  Then  Yama  yielded,  granting  the  great  t 
And  spake  :  '  Know,  first  of  all,  that  what  Is  Good 
And  H-liat  is  Pleasant  —  these  be  separate  I 
Hy  many  ivays,  in  diverse  instances 
I'leasure  or  Good  lay  hold  upon  each  man  I 
liloijud  is  he  who.  choosing  high,  lets  go 
Pleasure  for  Good.     The  Pleasure -seekers  lose 
l.iL's  end,  so  lived. 

" '  The  Pleasant  and  the  Gooc 
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^^^■xied'st  to  tread  the  path  of  wealth,  wherein 
^^^    foolish  perish. 

"  *  Wide  asunder  stand 
*^^<iom  and  ignorance ;  in  sundering  ways 
Tfieyr  lead  mankind  !     I  judge  thee  wholly  given 
-*  ^^    >ivisdom,  seeing  all  these  joys  of  sense 
^^rs\iaded  not. 

"  'The  foolish  ones  who  live 
^^^    ignorance,  holding  themselves  as  wise 
^^^^^   well-instructed,  tread  the  round  of  change 
^it:H    erring  steps,  deluded,  like  the  blind 
iDy  the  blind  ! ' " 

O  Master  !  how  should  one 
^^^ully  fail  of  wisdom  ?    What  is  this  ? 
^'**"^'''  must  we  love  to  know,  if  we  may  know  I 


He  speaketh  of  the  deeper  knowledge  here, 
liigher  ignorance  !     If  one  should  con 
^^*^^^^cver  E^t  and  West  have  gained  of  lore, 
'^^^^i   deem  he  knoweth  Truth,  holding  this  world 
^^*"   tirue,  —  that  man  is  ignorant,  and  dies 
^^   live  again,  until  he  learn  to  die 
**^  death  which  frees  from  living.     Wise  men  say 
V  K^ena  Upanishad  that  high  verse  holds  !) 


30  THE   SECRET   OF   DEATH. 

"  He  is  unknown  to  whoso  think  they  know. 
And  known  to  whoso  know  they  know  him  not" 

6".   I  thank  thee,  Pundit !     Now  the  holy  text 
Seemeth  to  read  — 

"  '  The  necessary  road 
Which  brings  to  life  unchanging  is  not  seen 
By  such  !  wealth  dazzles  heedless  hearts  !  deceived 
With  shows  of  sense,  they  deem  their  world  is  real. 
And  the  unseen  is  nought ;  so,  constantly, 
Fall  they  beneath  my  stroke  ! 

"  *  To  reach  to  Being 
Beyond  all  seeming  Being,  to  know  true  life,  — 
This  is  not  gained  by  many ;  seeing  that  few 
So  much  as  hear  of  it,  and  of  those  few 
The  more  part  understand  not.     Brahma*s  Truth 
Is  wonderful  to  tell,  splendid  to  see. 
Delightful,  being  perceived,  when  the  wise  teach.* 
Teach  me  a  little,  here,  what  Brahma  is  ! 

P.    I  tell  thee  from  the  Sw^ta^watara  1 
"HE,  Who,  Alone,  Undifferenced,  unites 
With  Nature,  making  endless  difference, 
Producing  and  receiving  all  which  seems. 
Is  Brahma  !     May  he  give  us  light  to  know  ! 


»» 
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**  He  is  the  Unseen  Spirit  which  informs 
^\11  subtle  essences  !     He  flames  in  fire, 
He   shines  in  Sun  and  Moon,  Planets  and  Stars  ! 
He    bloweth  with  the  winds,  rolls  with  the  waves  ! 
He    is    Prajapati,  that  fills  the  worlds  ! 

H  e  is  the  man  and  woman,  youth  and  maid  ! 

*  ^^  e   l^abe  new-bom,  the  withered  ancient,  propp>ed 
^  pon    his  staff!     He  is  whatever  is, — 

*  I'^e   l>iack  bee,  and  the  tiger,  and  the  fish, 

^^   green  bird  with  red  eyes,  the  tree,  the  grass, 
^^    CI  loud  that 'hath  the  lightning  in  its  womb, 
^^   Seasons,  and  the  seas  !     By  Him  they  are, 
*^Im  begin  and  end."     Now,  read  thou  on. 
*^-       "  *  The  uttermost  true  soul  is  ill-perceived 
^   *^im,  who,  unenlightened,  sayeth  :  I 

1    ;  thou,  thou  ;  and  life  divided  !     He 
^^    Icnoweth  life  undifferenced,  declares 
^    Spirit,  what  it  is.  One  with  the  All. 
*^^    tihis  is  Truth  !     But  nowise  shall  the  Truth 


«« 


^ Compassed,  if  thou  speak  of  small  and  great ! 

Excellent  youth  !  the  knowledge  thou  didst  crave 
^s  not   with   speech:    words   are   the   false   world's 
signs  ! 
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By  insight  surely  comes  it,  if  one  hears 
True  teachers  teach  the  Life  undifferenced. 
Lo  !  thou  hast  loved  the  Truth,  and  striven  for  it 
I  would  that  others,  Nachik^tas,  strove  ! 

"  *  Yea,  boy,  as  thou  didst  know,  the  joys  of  sens< 
Are  vain ;  since  lasting  good  may  not  be  won 
From  the  Impermanent.    Therefore  that  fire. 
Divinely  kindled  in  the  hollow  heart. 
Bums  down  at  length.     Thou  seek*st  the  Permanen 

"  '  Thou,  Nachik^tas  !  by  my  second  boon 
Didst  comprehend  the  fruit  of  sacrifice,  * 
The  Rest  where  all  desires  are  somewhile  fed ; 
Where  the  world's  centre  is ;  where  fear  departs; 
Laudable,  lovely,  high,  of  large  expanse ; 
Desirable,  the  glad  abode  of  Bliss. 
Thou  sawest  these  and  sett'dst  them  aside. 
Wise  in  thy  fixedness  I 

"  *  Only  the  wise  — 
By  Adhvatmavoga  —  severing 
Their  thoughts  from  shows,  and  fixing  it  on  truths. 
See  HIM,  the  Perfect  and  Unspeakable, 
Hard  to  he  S'X'n.  retreating,  ever  hid 
Deeper  and  dct  per  in  the  Uttermost ; 


f 
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•^'^ose  House  was  never  entered,  who  abides 
"'^^^>^^,  and  before,  and  always;  and,  so  seeing, 
*^  *"^^     :ireed  from  griefs  and  pleasures  ! 

"  *  Hearing  this, 
^^^•^c::eiving  verity,  —  desiring  it, 
*  '^  *^-ijiguishing  the  soul's  deep  attributes 


ly  discerned,  far-reaching,  —  mortal  man 
^J  ^^^iceth,  having  noble  cause  for  joy. 
*  ^^*  thee,  O  Nachiketas,  I  perceive 
^^^art  whose  door  stands  open  for  the  Truth  ! '  " 
t*   Good  !  *t  is  the  sense  ;  albeit  once  and  twice 
feet  did  stray,  treading  this  lofty  path 
^  ^i^aming,  faintly  traced.     Now  shall  the  boy 
Yama  closer,  and  the  Truth  will  come  ! 

-^TRA  DHARMMODANYATrAdHARMM  — 
''^-^^^' A  rRASMATKRrrAKRrrAT 

--^TRA  BHUTACHCH  BHAVYACHCH,  —  TaD  VAD  ! 

t  saith  he  ? 

"  *  Make  it  known  to  me,'  he  saith, 
o  is  HE?     What?    Whom  thou  hast  knowledge  of 
er  than  Good  and  111,  Unseen,  Exempt 
causes  and  effects  ;  Outside  the  sphere 
Viat  which  was  or  will  be  ;  More  than  these 
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Miglitier,  remoter,  deeper  ! ' 

"  Varna  spake : 
'  'nic  answer  whereunto  all  Vedas  lead ; 
The  answer  wbereunto  all  Penance  strives ; 
'llii'  answer  whereunto  those  strain  that  live 
As  Itrahniaeliarjas  —  hear  this  from  me.'  " 

What  (lid  he  whisper.  Guru? 

/'.  Doubt  thou  not 

1  le  breathe<l  the  holy  6m.    Yet  if  Death  spake 
'i"h:il  ^saireil  word  so  softly,  let  us  not 
l'".xreeil  ilic  reverent  text,  which  in  this  place 
Hath  a  yreat  silence  !     But  the  (lod  saith  more, 
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^^    i--^    not  horn.      It  doth  not  (Uc.     It  sprang 
^'■^^rii  none,  and  it  begetteth  none  !     Unmade, 
Arn  mortal,  changeless,  primal,  —  I  can  break 
Tl'ie    L>ody,  but  that  soul  I  cannot  harm  ! '  " 

-^^-     Now  is  the  next  verse  famous  !  —  mark  it  well. 
'^^    inmost  secret  of  thy  scroll  lies  here. 
^J"^   shalt  thou  pluck  from  this  most  ancient  shell 


^^^    v^'hitest  pearl  of  wisdom's  treasury  ! 
^-**'^over,  in  the  "  Song  of  God  "  't  is  set, 
^=^^    shineth  in  the  iSwitaswatara, 

^^*-        HaNTA  CHENMANYATfe  HANTUN 
^  -"^--VSCHENMANYATE  HATAN, 
*^-<^U  TAU  NA  VIJNYANITO 
^^--^M  HANTI  NA  ILVNYATE. 

"^  *     he  that  slayeth  thinks  "  I  slay ;  "  if  he 
^^^*Ti  he  doth  slay,  thinks  *'  I  am  slain,"  — then  both 
^^^''^^  not  aright !     That  which  was  life  in  each 
^  ^•^  ot  be  slain,  nor  slay  ! 

" '  The  untouched  Soul, 

^■^^"^er  than  all  the  worlds  [because  the  worlds 

Bv    ^^ 

*^   subsist]  ;  smaller  than  subtleties 

^Vkings  minutest ;  last  of  ultimates, 
^    in  the  hollow  heart  of  all  that  lives  I 
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Whoso  hath  laid  aside  desire  and  fear. 
His  senses  mastered,  and  his  spirit  still, 
Sees  in  the  quiet  light  of  verity 
Kturnal,  safe,  majestical  —  his  soul  I 

" '  Resting,  it  ranges  everywhere  !   asleep, 
It  roams  the  world,  unsleeping  !     Who,  save  I, 
Know  that  divinest  spirit,  as  it  is, 
Glail  beyond  joy,  existing  outside  life? 

"  '  Beholding  it  in  bodies  bodiless. 
Amid  impermanency  permanent. 
Embracing  all  things,  yet  i'  the  midst  of  all. 
The  mind,  enlightened,  casts  its  grief  away  ! 
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''  '  How  Otherwise 
Should  mortal  know  where  that  sure  Life  abides 
^^^^oreto  Brahmans  and  Kshattriyas  are  but  meats 
And  Death  the  garnishing?'" 

The  Vaiii  ends  I 
Ah,   A I  aster  !  what  is  this  which  Yama  saith? 
-^-       Ka  ittha  VEDA  YATRA  SA  ?    The  scroll 
^ebulccth  thee  !     "  Who  grasps  HIM  ?"     Meditate  ! 
shines  no  light,  save  the  SouPs  light,  to  show  ! 
le  Soul's  light !  — 

END  OF  THE  SECOND  VAIXL 
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THIRD  VALLI. 

Sii/u!i.   "  So  Yama  spake ;  and  Nachikgtas  then  — 
U'itli  e^oul  and  spirit  drinking  due  result 
Of  lliis  world's  works  —  approached  the  Hidden  Ho* 
Whi^rc-  the  SUPREME  abides : 

"  Knowers  of  Brahr 
I 'i-r formers  of  tlie  threefold  sacrifice. 
Anil  tliey  that  light  the  Nachiketas  fire. 
Call  soul  and  spirit  —  ever  this  way  linked  — 
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*-      Iff 

'''^"  Senses  as  the  steeds,  and  things  of  sense 
^  '^^  Ways  they  trample  on.     So  is  the  Soul 
^^  Lord  that  owneth  spirit,  body,  will, 
Mind,  senses  —  all ;  itself  unowned.     Thus  think 
The  wise! 

"  He  who  is  unwise  drives  with  reins 
^'^ck  on  the  neck  o*  the  senses ;  then  they  ramp, 
-Like  restive  horses  of  a  charioteer. 

He  that  is  wise,  with  watchful  mind  and  firm, 
Calriis  those  wild  Five,  so  they -go  fair  and  straight. 
Like  well-trained  horses  of  a  charioteer. 

*'  The  man  unwise,  unmindful,  evil-lived. 
Comes  not  to  that  fixed  Place  of  Peace  ;  he  falls 
Back  to  the  region  of  sense-life  again  ! 

**  The  wise  and  mindful  one,  heart-purified, 
Atiaineth  to  the  changeless  Place,  wherefrom 
^cver  again  shall  births  renew  for  him  ! 

*  for,  whoso  rides  this  chariot  of  the  flesh  — 
^  "e  reins  of  mind  well  grasped,  the  charioteer 
^•tnful  and  firm  —  comes  to  his  journey's  end, 
^'^s^nii'sai)i^ing.seat,  the  Utmost  Home." 
^"'ould  hear  farther,  Gum  !  of  that  Home  ! 
Hear  what  is  taught  in  the  Khandogya  I 
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"  The  body  is  the  City,  and  its  heart 
The  Palace,  and  the  Royal  Presence  there 
A  hid,  invisible,  close,  subtle  thing, 
On  an  ethereal  lotus-seat  enthroned, 
The  Spirit  —  Atman  ! 

"  And  if  they  shall  say 

*  How  should  we  seek,  -how  should  we  understa — — ^ 
That  kingly  spirit,  sitting  on  the  Throne, 

Hid  in  the  Palace  of  the  Body's  Heart, 
Invisible,  small,  subtle?' 

"  Answer  them : 

*  As  large  as  is  the  unbounded  Universe, 
So  large  that  little,  hidden  Spirit  is  ! 

The  Heavens  and  Earths  are  in  it !     Fire  and  2S^ 
And  sun  and  moon  and  stars,  darkness  and  lighl 
It  comprehends  !     Whatever  maketh  Man, 
The  present  of  him,  and  the  past  of  him. 
And  what  shall  be  of  him,  —  all  thoughts  and  thinj 
Lie  folded  in  the  ethereal  vast  of  It ! ' 

"  And,  if  they  say  :  *  What  then  is  left  of  it 
When  eld  upon  the  Body's  City  creeps, 
And  breaks  anrl  scatters  it ;  and  all  its  walls 
Fall ;  and  the  Palace  of  the  Heart  is  void. 
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Ulit^Tg  dwelt  the  being,  the  desire,  the  life, 
^Ws  Royal  Spirit's  kingship?' 

"  Answer  them : 
-^y  CDortal  years  the  Immortal  grows  not  old  ! 
•*  Ae  Atman  changes  not !    The  Body's  death 
^*Us  not  the  soul !     It  hath  its  City,  still, 
^  I^alace,  and  its  hidden,  proper  life  ! 
'^^^oming  Self  of  Self;  set  clear  from  sin, 
'^^  the  snake  casts  her  slough  ;  made  free  of  flesh, 
^^^  a^e,  ache,  hunger,  thirst,  sorrow,  and  death  : 
*  ^onceforth  desiring  the  desirable, 

thinking  ever  what  is  good  to  think  1 '  " 
'-  Sayeth  thy  scripture  this  ? 

Ay  !  this  it  saith  !  — 
Lpathaka  the  Eighth,  Khanda  the  First ; 
'^'^ci  in  the  Second  :  "  If  a  soul  depart 
^-i^^tructed  —  knowing  itself —  and  knowing  truth, 
^^d  how  that  Brahma  and  the  Self  are  One  — 
^^en  hath  it  freedom  over  all  the  worlds  : 
^^^,  if  it  wills  the  region  of  the  Past, 
^^  Fathers  and  the  Mothers  of  the  Past 
Come  to  receive  it ;  and  that  Soul  is  glad  ! 
^^^  if  it  wills  the  region  of  the  Homes, 
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The  Brothers  and  the  Sisters  of  the  Homes 
Come  to  receive  it ;  and  that  Soul  is  glad  I 
And  if  it  wills  the  region  of  the  Friends, 
The  Well-beloved  come  to  welcome  it 
With  love  undying  ;  and  that  Soul  is  glad  ! 
And  if  it  wills  a  world  of  grace  and  peace 
Where  garlands  are,  and  perfumes,  and  delights 
Of  delicate  meats  and  drinks,  music  and  song, 
Lo  !  fragrances,  and  blossoms,  and  delights 
Of  dainty  banquets,  and  the  streams  of  song 
Come  perfect  to  it ;  and  that  Soul  is  glad  ! 
And  if  it  make  its  bliss  in  beauty's  arms, 
Finding  most  wonder,  most  release,  most  rest 
On  the  soft  bosoms  of  the  Maids  of  Heaven, 
Lo  I  the  bright  Maids  of  Heaven  —  morj  loving-s 
Than  loveliest  earthly  beauty  —  come  to  him 
Rejoiced  —  rejoicing  !     And  that  Soid  if,  glad  !  " 

A 

S.    How  should  the  Atman,  Gura.  (  this  glad  so 
Mix,  and  be  one  with  l>rahma —  being  itself  ? 

y.    There  is  an  answer  in  the  Upar.ishads: } 
"  How  should  this  stream  —  our  Moota-Moola  hei 
Which  presently  is  Beema,  and  anon 
Kistna,  and  fallcth  so  into  the  sea, 
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ri\-er  and  1)C  sea?     Vet  thus  it  is  ! 

*  *»^  great  Godaveri,  who  pours  herself 
into  the  Lanka  waves  —  is  she  destroyed? 

"^s  Gunga  vanished,  when  her  sacred  tides 
^'acken  against  the  main  ?  or  Brahmap(it  ? 
^r  Indus?  or  the  five  white  sister-floods 

*^  Hi<  h  by  the  mouth  of  Indus  find  escape? 
^^^  *    these  live  still  —  though  none  may  know  of  them  — 
'^--'^oh   drop  and  air-bell  of  their  inland  course 
"^'^^ent  in  the  vast  dark  water-world  ! " 
^*'^  it  is  taught ;  —  but  not  with  mortal  words 
■^-all   Mrordless  truth  be  compassed  1 

*  •  Reverently 
«hani^  thee,  Shastri  !    Shall  I  read  again  ? 


•     T     - 

^^^^tien  I  the  things  of  sense  are  more  than  sense  I 


*^*^  ind  is  higher  still !  the  moving  will 
^^^^  than  mind  !  the  Spirit  higher  yet ! 


^^igher  than  the  Spirit  is  the  Soul, 
St\^^j  Qf  all  the  all-embracing  One, 
^^Ha  !     Over,  or  beyond,  is  nought !  — 
^^^ost,  Utmost,  Infinite,  is  This  ! 
^^  is  that  Ultimate  and  Uttermost, 
^^^h  shall  not  be  beheld,  being  in  all 
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The  unbeholden  essence  !    Not  the  less 

Will  it  reveal  itself  by  subtle  light 

Of  insight,  straitly  seeking  hidden  truth  I 

"  *  If  one  will  see  it,  let  him  rule  the  flesh 
By  mind,  governing  mind  with  ordered  Will, 
Subduing  Will  by  Knowledge,  making  this 
Serve  the  firm  Spirit,  and  the  Spirit  cling 
As  Soul  to  the  Eternal  Changeless  Soul ; 
So  shall  he  see  ! 

"  <  Uttishtat  !  —  Rise  !     Awake  ! 
Seek  the  great  Teachers,  and  attend  !     The  road 
Is  narrow  as  a  knife-edge  !  hard  to  tread  ! 
But  whoso  once  perceiveth  HIM  that  Is,  — 
Without  a  name,  Unseen,  Impalpable, 
•Bodiless,  Undiminished,  Unenlarged, 
To  senses  Undeclared,  without  an  end, 
Without  beginning,  Timeless,  Higher  than  height. 
Deeper  than  depth  !     Lo  !  such  an  one  is  saved  I 
Death  hath  not  power  upon  him  1  * 


"  Ye  who  read. 

And  ye  who  hear,  these  never-dying  words 
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^^  hic.Ji  Nachikclas  won  and  Death  vouchsafed, 
*^<ijoice  !  for  ye  are  loved  in  Brahma's  world  ! 
^^  hoso  —  pure-hearted  —  the  deep  lore  of  this 
*-xpoundeth,  in  th'  assembly,  or  at  time 
^f  Sracidha  (let  it  otherwise  be  hid)  ! 
A  Hereby  obtaineth  endless  fruit  of  bliss, 
^^^  5    endless  fruit  of  bliss  ! " 


"  Yea  1  endless  fruit !  " 

^*"»xiiaTed  the  Pundit,  while,  rejoiced,  I  made 

The 

^^^ht  prostrations ;  —  for  what  greatness  is 

^^t^r  than  wisdom?    Then  I  called  my  horse, 

VVk 

^^^  hoofs  upon  the  rock  the  black  snake  heard 

Slided  to  his  darkness  ;  but  the  doves 

^^^^ed  and  cooed,  and  Morning's  lovely  light 

^  ^I'oad  and  glad  and  white  upon  the  grain 

^^^  time  we  cantered  back  to  Vishrambagh. 


HERB  BNDS  THE  THIRD  VALLI  OF  THE 

Katha  Upanishad. 


THE    EPIC   OF   THE    LION. 

[From  the  French  of  Victor  Hugo's  "L' Art  d'Clre  Gnndpln- 

I. 

A  Ltox  in  liis  jaws  caught  up  a  child  — 
Not  liarming  it  —  and  to  the  woodland,  wild 
Willi  secret  streams  and  lairs,  bore  off  his  prey ; 


t» 
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And,  save  this  son,  his  Majesty  l)eside 
Had  but  one  girl  —  two  years  of  age  —  and  so 
TTie  inoDaFch  suffered,  being  old,  much  woe, 
**is  heir  the  inonster*s  prey,  while  the  whole  land 
^n  dread  both  of  the  beast  and  king  did  stand ; 
^'^  terrified  were  all. 

By  came  a  Knight 
^^  road,  who  halted,  asking,  "  What 's  the  fright  ? 
"^  told  him,  and  he  spurred  straight  for  the  den. 


*  Such  a  place  !  the  sunlight  entering  in 
/■■» 

'  ^'^  pale  —  and  crept,  so  grim  a  sight  was  shown 

^''<i  that  gaunt  Lion  on  the  rock  lay  prone  : 

The 

^  '^ood,  at  this  part  thick  of  growth  and  wet, 

^^^d  out  the  sky  with  black  trunks  closely  set ; 

'^^^t  and  forester  matched  wondrous  well  I 

^^t  stones  stood  near,  with  ancient  talcs  to  tell,  — 

^'^   as  make  moorlands  weird  in  Brittany. — 
^  at  its  edge  a  mountain  you  might  sec, 
^   of  those  iron  walls  which  shut  ofT  heaven  ; 
^    Lion's  den  was  a  deep  cavern  driven 
^^  this  granite  ridge,  fenced  round  with  oaks. 

'  *-ies  and  caverns  are  discordant  folks, 


( 
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They  bear  each  other  grudges !  this  did  wave 

A  nisiling  threat  to  trespasser,  —  "  Hence,  knave  E- 

Or  meet  my  IJon  ! " 

In  the  champion  went ! 
The  den  had  all  the  sombre  sentiment 
Which  palaces  display  —  deaths  —  murderings — 
Terrore  !  —  you  felt  "  here  dwells  one  of  the  kings  = 
Bones  strewn  around  showed  that  this  mighly  lunj 
Denial  himself  nought  which  his  woods  aflbrd. 
A  rock-rift,  pierced  by  stroke  of  lightning,  gave 
Sui'h  misty  glimmer  as  a  den  need  have : 
What  eagles  might  think  dawn  and  owls  the  dusk. 
Makes  day  enough  for  kings  of  claw  anil  tusk. 
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^^  Jtii  shaggy  goUleii  fell  —  the  lieast  !  —  It  muses 

^vith  look  infallible  ;  for,  if  he  chooses, 

1  he  master  of  a  wood  may  play  at  Pope, 

'•^nd  this  one  showed  such  claws,  there  was  small  hope 

'V 

argue  with  him  on  a  point  of  creed  ! 
*  ^^  iCnight  approached  —  yet  not  too  fast,  indeed  ! 
^*s  footfall  clanged,  flaunted  his  rose-red  feather ; 
^rie  the  more  notice  took  the  beast  of  either, 

***  in  his  own  reflections  plunged  profound. 

Th 

^seus  a-marching  upon  that  black  ground 

Of  c^- 

•Sisyphus,  Ixion,  and  dire  hell, 

^Uch  a  scene,  murk  and  implacable. 

^uty  whispered,  "  Forward  !  **  so  the  Knight 
^'^  forth  his  sword  :  the  Lion  at  that  sight 
^^  his  head  in  slow  wise,  grim  to  see. 

^    Knight  said  :  "  Greeting,  monstrous  brute,  to  thee  ! 

^nis  foul  hole  thou  hast  a  child  in  keeping,  — 

^^Tch  its  noisome  nooks  with  glances  sweeping, 

^py  him  not.     That  child  I  must  reclaim  ; 

^*ids  are  we  if  thou  renderest  up  the  same  : 
^^t  —  I  too  am  lion,  thou  wilt  find  : 

'Hi 

^  king  his  lost  son  in  his  arms  shall  bind  ; 
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While  here  thy  wicked  blood  runs,  smoking-hot, 
ISefure  another  dawn." 

"  I  fancy  not !  " 
I'ensive,  the  Lion  said. 

The  Knight  strode  near, 
IJraiulishfil  his  blade  and  cried  :  "  Sire  !  have  a  care 
The  IkM-t  ivas  seen  to  smile  —  ominous  sight !  — 
Never  make  lions  smile  !     Then  joined  they  fight, 
'I'iie  man  and  monster,  in  most  desperate  duel 
Like  warring  giants,  angrj-,  huge,  and  cruel ; 
Like  tiyers  crimsoning  an  Indian  wood. 
The  man  with  steel,  the  beast  with  claws  as  good  ; 
Fan,;;  mjl<:liing  blade,  hide  mail,  that  sylvan  lord 
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^'leath  his  shield,  all  blood,  and  mud,  and  mess, 
^'^^reat  the  Lion  feasted  :  then  it  went 
^^'^  to  its  rocky  couch  and  slept  content. 


II. 


Vt 


«e 


^^t  came  a  hermit. 

He  found  out  the  cave ; 
*^h  girdle,  gown,  and  cross  —  trembling  and  grave 

entered.     There  that  Knight  lay,  out  of  shape, 
^fe  pulp :  the  Lion,  waking  up,  did  gape, 
I-^^*ned  his  yellow  orbs,  heard  some  one  grope, 
^^i  — seeing  the  woollen  coat  bound  with  a  rope, 
t>la.ck  peaked  cowl,  and  inside  that  a  man  — 
^^^   finished  yawning  and  to  growl  began  : 

^<^n,  with  a  voice  like  prison-gates  which  creak, 
Soared,  "  What  wouldst  thou  ?  " 


"  My  King  ! " 


"King?" 
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(( 


"^fwhom?'* 


May  I  speak?  " 


"The  Prince." 


"  Is  that  what  makes  a  King?  " 


( 
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Ilie  monk  bowed  reverence :  "  Majesty  !  I  bring 
A  message  —  wherefore  keep  this  child  ?  " 

"  For  thatr*'  - 
Whene'er  it  rains  1  've  some  one  here  to  chat." 
'■  Retiim  him  !  " 

"  Not  so  !  " 

"What  then  wilt  tiw.ix    - 
Wrtuldst  eat  him?" 

"  Ay  —  if  I  have  nought  to  chc^^  ' 
••  Sire  1  think  upon  his  Majesty  in  woe  !  " 
'■  Thi'v  killed  my  dam,"  the  Beast  said,  "  long  ago." 
■'  Iktiiink  thtv.  sire,  a  king  implores  a  king." 
■■  Nun-.cnsc  —  he  talks  —  he's  man  !  when  my  notes  * 
s  heard." 
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^*oii,  thou  'dst  wish  to  go  to  heaven  —  see  here  I 
offer  thee  indulgence,  and,  writ  clear, 
^^^I's  passport  to  His  paradise  —  " 

"  Get  forth, 
*  '^ou  holy  rogue  !  "  bellowed  the  Beast  in  wrath. 
'^^  hermit  disappeared ! 


III. 

Thereat  left  free, 
'^'^  of  a  lion's  vast  serenity 

5ilept  again,  letting  the  still  night  pass  : 
moon  rose,  starting  spectres  on  the  grass. 


He 

The 


^i"Ouding  the  marsh  with  mist,  blotting  the  ways, 
^   ^^  melting  the  black  woodland  to  gray  maze  ; 
^  stir  was  seen  below,  above,  no  motion 
'^'^'^  of  the  white  stars  trooping  to  the  ocean  : 
^  ^^i  while  the  mole  and  cricket  in  the  brake 

^^Pt  watch,  the  Lion's  measured  breath  did  make 

Si 

'^»o\v  symphony  which  held  all  creatures  calm. 

^^^den  —  loud  cries  and  clamors,  striking  qualm 
^^^o  the  heart  o'  the  quiet ;  horn  and  shout 
^^Using  the  solemn  wood  to  reel  with  rout. 
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And  all  the  nymphs  to  tremble  in  their  trees. 

The  uproars  of  a  midnight  chase  are  tlK->c, 

Which  shakes  the  shades,  the  marsh,  mountain  and  strcanv 

And  breaks  the  silence  of  their  sombre  dream. 

The  thicket  flashed  with  many  a  lurid  spark 

Of  torches  borne  *mid  wild  cries  through  the  dark  ; 

Hounds,  nose  to  earth,  ran  yelping  through  the  wood, 

And  armed  groups,  gathering  in  the  alleys,  stood. 

Terrific  was  the  noise  that  rolled  before  ; 

It  seemed  a  squadron  ;  nay,  't  was  something  more  — 

A  whole  battalion,  sent  by  that  sad  king 

With  force  of  arms  his  little  Prince  to  bring. 

Together  with  the  Lion's  bleeding  hide. 

Which  here  was  right  or  wrong?  who  can  decide? 
Have  beasts  or  men  most  claim  to  live  ?     God  wots  1 
He  is  the  unit,  we  the  cipher-dots. 

Well  warmed  with  meat  and  drink  those  soldiers  were, 
Oood  hearts  they  bore  —  and  many  a  bow  and  spear  ; 
Their  number  large,  and  by  a  captain  led 
Valiant,  whilst  some  in  foreign  wars  had  bled, 
And  all  were  men  approved  and  firm  in  fight 
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^  Lion  heard  their  cries,  affirondng  night, 
'or  by  this  time  his  awful  lids  were  lifted ; 
^^  from  the  rock  his  chin  he  never  shifted, 
•Ind  OQ]y  }]i3  great  tail  wagged  to  and  fro. 

'''Meantime,  outside  the  cavern,  startled  so, 
^aijie  close  the  uproar  of  this  shouting  crowd. 
^  ''ound  a  web  flies  buzzing  in  a  cloud, 
^  hive-bees  swarming  o'er  a  bear  ensnared, 
*"is  hunter-legion  buzzed,  and  swarmed,  and  flared, 
^n  battle  order  all  their  ranks  were  set : 
^'  was  understood  the  Beast  they  came  to  get, 
Vlerce  as  a  tiger's  cunning—  strong  to  seize  — 
^ould  munch  up  heroes  as  an  ape  cracks  fleas, 
Could  with   one    glance   make    Jove's  own    bird    look- 
down  ; 
Wliereforc  they  laid  him  siege  as  to  a  town. 
The  pioneers  with  axes  cleared  the  way, 
The  spearmen  followed  in  a  close  array. 
The  archers  held  their  arrows  on  the  string  ; 
Silence  was  bid,  lest  any  chattering 
Should  mask  the  Lion's  footstep  in  the  woo<l ; 
The  dogs  —  who  know  the  moment  when  't  is  good 
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To  hold  their  peace  —  went  first,  nose  to  the  groiinc] 
Giving  no  tongue  ;  the  torches  all  around 
Hither  and  thither  flickered,  their  long  beams 
Through  sighing  foliage  sending  ruddy  gleams  ;  — 
Such  is  the  order  a  great  hunt  should  have. 
And  soon  between  the  trunks  they  spy  the  cave, 
A  i)bck,  dim-outlined  hole,  deep  in  the  gloom, 
( iaping,  but  blank  and  silent  as  the  tomb, 
Wide  open  to  the  night,  as  though  it  feared 
As  little  all  that  clamor  as  it  heard. 
There  's  smoke  where  fire  smoulders,  and  a  town, 
When  men  lay  siege,  rings  tocsin  up  and  down ; 
Nothing  so  here  !  therefore  with  vague  dismay 
r>ach  stood,  and  grasp  on  bow  or  blade  did  lay, 
Watchinc:  the  horrid  stillness  of  that  chasm  : 
The  dogs  among  themselves  whimpered  :  a  spasm 
From  the  horror  lurking  in  such  voiceless  places  — 
Worse  than  tlie  rage  of  tempests  —  blanched  all  face 
Yet  they  were  tlierc  to  find  and  fight  this  Thing, 
So  they  advance,  each  bush  examining, 
Dreading  full  sore  the  very  prey  they  sought ; 
The  pioneers  held  high  the  lamps  they  brought : 
"  There  !  that  is  it  I  the  very  mouth  of  the  den  !  " 
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f  i^t^  trees  all  round  it  muttered,  warning  men  : 
^tiU  they  kept  step  and  neared  it. —  look  you  now, 
Company  *s  pleasant !  and  there  were  a  thou — 

^^^  Lord  1  —  all  in  a  moment,  there  's  its  face  ! 
^"■'ghtful !  —  they  saw  the  Lion  !     Not  one  pace 

^rther  stirred  any  man ;  the  very  trees 
^re\v  blacker  with  his  presence,  and  the  breeze 

'ew  shudders  into  all  hearts  present  there  : 

^^>  whether  't  was  from  valor  or  wild  fear, 

Th 
'*^  archers  drew  —  and  arrow,  bolt,  and  dart 

'^^le  target  of  the  Beast.     He,  on  his  part  — 

^alm  as  Pelion  in  the  rain  or  hail  — 

*^tleci  majestic  from  the  nose  to  tail, 

^  shook  full  fifty  missiles  from  his  hide  ; 

^ny  meaner  brute  had  found  beside 

^'^gh  still  sticking  fast  to  make  him  yell 

Or  « 

^y  ;  the  blood  was  trickling  down  his  fell, 

'^o  heed  took  he,  glaring  steadfasdy ; 

all  those  men  of  war,  amazed  to  be 

Th 

^  n[iet  by  so  stupendous  might  and  pride, 

^Sht  him  no  beast,  but  some  god  brutified. 

Th 

*^Ounds,  tail  down,  slunk  back  behind  the  spears  ; 
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And  then  ihe  lion,  'mid  the  silence,  rears 

His  awful  face,  and  over  wood  and  marsh 

Roared  a  vast  roar,  hoarse,  vibrant,  vengeful,  hais 

A  rolling,  raging  peal  of  wrath,  which  spread 

From  the  <iiiaking  earth  to  the  echoing  vault  o'erl — 

Making  the  li a If-a wakened  thunder  cry, 

■'  Who  thunders  there?"  from  its  black  bed  ofsk^ 

'ITiis  ended  all !  —  sheer  horror  cleared  the  coast  E- 

As  fogs  are  driven  by  wind,  that  valorous  host 

Melted,  dispersed  to  all  the  qnarters  four. 

Clean  panic-stricken  by  that  monstrous  roar ; 

Each  with  one  impulse  — leaders,  rank  and  file. 

Deeming  it  haunted  ground,  where  Earth  somewh^ 

U  woni  to  breed  marvels  of  lawless  might  — 

Tliuy  scampered,  mad,  blind,  reckless,  wild  with  f»     **• 


le 
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I  For  nagnaniniity.  When  Jove  was  king. 
r  Hercules  saiti,  "  Let 's  finish  off  rhe  ihing, 
J  Not  the  Nemiean  merely;  every  one 

J  strangle  ^  all  the  lions."     Whereupon 
W  *  "^  'ions  yawned  a  "  much  obliged  ! "  his  way. 


^^tii 


'*  this  Beast,  being  whelped  by  nighl,  not  day  — 

Pting  of  glooms  —  was  sterner;  one  of  those 
"**  go  down  slowly  when  their  storm  's  at  close ; 
*^  anger  had  a  savage  ground-swell  in  it : 
-   '«3vcd  to  lake  his  naps,  too,  to  the  minute, 
**    to  be  roused  up  thus  with  horn  anil  hound,  — 
'i  nd  an  ambush  sprung —  to  be  hemmed  round  — 
STTlied  —  't  was  an  insult  to  his  grove  I 
triced  towards  the  hill,  climbed  high  above, 
"^<l  his  voice,  and,  as  the  sowers  sow 

seeds  down  wind,  thus  did  that  Lion  throw 
*Tiessage  far  enough  the  lown  to  reach. 
*ig!   your  behavior  really  passes  speech  I 
"^^  far  no  harm  I  've  wrought  to  iiim  your  son  ; 
•low  I  give  yoii  notice — when  night 's  done 
**1  make  entry  at  your  city-gate, 
ging  the  Prince  alive ;  and  those  that  wait  J 
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To  see  him  in  my  jaws  —  your  lackey-crew — 
Shall  see  me  eat  him  in  your  palace  too  !" 

Quiet  the  night  passed,  while  the  streamlets  bii  ' 
And  the  clouds  sailed  across  the  vault  tmtroublc^ 

Next  morning  this  is  what  was  viewed  in  town : 

Dawn  coming !  —  people  going  !  —  some  adowr 
fraying,  some  crying ;  pallid  cheeks,  swift  feet. 
And  a  huge  Lion  stalking  through  the  street  I 
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^^  many  a  spot  with  those  vile  darts  scarred  still, 
'"^s  you  may  note  an  oak  scored  with  the  bill, 
nothing  recks  that  giant-trunk ;  so  here 
d  this  proud  wounded  Lion,  free  of  fear, 
"''  Hile  all  the  people  held  aloof  in  dread, 
ing  the  scarlet  jaws  of  that  great  head 
old  up  the  princely  boy  — aswoon. 

Is  't  true 
x>ces  are  flesh  and  blood  ?    Ah,  yes  I  and  you 

wept  with  sacred  pity,  seeing  him 
i  ng  in  the  Lion's  mouth,  body  and  limb : 
tender  captive  gripped  by  those  grim  fangs, 
either  side  the  jowl  helplessly  hangs, 
thlike,  albeit  he  bore  no  wound  of  tooth. 
A.i^cl  for  the  brute  thus  gagged  it  was,  in  sooth, 
''^   SJ'ievous  thing  to  wish  to  roar,  yet  be 
*  ^-zzled  and  dumb,  so  he  walked  savagely, 
*^  Pent  heart  blazing  through  his  burning  eyes, 
"e  not  one  bow  is  stretched,  no  arrow  flies ; 
^y  dreaded,  peradventure,  lest  some  shaft 
^^  Vrit^  a  trembling  hand  and  faltering  craft 
^*^t:  miss  the  Beast  and  pierce  the  Prince  : 

So,  still 
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As  he  had  promised,  roaring  from  his  hiU, 
This  Lion,  scorning  town  and  townsfolk,  sick 
To  view  such  terror,  goes  on  straight  and  qiuck 
To  the  King's  house,  hoping  to  meet  there  one 
Who  dares  to  speak  with  him : — outside  is  none  ! 
The  door 's  ajar,  and  flaps  with  every  blast ; 
He  enters  it  —  within  those  walls  at  last !  — 
No  man ! 

For,  certes,  though  he  raged  and  wept. 
His  Majesty,  like  all,  close  shelter  kept,  ■ 
Solicitous  to  live,  holding  his  breath 
Specially  precious  to  the  realm.     Now,  death 
Is  not  thus  viewed  by  honest  beasts  of  prey. 
And  when  the  Lion  found  him  fled  away, 
Ashamed  to  be  so  grand,  man  being  so  base. 
He  muttered  to  himself  in  that  dark  place 
Where  lions  keep  their  thoughts  :  "  This  wretched  King 
T  is  well,  I  '11  eat  his  boy  !  "     Then,  wandering. 
Lordly  he  traversed  courts  and  corridors. 
Paced  beneath  vaults  of  gold  on  shining  floors. 
Glanced  at  the  throne  deserted,  stalked  from  hall 
To  hall —  green,  yellow,  crimson  —  empty  all ! 
Rich  couches  void,  soft  seats  unoccupied  ! 
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And  as  he  walked  he  looked  from  side  to  side 
'^o  lind  some  pleasant  nook  for  his  repast, 
^ince  appetite  was  come  to  munch  at  last 
^^e  princely  morsel.    Ah  !  what  sight  astounds 
*^a.t  grisly  lounger? 

In  the  palace-grounds 
An   alcove  on  a  garden  gives,  and  there 
''^  ^i  ny  thing  —  forgot  in  the  general  fear, 
-■^^Jlled  in  the  flower-sweet  dreams  of  infancy, 
*^^ tiled  with  soft  sunlight  falling  brokenly 
•-  ■■rough  leaf  and  lattice  —  was  that  moment  waking  ; 
^^ttle  lovely  maid,  most  dear  and  taking, 
^^  Prince's  sister ;  all  alone  —  undressed  — 
^  Sate  up  singing :  children  sing  so  best ! 

^"^ice  of  joy,  than  silver  lute-string  softer  ! 
^Outh  all  rosebud,  blossoming  in  laughter  ! 
*^V>y-angel  hard  at  play  !  a  dream 

^^thlehem's  cradle,  or  what  nests  Avould  seem 
^^t"ls  were  hatched  !  —  all  these  !     Eves,  too,  so  blue 

**^  sea  and  sky  might  own  their  sapphire  new  ! 

^^ 

^K.  bare,  arms  bare,  pink  legs  and  stomach  bare  ! 

^^ht  hid  the  roseate  satin  skin,  save  where 
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A  little  wliite-bced  shift  was  fastened  free ; 
Slio  looked  as  fresb,  singing  thus  peacefully, 
As  stars  at  twilight,  or  as  April's  heaven  ; 
A  floweret  —  yon  had  said  —  divinely  given, 

Tu  show  on  earth  how  God's  own  lilies  grow ; 
Such  was  this  beauteous  baby-maid  ;  and  so 

The  Beast  caught  sight  of  her  and  stopped  — 

Kutcred  ;  the  joists  creaked  as  he  stalked  straight  In 
Above  ibu  playthings  by  the  little  bed 
The  Lion  tlirusi  his  shaggy  massive  head. 
Dreadful  with  savage  might  and  lordly  scom. 
More  dreadful  with  that  princely  prey  so  bome ; 
U'hiih  she.  ([uick  spying,  "Brother !  brother  ! "  cried 
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*  hereon  —  close  to  the  little  bed's  white  rim, 

*^  dainty  silk  and  laces — this  huge  Brute 

Set  down  her  brother  gently  at  her  foot, 

Ju5t  as  a  mother  might,  and  said  to  her, — 

^' Don't  be  put  out^  now  !  there  he  is,  Dear!  there!  " 
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N  E  N  C  I  A. 

A  PASTORAL  POEM. 

By  Lorenzo  uk'  Medici,  surnamed  "The  Magnifi  ' 


[This  pastoral  by  the  great  Floimtiiw  Ruler,  Lorenio  the  MigT^*^ 
is  Uken  from  the  Italian  text,  printed  at  Bergama  in  17^^- — : 
Tile  Dcrgamcse  editor  remarks,  of  the  fifty  stanias  compo^^ 
•■  Sono  nil  hro  sencri  incomfaraiili ; "  and  all  miv  ecrlainlj  ^ 
the  dramatic  force  with  which  the  illustrious  Medicean  ha-i.** 
were,  entered  inin  llie  very  heart  and  soul  of  his  pcasini,  lo  d  ■^^ 
rural  pa?.^iim.  'Jiie  "  N'encia  "  was  probably  written  about 
the  dawn  of  the  golden  age  of  Italian  art  —  when  the  ■'  » 
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*"he  world  her  match  for  beauty  cannot  bring, 
No  other  eyes  such  lovely  lightnings  dart ; 
^n  town  and  tower  and  city  have  I  been, 
But  seen  none  nowhere  like  my  country-queen. 


2. 

To  Monticelli,  every  market-day, 
To  Prato,  Empoli,  and  San  Casciano, 

To  Poggibonsi,  and  to  Colle  gay, 
By  San  Donate  down  to  Dicamano ; 

To  Castelfranco,  all  Figline-way ; 

San  Pier',  Montagna,  Borgo,  Gagliano, 

Ofttimes  I  wend,  —  a-buying  and  a-selling,  — 

And  Barberin,  where  my  Nenciozza  's  dwelling. 


But  never  once  —  saving  at  Barberin  — 
See  I  a  girl  so  dear,  discreet,  and  taking. 

With  cheek,  and  neck,  and  nape,  and  dimpled  chin 
So  smooth  and  white  :  or  of  such  perfect  making. 

Her  eyes  !  *tis  like  torch-light,  when  feasts  begin. 
To  feel  their  lids  lift,  and  their  glance  awaking 


I 


Joyancc  ;  and  'twixt  them  comes  the  winsome  i^ 
With  proud  pink  nostrils,  like  the  pits  in  a  rose. 


Of  pink  sea-coral  are  her  dear  lips  dight. 

With,  undemealh,  two  strings  of  sea-pearls  pler^ 

A  Tuscan  foal's  milk-row  is  not  so  white  ! 

(To  judge  thereby  my  Nencia  's  come  to  twenty 

Her  stainless  cheeks  have  all  the  softened  light 
Of  misted  marble,  chiselled  smooth  and  dainty; : 

Amid  the  blooms  of  Beauty  she  is  Rose ; 

The  wide  world  no  such  lovely  wonder  shows ! 


lieyond  all  noble  fortunes  fortunate 

r  lo  his 
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6. 

II  liken  thee  to  fairy  doudland  gleams 
HTiich  mix  the  welkin  and  the  world  together ; 
I  will  compare  thee  unto  Dian's  beams 

HTio  round  poor  cabins  sheds  her  silver  weather ; 
Spring-water  none  so  fresh  and  sparkling  seems, 

Nor  late-tiod  wine  so  luscious.    Sweet  one  !  whether 
Early  or  late  we  see  thee,  't  is  as  neat 
.\nd  fair  and  wholesome  as  new-bolted  wheat ! 


Her  eyes  can  steal  a  shepherd's  soul  away 
Through  wall  of  flesh,  whenever  she  doth  look  ; 

You  see  her,  and  you  love,  the  selfsame  day, 
Albeit  the  story  goes  her  heart  is  rock  ; 

Troops  of  tamed  lovers  her  behests  obey, 
Ami  bVe  upon  her  will,  a  patient  flock : 

T  is  little  she  can  lose  giving  one  glance. 

But,  whoso  wins  it,  how  his  heart  doth  dance  ! 

8. 

La  Nencia  mia  !    Ah,  the  pearl  she  seems 
Going  afoot,  on  Saints*  Days,  to  hear  matins  1 


i 
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She  wears  a  bodice  which  right  bravely  gleams 
Of  damask,  and  a  skirt  of  brightest  satins, 

A  golden  girdle  clasps  her  waist,  and  streams 

Down  to  the  knee  with  jewelled  pins  and  patines ; 

When  she  hath  heard  the  Mass,  and  paceth  home, 

How  like  a  heavenly  angel  she  doth  come  I 


She  hath  no  fellow  at  the  sheaf-tying. 

She  works  and  laughs  when  all  the  rest  are  sped ; 
Or  else  at  home  her  merry  wheel,  fast-flying, 

Spins  (lucals  for  her  with  its  dancing  thread  : 
For  whatso  's  deft  and  rich  she  will  be  tr)ing, 

Woollen  or  silk  ;  and  all  the  while  her  head 
Droops  like  a  snow-drop  when  the  neighbors,  mustered 
Praise  her.     She  is  as  sweet  as  millet- custard  ! 


10. 

Thou  hast  so  witched  mc  with  thy  braided  brow 
I  cannot  ply  my  mattock  as  before ; 

For  meat  and  drink  I  have  no  stomach  now ; 
No  morsel  can  1  swallow  any  more : 
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'  grow  so  thin,  the  withered  winter-bough 

^  the  blast  through  it  with  a  sigh  less  sore : 
Nor  day  nor  night  repose  or  comfort  brings, 
i  am  so  tied  to  thee  by  twenty  strings. 

II. 

^  ^"^  so  wild  with  utter  love  of  thee, 
'^'^  night  I  toss  and  groan  and  start  and  sigh ; 
^  kindly  gossips  say,  to  comfort  me, 

Shepherd  !  take  heart !  thou  'It  win  her  by-and-by." 
village  damsels  jest  because  they  see 


The 


'  So  with  comamusey  where  thou  dost  lie, 

■Vt 

^ve,  and  sing  for  love  some  little  trifle, 

^^  thou  dost  sleep,  or  with  hushed  laughter  stifle. 


12. 


^^^  ^ight  I  could  not  sleep  a  single  wink, 

*^   seemed  a  thousand  years  ere  dawn  would  break, 

'^^^ inking  thou  wouldst  take  thy  flock  to  drink 
^^   daytime,  and  wouldst  wend  down  to  the  lake  ; 

^»  not  to  miss  one  passing  blessed  blink 
^^  those  black  eyes,  I,  for  their  sweet  light's  sake, 
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Waited  two  hours  against  the  bake-house  close 
Till  the  full  moon  set  and  my  Nencia  rose. 


13- 

My  Nencia's  beauty  hath  not  any  blot. 

She  *s  stately,  straight  and  tall  as  wench  can  be ; 
A  dimple  in  her  chin  my  love  hath  got, 

Which  makes  her  bright  laugh  lovelier  to  see. 
There  is  no  single  charm  she  boasteth  not ; 

I  think  dame  Nature  framed  her  purposely 
So  fair,  so  fine,  so  noble,  and  so  tender, 
That  all  the  world  might  homage  to  her  render. 


14. 

I  culled  a  posy  of  snow-blossomed  spray. 

With  buds  and  berries  gathered  here  and  there,  • 

It  was  for  thee  ;  but  thou  didst  turn  away 
So  grand  !  not  deigning  answer,  foul  or  fair. 

Then  spake  I  to  myself,  "  My  love  doth  play 
The  high  and  mighty ;  I  will  match  her  here  !  " 

And  ofttimcs  since,  albeit  I  turn  mine  eye. 

The  folks  may  see  how  proud  I  pass  them  by. 
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15- 

Yesterday,  all  day  long,  I  watched  for  thee 

Hard  by  the  mill :  I  said  :  "  If  she  comes  now 
"  cannot  happen  but  my  chance  will  be  ; 

^e  beasts  are  safe,  grazing  upon  the  brow : 
^^^  U  loiter  by  the  kiln,  Nencia  and  me ; 

^^  'U  stroll  together  to  the  fountain,  —  thou 
And  thy  Vallera,  — under  th'  hiding  vine  ; 

^U  tend  thy  flock  and  thou  shalt  herd  mine  ! " 

1 6. 

^  ^hen  at  last  from  your  cot-door  you  came, 
^^^ding  the  hound  from  hurrying  the  sheep, 
'  y  *^^ait  swelled  in  my  breast,  and  shook  my  frame, 
*^il€  tears  of  joy  down  either  cheek  did  creep  : 
^^ed  for  the  cross  roads,  all  aflame, 
^'^^cikening  my  calves  and  heifers  up  the  steep ; 

^^aited  on  the  knoll  where  thou  shouldst  pass, 

But  a^ 

'^^  the  by-path  thou  didst  turn  — alas  ! 


17- 

*   next  thou  comest  with  thy  water-pot, 
^^d,  I  beseech  thee,  hither  to  our  well ! 
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I  II  draw  for  thee,  and  make  all  toil  forgot : 
WTio  knows  but  there  will  be  something  to  tell? 

Ofltimes  I  had  a  mind  to  hide  it  not 

When  thou  wert  by,  but  fear  always  befell ; 

Yet,  if  this  is  to  hap,  why  linger  longer? 

The  chestnut 's  on  the  bough,  the  grapes  grow  strong 

1 8. 

It  was  in  April  that  my  heart  was  caught, 
The  day  I  saw  thee  plucking  herbs  and  cresses ; 

I  spake  thee  fair,  but  thou  didst  answer  nought 
And  frowned,  because  folks  passed,  tossing  thy  tre? 

To  know  thy  name  and  house  I  vainly  sought, 
I>est  love  be  lost  for  what  one  word  expresses  ; 

And  from  that  hour  I  was  no  more  the  same : 

I  grew  thy  thrall ;  thou  hadst  me,  meek  and  tame. 


19. 


N'cnnozza  vtia  !     I  have  a  mind  to  go  — 

Now  that  mv  lK*asts  are  in  the  ^nll  to  drink  — 

Down  to  the  pool,  where  thou  must  come,  I  know. 
And  there  to  sit  me  still  upon  the  brink. 
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"*  I  shall  spy  thee  cross.    To  loiter  so 
'^ere  pleasant,  if  it  happen  as  I  think. 
"  stay  like  stone  until  my  sweet  hath  passed ; 
*^n  !  (1q  j^q^  make  my  watching  vain  at  last  I 


20. 

'^'^ozza  mial    I  go  a*  Saturday 

*  ^  sell  two  loads  of  wood  in  Florence-town ; 
'•^  the  sleek  heifers  cropped  the  flowers  away 

Set  me  yesterday  to  cut  it  down. 

•  ^^  thou'dst  come,  Dear  I  —  But  at  least  I  may 


Po 


^Hg  fardels  for  thee,  buttons  for  thy  gown, 
^^^1",  pomander,  —  not  to  beautify  thee  !  — 


Or  n- 

^'^s,  or  needles  :  something  let  me  buy  thee  I 


21. 
Jov 


vvhen  she  dances,  what  a  step  and  skill ! 


She 


^^t  lightness  !  like  a  kid*s  her  quick  feel  fly  ! 


^iTis  as  swiftly  as  the  sails  of  a  mill. 


'^^  marks  the  music,  hand  and  foot  and  eye  : 
'  '^vhen  all  *s  ended,  courtesy  low  she  will 


^tid 


take  two  backward  steps,  so  gracefully  I 


V 


She  makes  the  very  prettiest  salute, 

Tlicrc  's  not  in  Flwence  any  dame  could  do  1 1 


Ask  me.  Dear !  some  smalPtrifle  from  the  fair ! 

Wiiat  slull  I  fetch  thee,  what  slight  dainty  ihing^ 
A  brow  li  of  carved  shell  for  my  love  to  wear? 

Or  hfwks  and  eyes,  or  buckles,  or  silk  strings? 
A  broidcred  gipsire  for  thy  kirtle.  Dear  ! 

Or  lace  to  tie  thy  lappets,  shall  I  bring? 
Or  will  thou  choose  to  bind  thy  bodice  close 
A  coni  of  sky-blue  silk?  or  none  of  those 
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24. 

■*-^   ^i^ou  shouldst  say,  when  Sieve  rolls  at  flood, 

*  *  Fling  thyself  in  !  "  I  *d  headlong  leap  straightway  I 
u  shouldst  bid  so  end  my  life,  I  would 
head  against  a  rock,  and  die  that  way  ! 
mand  me  any  deed  that  seemeth  good 
^  ^^  those  dear  eyes  and  I  shall  straight  obey. 
•^^low  some  promise  thus  abundantly 

^  ^ould  not  spoil  a  pair  of  shoes  for  thee, 

25  • 
-    and  I  know  —  my  Nencia  !  my  heart's  treasure  ! 

ere 's  some  one  whispers  thee  in  my  despite  : 
^*im  beware  !  I  *11  give  him  market  measure ; 
^  inches  in  his  midriff,  sharp  and  bright ! 
^^'J  'st  seen  the  knife  I  wear  !     Dio  !  *t  is  pleasure 
*  ^^    mark  it  do  its  work  at  feast  or  fight ! 
*^  xny  quarters  it  finds  any  man, 
y  vi^xi  1  the  steel  shall  make  him  skip  a  span  I 

26. 

Oh 

»  *^e  !  a  lass  like  this  white  maid  of  mine, 

^^   honey-sweet  and  winning,  ne'er  was  seen  ! 


Th 
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She 's  lusty^  large,  and  fresh ;  and  still  so  fine. 
So  fair  and  graceful,  —  of  all  feasts  the  queen. 

But  yet  that  mirth  and  modesty  combine 
To  keep  her  ever  all  she  should  have  been ; 

And  how  her  singing  all  the  feast  enhances  I 

And,  dancing,  how  all  dancers  she  outdances  I 

27. 

I  too  know  something !  —  with  the  best  I  'd  vie 
If,  Nencia  !  I  dared  open  all  my  heart : 

There  is  no  better  judge  porklings  to  buy ; 
I  shine  at  plough  and  harrow,  spade  and  cart : 

When,  stripped,  I  tie  my  seed-bag  on,  or  ply 

The  axe,  they  say,  *'  What  a  stout  wight  thou  art ! ' 

The  mattock  and  the  pick  I  wield  like  thunder. 

And  blow  the  horn  and  cow-pipes  till  you  wonder. 

28. 

But  Thou,  but  thou  !     Ah,  none  is  like  to  thee  ! 

A  well- scrubbed  kneading-trough  is  not  so  white  ! 
As  syrup  draws  the  flics  thou  drawest  me ; 

As  figs  tempt  wasps  so  art  thou  my  delight ; 


Gticher  than  rape- blooms,  sweet  as  what  the  bee 

Sticks  from  their  goH  thou  art  1     Oh.  if  I  might 
jpne  Wms  of  honey  from  tliat  red  mouth  rifle, 
tNew  goat's  cheese  after  such  would  seem  a  trifle. 


»9- 
'Ve  waited  all  this  while  for  thee  to  pass. 

Musing  my  love  where  the  quick  waters  shine  ; 
My  beasts  have  grazed  off  e\-cry  bite  of  grass, 

I  must  not  tarry,  or  the  fools  will  pine : 
WTiat  doest,  Nencia  !  not  to  come  ?     Alas  ! 

I  looked  to  see  thy  wandering  charge  and  mine 
Mix  in  the  willows,  then  't  were  one  hour's  gain 
To  let  them  seem  one  flock,  though  we  be  twain  ! 

SO- 
f^enaozsa  mm  .'  't  is  time  for  me  lo  go  ! 

My  yearlings  must  be  tethered  in  the  stall, 
Cod  be  with  thee  1  I  send  fond  farewt-ll  so  — 
Far  off;  for  Mona  Masa  loud  doth  call. 
;y  heart  stays  here  1  have  [)ity  I  let  nie  know 
me  back  some  tittle,  if  not  all, 
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Of  thine.    Good-by !    Good-night !  la  buona  sera 
Sleep  softy  and  think  kind  things  of  thy  Vallera ! 

Nencia  !  Nenciozza  I  one  day  say  you  will 

Climb  the  hill  with  me  through  the  willows  here ! 

Promise !  say,  "  Yes,  I  *11  come !  "  and  fear  no  ill, 
Nenciozza  mia  /  I  *11  deserve  thee.  Dear ! 

Nencia  !  I  love  thee  so ;  my  love  is  still 

So  great  and  true,  I  *d  die  to  bring  thee  cheer ! 

If  thou  wert  stung  by  some  beast  fell  and  frightful, 

I  'd  suck  the  poison,  and  think  death  delightful ! 


32- 

Or  we  might  meet  farther  away,  where  yonder 
The  sun's  eye  doth  not  shine  in  the  green  gloom  ; 

Don't  say  **  you  could  not  answer !  "  do  not  ponder 
If  we  should  hear  them  when  they  called  from  home 

But  come,  and  lift  thy  hood,  and  let  the  wonder 
Of  thy  dark  blessed  eyes  gleam  on  me  !     Come  ! 

Eyes  which  befit  thy  beauteous  breast  and  brow 

Being  angelic,  and  an  angel  thou. 
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33- 
^<ira  Ncnciozza  mia  !  I  hear  the  bleating 

One  of  thy  flock  makes  in  the  close  below, 
Some  wolf,  may  be,  is  there  —  killing  and  eating, 
With  deadly  jaws,  thy  lambkin.     Nay,  't  is  so  ! 
Wilt  thou  not  take  thy  staff —  wilt  thou  not?  sweeting  ! 

And  with  me  to  the  lonely  valley  go. 
And  strike  the  caitiff  dead  ?     I  '11  be  with  thee  ! 
But  all  the  folk  shaU  say  :  "  She  killed  him  !     She  !  " 

34- 

Ah,  come  I  I  know  a  nest  of  speckled  thrushes 
Ready  to  fly  :  the  prettiest  feathered  thing  ! 

T  is  hid  away  in  a  thick  clump  of  bushes, 

There  are  no  caged  birds  that  so  sweetly  sing ! 

To-morrow  I  will  show  you,  for  time  pushes, 

If  thou  *dst  rear  one  ;  and  then.  Dear  !  I  will  bring 

An  oaten  cake  ;  while  —  for  a  good  excuse  — 

I  shall  pass,  playing  on  my  comamuse. 

35- 
iK^cnciozza  mia  !  I  shall  not  seem  a  clown 

When  I  gel  home  my  broidered  vest  to  wear. 
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And  lace  my  shoes,  and  tie  my  long  hair  down, 
You  '11  take  me  for  a  sleek,  rich  townsman,  Dear  I 

Just  now  I  know  I  'm  rough  about  the  crown, 
The  barber  asks  too  much  my  locks  to  shear 

And  curl,  but  if  my  marketing  goes  fairly 

I  will  be  barbcred  properly  and  rarely, 

36. 

Farewell !  my  Lily  with  the  lovely  bloom ! 

I  see  the  beasts  are  breaking  for  the  wheat ; 
ro-morrow,  Nencia !  when  again  I  come, 

I  '11  bring  you  wild  wood  strawberries —  if  they  're  sweet- 
So,  when  you  hear  my  cornamusa  boom, 

'rri[)  to  the  si)Ol  wc  wot,  where  the  roads  meet. 
At  corner  of  the  orchard.     I  can  find 
Dittany  there  for  thee,  if  thou  'st  a  mind  ! 


37. 

I  asked  thcc  of  thv  father  —  dost  thou  know  ? 

Old  Beco  droned  me  out  some  doubtful  word. 
And,  taking  counsel  of  thy  mother  so, 

Gave  me  to  understand  I  *in  not  preferred ; 
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Yet  look  for  me  to  come  —  ('less  thou  say*st  "  no  "  —  ) 

With  such  a  band  some  day  to  catch  my  bird 
That  none  shall  let.     I  Ve  told  father  and  mother 
Thee  I  will  have  for  wife,  and  never  other ! 

« 

38. 

Oh,  when  I  see  thee  compassed  round  with  folk, 
Something  inside  me  seems  to  boil  and  swim ; 

But  if  one  makes  thee  eyes,  ah,  I  could  choke, 
My  heart  leaps  up  my  throat  to  come  at  him ! 

Alas !  poor  heart !  by  this  *t  were  burst  and  broke. 
So  full  of  thee  it  is ;  full  to  the  brim  ! 

But  that  its  thousand  sighs,  each  one  an  anguish, 

Fly  all  day  long  to  thee,  saying  "  I  languish  ! " 


39- 

^enciozza  !    Come  at  dinner-time !  we  '11  eat 
Salads  together,  and,  it  may  be,  cheese  : 

Be  sure  you  keep  your  word  to  come,  my  sweet  I 
But  so  that  no  accursed  gossip  sees. 

1  bear  my  weapons,  Dear !  if  we  did  meet 
Some  of  old  Beco's  crew  under  the  trees 
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There  *d  be  wild  words  —  I  know  —  and  blood,  may  be ; 
The  Devil  flay  them,  if  they  flout  at  me ! 


40. 

# 

I  talk  too  fierce !    Ah,  Nencia !  —  when  she  goes, 
On  feast-days,  what  a  pearl  of  grace  she  seems  ! 

Smooth,  white,  and  clean,  and  neat  fi-om  top  to  toes : 
A  little  ring  on  each  midfinger  gleams. 

For  she  hath  store  of  trinkets,  and  bestows 
So  trimly  here  and  there  her  beauty's  beams. 

Pearls  too  —  fine  pearls  —  my  love  wears !     Not  the  best 

Can  anywhere  compare  with  Nencia  dressed  ! 


41. 

Ah,  Nenc:ia !  didst  thou  know  the  love  immense. 
The  burning  love  I  bear  for  those  bright  eyes, 

The  tears  I  pour,  the  grievous  woe  intense 

That  sconis  to  crack  and  rend  me  with  deep  sighs ; 

If  thou  kncwedst  this,  and  all  —  thy  gentle  sense 
Would  molt  —  thou  wouldst  all  lesser  love  despise. 

And  cry,  **  My  poor  Vallera  !  thou  art  he 

That  lov'st  me  most,  thou  shah  not  woful  be  I  " 


XENXIA. 


8; 


42. 

I  marked  thee,  Nencia !  tripping  home  that  day 
From  Santo  —  oh,  so  splendid  !     I  was  dazed. 
Thou  hadst  a  mind  to  take  the  meadow  way 

And  slipped  adown  where  Beco's  asses  grazed. 
I  hid  myself;  quoth  I,  "  Meet  now  we  may  !  *' 

Then  while  you  singing  tripped,  I,  breathless,  gazed ; 
And  so  drew  closer ;  but  ere  this  could  pass 
You  spied  me,  and  you  turned  aside,  alas  1 

43- 
Nenciozza  mia  !  it  made  me  dumb  with  pleasure 

To  see  thy  rose-fair  face  even  thus  near : 
If  I  could  once  more  come  so  nigh  my  treasure 

I  'd  live  upon  such  joy  a  whole  long  year  ! 
If  I  could  speak  thee  forth  my  love's  full  measure 

Meseems  my  life's  luck  would  be  perfect,  Dear ! 
If  in  my  grasp  that  dear  hand  I  could  hold, 
I  'd  not  unclasp,  to  get  mine  filled  with  gold  ! 


44. 

I  'm  here  !  but  Nencia  does  not  come,  nor  wake  : 
Nencia  !  why  art  thou  such  a  slug-a-bed  ? 
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Thou  hcarest  me ;  thou  know'st  that  for  thy  sake 
1  blow  iliis  coraamiise ;  why  art  thou  hid? 

Thou  wurt  not  wont  such  heavy  sleep  to  take  ! 
I'leaseth  no  more  the  music,  as  it  did? 

All  day  I  conned  this  gentle  strain  to  sing  thee, 

I  meant  it  for  a  charm  would  surely  bring  thee. 


45- 
O  heart  too  hard  !  what  maiden  would  not  render 

Lo\'e  to  a  lover  loving  her  like  me? 
Who  else  would  melt  not,  and  wax  honey-tender 

Sooinfr  me  siilTer  thus?    Ah,  Nencia  i  see  : 
Thou  knoHcst  I  am  so  faithful;  must  it  end  here 

The  |xiin  which  should  be  crowned  with  joy  by 
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She  can  make  osier-pots,  and  baskets,  too, 
And  what  the  best  doth,  that  wiU  Nencia  do. 


47- 

Nencia  !  ah,  Nencia  /  I  do  love  thee  so  ! 

As  the  poor  moth  the  flame  which  crisps  his  wings  ; 
Ah  mia  Nenciozza  I  seeking  thee  I  go 

As  flies  to  honey,  when  the  sweetness  brings 
Death.     Must  I  die?     Then  shine,  dear  Lantern  !  oh. 

Shed  sweet  death.  Honey  !     But  if  better  things 
Await  me,  then,  kind  Love  !  be  this  now  said 
Before  the  chestnuts  fall  and  grapes  grow  red. 


48. 

Peace,  poor  Vallera  !  peace,  thou  foolish  youth  ! 

Wasted  thy  song  is,  and  thy  sorrow  vain  ! 
It  seemed  she  liked  me  once,  but  now,  in  sooth, 

She  likes  me  not,  I  see  :  therefore  sharp  pain 
Rives  me  and  drives  mc,  sobbing :  for  no  nith 

My  love  will  show,  and  these  hot  tears  again 
Tell  to  what  anguish  I  am  led,  alas  ! 
Who  shake  with  passion,  if  she  only  pass. 


Nfncia  !  Ncndozsa .'  thou  wiit  be  my  death  ! 

Yet  so  to  sec  mc  die  can  please  thee  not. 
All,  would  to  (iod  that  I  could  keep  lay  breath 

Whilst  I  drew  forth  my  heart,  and  laid  jt  hot 
Upon  thy  hand,  to  hear  how  its  beat  saith, 

"  Nencia .'  A^cnciozza  /"  —  and  to  witness  what 
A  load  it  l>ears  !     But,  if  thou  didst  so  take 
My  heart  in  hand,  't  would  sigh,  "  Keep  me  '. "  and  bi —  * 

50- 

Cood-hy  !  jVirnewssa  /     Heaven  have  guard  of  thee  ! 
The  weary  beasts  are  to  Iheir  homestead  near; 
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"  Ah  !  the  troop  at  the  Tabard  Inn, 

Manciple,  Miller,  and  Frankelyn, 

Tightening  the  girths,  and  draining  the  ale, 

And  away  on  their  wild  ride  by  river  and  dale  ! 

Gone,  Dan  Chaucer  !  gone,  but  for  thee. 

Is  the  clatter  of  that  gay  companie, 

The  rattle  and  ring  of  stimip  and  spur. 

Floating  of  plume,  and  folding  of  fur, 

With  the  round  of  tales  that  held  from  town 

To  the  sweet  green  slopes  of  the  broad  South  Down 

Certes  !  with  such  it  were  i)leasant  indeed 

To  patter  an  Ave,  or  finger  a  bead, 

And  forth  each  dawn  by  the  cock  to  wend 

From  shrine  to  shrine  unto  Albion's  end  ; 


I 


90  THE   STRATFORD   PILGRIMS. 

But  their  day  is  done,  and  their  course  is  run. 
None  goeth  forth  on  a  pilgrimage  —  none  ! " 

"  Well !  but  the  woods  are  as  green  as  then. 
And  the  sunshine  as  splendid  on  gray  rock  and  gle: 
The  linnet  and  missel- thrush  sing,  I  trow, 
With  as  rich  a  trill  in  their  littie  throats  now ; 
Rivers  will  ripple,  and  beech-boughs  wave, 
And  the  meadows  be  decked  in  a  dress  as  brave, 
And  the  great  glad  sky  build  a  roof  as  blue. 
Though  it  overarch  only  pilgrims  two. 
Sweetheart,  come  !  let  us  do  as  they 
Did  in  old  time  on  as  fair  a  day : 
We  lack  but  a  chapel  whereunto  to  wend, 
A  shrine  and  a  saint  for  our  journe/s  end  ; 
And  of  that  gay  ride  —  the  shrine,  God  wot. 
Is  the  dusty  goal  that  I  envy  them  not." 

"  Nay,  pardie  I  "  quoth  she  that  I  love, 
"  Fit  for  thy  mood  as  the  hand  for  the  glove. 
Or  the  hilt  of  his  sword  for  the  soldier's  fist. 
Or  a  poet  to  be  praised,  or  a  lip  to  be  kissed. 
Far  on  yon  path,  by  the  emerald  lea, 
Fair  Avon  glideth  adown  to  the  sea ; 
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By  the  walls  of  a  church,  beneatli  whose  stones 
Sleeps  dust  sacred  as  saintly  bones,  — 
His  whom  thou  lovest.'' 

"  Right  good  I  "  I  said. 
And  forth  a  foot  to  the  lea  I  led. 
With  staff  and  scrip,  and  a  spirit  in  tune 
To  the  merry  noise  of  a  midsummer  noon :  «-^ 
Two  we  were  of  one  heart  and  age 
Going  a  pious  pilgrimage. 

Sooth  !  I  doubt  if  palmers  as  gay 
-^ver  set  forth  on  so  fair  a  way. 
^ooth  !  I  doubt  if  a  day  so  rare 
.ver  made  pilgrimage  half  so  fair, 
ut,  certes  !  never  did  palmers  go 
o  holier  shrine  than  where  he  lies  low, 
/ho  miracles  wrought  for  heart  and  eye  : 
^t^e  wonder  of  Imogen's  constancy, 
^t^e  airy  mar\els  of  Prospero's  isle, 
^iThe  magic  of  Queen  Cleopatra's  smile  ; 

[er  barge  that  burned  on  the  glowing  water, 
le  patience  and  faith  of  Lear's  leal  daughter, 
\e  Roman  Portia's  fond,  firm  heart, 
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And  the  Veronese  lovers  death  did  not  part. 
Something  I  laughed,  Heav'n  'ield  it  me. 
At  Becket  and  Benedict  "saints,"  —  not  he  ! 
So  came  we  on  where  the  wayfarer  sees 
Far  Warwick  fading  behind  the  trees^ 
And  Guy's  great  castle  behind  the  town. 
That  "  setter  up,"  and  that  "  bringer  down." 
For  "  Stratford  —  ho !  "  our  green  road  lay. 
And  I  spake  with  my  heart  in  the  ancient  day : 
"  Sweet !  thou  art  fair  for  a  prioress, 
And  I  am  an  *  Oxenforde  clerke,'  no  less ; 
Tell  out  some  fable  of  ancient  day  ! 
I  rede  you  to  prove  that  woman  may 
Be  as  true  as  man  ! "  —  "  Benedicite  ! 
Hearken  my  story  and  judge,"  quoth  she. 
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If  ever  thou  shalt  follow  silver  Seine 

Through  his  French  vineyards  and  French  villages, 

For  love  of  love  and  pity  turn  aside 

At  Vernier,  and  bear  to  linger  there  I 

The  gentle  river  doth  so  —  lingering  long 

Round  the  dark  marshland,  and  the  pool  Grand'raer, 

And  then  with  slower  ripple  steals  away 

Down  from  his  merry  Paris.     Do  thou  this  ; 

'T  is  kind  to  keep  a  memory  of  the  dead,  — 

The  bygone,  silent  dead  ;  and  these  lie  there, 

Buried  a  twenty  fathoms  in  the  pool. 

Whose  rough  cold  wave  is  closed  above  their  grave, 

Like  the  black  cover  of  an  ancient  book 

Over  a  tearful  story. 

Very  lovely 
Was  Julie  de  Montargis  :  even  now  — 
After  six  hundred  years  are  dead  with  her, 
Her  village  name  —  the  name  a  stranger  hears  — 
Is,  "  La  plus  belle  des  belles  ;  "  —  they  tell  him  yet, 
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The  glossy  night-black  pansies  of  the  land 
Lost  depth  in  her  dark  hair ;  and  that  she 
The  noble  Norman  eye  —  the  violet  eye. 
Almost  —  so  far  and  fine  its  lashes  drooped  — 
Darkened  to  purple. 

All  the  coiintry-folk 
Went  lightly  to  their  work  at  sight  of  her ; 
And  all  their  children  learned  a  grace  by  heart. 
And  said  it  with  small  lips  when  she  went  by. 
The  Lady  of  the  Castle. 

Dear,  past  words. 
Was  all  this  beauty  and  this  gentleness 
Unto  her  first  love  and  her  playfellow, 
Roland  le  Vavasour. 

Too  dear  to  leave. 
Save  that  his  knightly  vow  to  pluck  a  palm. 
And  bear  the  cross  broidered  above  his  heart. 
To  where  upon  the  cross  Christ  died  for  him. 
Led  him  away  from  loving. 

But  a  year. 
And  they  shall  meet  —  alas  !  to  those  that  joy. 
It  is  a  pleasant  season,  all  too  short. 
Made  of  white  winter  and  of  scarlet  spring. 


With  fireside  comfort  and  sweet  summer- nights : 
But  parted  loveis  count  the  minutes  up. 
And  see  no  sunshine. 

Julie  heeded  none, 
When  she  had  belted  on  her  Roland's  sword. 
Buckled  his  breastplate,  and  upon  her  Up 
Tiken  his  last  long  kisses. 

Listen  now  ! 
Slie  was  no  light-o'-love,  to  change  and  change, 
And,  deeply  written  on  her  heart,  she  kept 
The  night  and  hour  tlie  star  of  Love  should  sec 
A  true  love-meeting.     Walking  by  the  pool. 
Many  a  time  she  longed  to  wear  a  wing 
As  fleet  and  white  as  the  swift  sea-bird  spread. 
Thai  she  might  hover  over  Roland's  sails. 
Follow  him  to  the  field,  and  in  the  battle 
Shitrld  the  hot  Syrian  sun  from  dazing  him  ; 
High  on  the  turret  many  an  autumn  eve. 
When  the  light,  merry  swallow  tried  his  plumes 
For  foreign  flight,  she  gave  him  messages,  — 
Fond  messages  of  love,  for  Palestine, 
I  Unto  her  knight.     What  wonder,  loving  so, 
She  greeted  well  the  brother  that  he  sent 
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From  Ascalon  with  spoils  —  Claude  Vavasour? 
Conid  she  do  less?  —  he  had  so  deft  a  hand 
Upon  the  mandolin,  and  sang  so  well 
^Vhat  Roland  did  so  bravely ;  nay,  in  sooth. 
She  had  not  heart  to  frown  upon  his  songs 
When  they  sang  other  love  and  other  deeds 
Than  Roland's,  being  brother  to  her  lord. 
Yet  sometimes  was  she  grave  and  sad  of  eye. 
For  knowledge  of  the  spell  her  glance  could  wor 
Upon  its  watcher.    Ah  1  he  came  to  serve. 
And  stayed  to  love  her ;  and  she  knew  it  soon. 
Past  alt  concealment.     Oflentimes  his  eyes, 
Fnsttned  upon  her  face,  fell  suddenly. 
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•^i^^l  CSaza,  and  Nicaea's  noble  fight, 

^is  chivalry ;  and  how,  with  palm-branch  won, 

Bringing  his  honors  and  his  wounds  a-front, 

^>s  prow  was  cleaving  Genoa's  sapphire  sea, 

^^nci  homewards.     Then,  the  last  day  of  the  year, 

v^Iaude  brought  his  unused  charger  to  the  gate, 

Sprang  to  the  broad  strong  back,  and  reined  its  rage 

^'^to  a.  marble  stillness.     Yet  more  still, 
oung  Claude  le  Vavasour,  thy  visage  was, 

^^»"e  marble-white. 

She  stood  to  see  him  pass, 
^  ^tieir  eyes  met ;  and  full  of  tears  were  hers 

'^^.xk  his  suffering ;  and  she  called  his  name, 

Anrl 

^^^me  below  the  gate ;  but  he  bowed  low, 

"^l"irust  the  visor  close  over  his  face, 

So  »-5..-^  • 

ing  on. 


Before  St.  Ouen's  shrine 
^^ight  the  lady  watched  —  a  sombre  night, 
fleeting  gleams  of  fitful  moonlight  sent 

driving  clouds :  the  gray  stone  statues  gleamed 
gh  the  gloom  ghost-like ;  the  still  effigies 
ight  and  abbess  had  a  show  of  life, 
^^^  pale  crimsons  and  faint  amethysts 


VVitK 

Th 
Of 
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'lliai  ftll  along  them  from  the  oriels ; 

And  if  she  broke  the  silence  with  a  step. 

It  seemed  the  echo  lent  them  speech  again 

To  speak  in  ghostly  whispers ;  while,  o'er  all, 

Willi  a  weird  paleness  midnight  might  not  hide, 

Stniiylit  from  the  wall  St.  Ouen  looked  upon  her. 

Knitting  his  granite  brows,  bidding  her  hope 

No  luvcr's  kiss  that  night  —  no  loving  kiss  — 

None  —  though  there  came  the  whisper  of  her  name, 

And  a  thill  sleety  blast  of  wintry  wind 

Moaning  about  the  tombs,  and  striking  her, 

For  fear,  down  to  her  knees. 

That  Opened  porch 
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^otiFi.   laid  so  stilly  on  the  ahar  fix)nt ; 
^    pi'esence  like  a  knight,  dad  in  close  mail    • 
'^'"c>nrfc  spur  to  crest,  yet  from  his  armbd  heel 
N^c>    footfall ;  a  white  face,  white  as  the  stones, 
^^^   l>y  the  moonlight  long  enough  to  know 
**-^^'^^^  the  dead  kept  his  tryst ;  and  It  was  gone, 
^v^ng  the  lady  on  the  flags,  ice-cold. 


H^ 


All 


S^ntle  River  1  thou  that  knowest  all, 

them  how  for  a  while  she  mourned  her  knight ; 
her  grief  withered  all  the  rose-bloom  off, 
wrote  its  record  on  her  fading  cheek ; 
say,  bright  River  !  lest  they  do  her  wrong, 
e  sad  story  of  those  twenty  moons, 
true-love  dead  —  the  true-love  that  hved  on — 
clinging  memcxies,  and  Claude's  generous  praise, 
de's  silent  service,  and  her  tearful  thanks ; 
ask  them.  River,  for  Saint  Charity, 
hink  not  too  much  wrong,  that  so  she  gave, 
heart  being  given  and  gone,  her  hand  to  him, 
brother  of  her  lord.  — 

Now  banish  care ! 


i^ 
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Soothe  it  with  (lutings,  staRle  it  with  dnims  I 

Trick  k  wiih  gold  and  velvets,  till  it  glow 

Into  a  seeming  pleasure.     Ah,  vain  I  vain  1 

When  the  bride  weeps,  what  wedding-gear  is  gay? 

AikI  since  the  dawn  she  weeps  —  at  orisons 

She  wept — and  while  her  women  clasped  the  ic»n^* 

Among  its  jewels  fell  her  mocking  tears. 

Now  at  the  altar  all  her  answers  sigh : 

Wilt  thou  ?  —  Ah  !  fearful  altar-memories  — 

"  Ah  :  spirit-lover  —  if  he  saw  me  now  !  " 

Wilt  thou?  —  "  Oh,  me  !  if  that  he  saw  me  now  I 

He  doth,  he  doth  !  beneath  St.  Ouen  there, 

.■\s  white  and  still  —  yon  monk  whose  eou4  is  back  - 
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Sandals  and  brown  serge  brushed  the  yellow  broom, 

Xill  to  the  lake  he  came  and  loosed  his  skiff,    «- 

And  paddled  to  the  lonely  island-cell 

Midway  over  the  wavelets.    Long  ago 

The  people  of  the  lonely  water  knew 
He  came  alone  to  dwell  there  —  't  was  the  night 
^^  lady  Julie's  vigil ;  ever  since 
^e  simple  fishers  left  their  silver  tithe 
^^  lake-fish  for  him  on  the  wave-worn  flags, 
•Vherefrom  he  wandered  not,  save  when  that  day 

"^  Went  unasked,  and  marred  the  bridal  show,  — 
^^refore  none  knew,  nor  how,  —  save  two  alone, 
*^<iy  swooning  —  and  a  monk  at  prayers. 


'^^   now  not  Castle-gates,  nor  cell,  nor  swoon, 
^^*"   splashing  waters,  nor  the  flooded  marsh, 
^    keep  these  two  apart    The  Chapel-bells 
^%  Angelus  and  Even-song,  and  then 
^l>,  like  her  waiting  maidens  —  only  Blanche, 
foster-sister,  lying  at  the  gate, 
ming  of  roving  spirits  —  starts  at  one, 
marvels  at  the  night -gear,  poorly  hid, 
overdone  with  pity  at  her  plaint. 
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Lets  her  dear  Lady  fonh,  and  watches  lier 
Gleaming  from  crag  to  crag —  but  lost  at  last, 
A  white  speck  on  the  night 

More  watchful  ey» 
Follow  her  flying ;  —  down  the  water-path. 
Mail  at  liis  broken  bridals,  sore  amazed 
Willi  fear  and  pain,  Claude  tracks  the  wanderer— 

\Vaits,  while  the  wild  white  fingers  loose  the  conl 

But  iviien  she  drove  the  shallop  through  the  lake 
Sirai^lil  for  the  Island-cell,  he  brooked  no  stay, 
Hut  doded  his  steel-coat  on  the  reedy  rim. 
Anil  gave  himself  to  the  quick -plashing  pool. 
And  swimming  in  the  foam  her  lleetncss  made, 


I 
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^'^/le  kisses  him  with  wami,  wil4,  eager  lips  — 
^^  ^eps  on  his  heart  —  that  woman,  nearly  wived, 
-^^cl,  '^Sweetest  love,"  she  saith,  "  I  thought  thee  dead." 
-"^  rici  he  — who  is  he  that  he  fondles  so 
^^^  his  her  shaking  hands,  and  bends  adown, 
*^iiig,  "  Ah,  my  lost  love !  it  was  no  ghost 

left  the  palm-branch  ;  but  I  saw  thee  not 
t.]ie  dim  moonlight  of  the  midnight  aisle  ; 

heard  their  talk  of  Claude,  and  held  thee  false, 
many  erring  days."     Now,  gaze  no  more, 
,  Claude,  for  thy  souFs  peace  !    She  binds  the  brand 
his  gabardine,  with  close  caress ; 
fondles  the  thin  neck,  and  clasps  thereon 
^^'^^  gorget !  then  the  breast-piece  and  the  helm 

quick  hands  fasten.     "  Come  away,"  she  cries, 
^^ou  Knight,  and  take  me  from  them  all  for  thine. 
^orne,  true  love  !  come."     The  pebbles,  water-washed, 
Grate  with  the  gliding  of  the  shallop's  keel, 
^^^e  bearing  up  those  twain. 

Frail  boat,  be  strong  ! 
•^^ce  lives  are  thine  to  keep  —  ah,  Lady  pale, 
^i^oose  of  two  lovers  —  for  the  other  comes 
^^^H  a  wild  bound  that  shakes  the  rotten  plank. 


c« 
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Moon  1  shine  out  clear  forJJIauile's  aienging  blow  t 

She  glitters  on  a  quiet  face  and  form 

That  shuns  it  not,  —  yet  stays  the  lifted  death. 

"  My  brother  Roland  !  "  —  "  Claude,  ah,  brother  mine  1  '"- 

'•  I  thought  thee  dead  1 "  —  "I  would  that  I  had  died 

Ere  this  had  come  ! "  —  "  Just  God  !  but  she  is  thine  I "  - 

"  He  wills  her  not  for  either  !  look,  we  fill. 

The  current  drifts  us,  and  the  oars  are  gone, 

I  will  leap  forth  !  "  —  "  Now  by  the  breast  we  sucked. 

So  sluk  thou  not :  let  the  black  waters  break 

Over  a  broken  heart ! "  —  "  Nay,  tell  him  no  ; 

Bid  him  to  save  thee,  JuMe  —  I  wiU  leap  ! " 

So  strove  they  sinking,  sinking  —  Julie  bending 

Bttvveun  them  ;  and  those  brothers  over  her 

^\'iih  knees  and  arms  close  locked  for  leave  to  die 

Each  for  the  other ;  —  while  the  Moon  shone  down, 

Sihcring  their  far-off  home,  and  the  black  wave 

'IIliI  slrurli,  and  rose,  and  floated  over  them, 

es,  hiding  their  kind  strife, 
i  hearts 
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Now  is  the  Devil-horse  come  to  Sindh  ! 

Wah  !  wah  !  Gooroo  !  —  that  is  true  ! 
His  belly  is  stuffed  with  the  fire  and  the  wind. 

But  a  fleeter  steed  had  Runjeet  Dehu  ! 

It  *s  forty  koss  from  Lahore  to  the  ford. 
Forty  and  more  to  far  Jummoo ; 

I^ast  may  go  the  Feringhee  lord, 
But  never  so  fast  as  Runjeet  Dehu  ! 

Runjeet  Dehu  was  King  of  the  Hill, 

Lord  and  eagle  of  every  crest ; 
^ow  the  swords  and  the  spears  are  still, 

God  will  have  it  —  and  God  knows  best ! 
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Rajah  Runjeet  sate  in  the  sky, 
Watching  the  loaded  Kafilas  in ; 

Alfghan,  Kashmeree,  passing  by, 
Paid  him  pushm  to  save  their  skin. 

Once  he  caracoled  into  the  plain, 
Wah  !  the  sparkle  of  steel  on  steel ! 

And  up  the  pass  came  singing  again 
With  a  lakh  of  silver  borne  at  his  heel. 

Once  he  trusted  the  Mussulman's  word, 
Wah  !  wah  !  trust  a  liar  to  lie  ! 

Down  from  his  eyrie  they  tempted  my  Bird, 
And  clipped  his  wings  that  he  could  not  fly 

Fettered  him  fast  in  far  Lahore, 

Fast  by  the  gate  at  the  Runchenee  "Fdl ; 

Sad  was  the  soul  of  Chunda  Kour, 
Glad  the  merchants  of  rich  Kumool. 

Ten  months  Runjeet  lay  in  Lahore  — 

Wah  !  a  hero's  heart  is  brass  ! 
Ten  months  never  did  Chunda  Kour 

Braid  her  hair  at  the  tiring-glass. 
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'rhere  came  a  steed  from  Toorkistan, 

Wah  !  God  made  him  to  match  the  hawk  ! 
'^^t  beside  him  the  four  grooms  ran. 
To  keep  abreast  of  the  Toorkman's  walk. 

"'^c:k  as  the  bear  on  Iskardoo ; 

Savage  at  heart  as  a  tiger  chained ; 
<ter  than  hawk  that  ever  flew, 
ever  a  Muslim  could  ride  him  reined. 


unjeet  Dehu  !  come  forth  from  thy  hold  " 
'^^ah  !  ten  months  had  rusted  his  chain  I 
ide  this  Sheitan's  liver  cold  " — 
unjeet  twisted  his  hand  in  the  mane ; 


K  xijeet  sprang  to  the  Toorkman's  back, 
"^^ah  !  a  king  on  a  kingly  throne  ! 
«=>rt,  black  Sheitan  !  till  nostrils  crack, 
^*^jah  Runjeet  sits,  a  stone. 


^e  times  round  the  Maidan  he  rode, 
**ouched  its  neck  at  the  Kashmeree  wall, 
^^k  the  spurs  till  they  spirted  blood, 
*-^apt  the  rampart  before  them  all ! 
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Breasted  the  waves  of  the  blue  Ravec, 
Forty  horsemen  mounting  behind. 

Forty  bridle-chains  flung  free,  — 
Wah  !  wah  !  better  chase  the  wind  I 

Chunda  Kour  sate  sad  in  Jummoo :  — 
Hark  !  what  horse-hoof  echoes  without? 

"  Rise  !  and  welcome  Runjeet  Dehu  — 
Wash  the  Toorkman's  nostrils  out  I 

"  Forty  koss  he  has  come,  my  Hfe  ! 

Forty  koss  back  he  must  carry  me  ; 
Rajah  Runjeet  visits  his  wife, 

He  steals  no  steed  like  an  Afreedee. 

"  They  bade  me  teach  them  how  to  ride  — 
Wah  !  wah  !  now  I  have  taught  them  well  i  '* 

Chunda  Kour  sank  low  at  his  side  ; 
Rajah  Runjeet  rode  the  hill. 

When  he  came  back  to  far  Lahore  — 
Long  or  ever  the  night  began  — 

Spake  he,  **  Take  your  horse  once  more, 
He  carries  well  —  when  he  bears  a  man  !  " 
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Tlicn  they  gave  him  a  kliillut  and  gold, 
All  for  his  honor  and  grace  and  truth ; 

Sent  him  back  to  his  mountain-hold  — 
Muslim  mamiers  have  touch  of  ruth ; 

Sent  him  back,  with  dances  and  drum  — 

Wah  !  my  Rajah  Runjeet  Dehu  ! 
To  Chunda  Kour  and  his  Jummoo  home  — 

Wah  !  wah  !  Futtee  !  —  wah,  Gooroo  I 
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Of  eight  great  beams  the  boat  was  wrought. 
With  fjur  red  row-pins  ;  —  Hu-ri-jee! 

When  Miraa  Saheb  spied  at  the  Ghaut 

Bhaglali  bathing,- 


A  BIHARI    MILL-SONG.  Ill 


''  The  dwelling  of  Horil  Singh  looks  north, 
And  north  of  the  door  is  a  sandal-tree :  "  — 
^ith  arms  fast-bound  they  brought  him  forth ; 
''  Salaam  to  the  Mirza ! "  —  Hu-ri-jee  I 


[e,  Horil  Singh,  this  basket  of  gold, 


ff 


-^nd  give  me  thy  sister,  sweet  Bhagbati.' 
bum  thy  basket !  "  he  answered,  bold. 
My  sister 's  a  RajpAt  I "  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 


riTs  wife  came  down  from  her  house ; 
he  weeps  in  the  courtyard  :  "  Cursed  be, 
ister-in-law,  thy  beautiful  brows  ! 
y  husband  is  chained  for  them  !  "  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 


ow,  sister-in-law  !  of  thy  house  keep  charge, 
nd  the  duties  therein  :  "  quoth  Bhagbati ; 

or  Horil  Singh  shall  be  set  at  large, 
go  to  release  him  ! "  —  Hu-ri-jee! 


en  Bhagbati  came  to  the  Mirza's  hall 
x)w  she  salaamed  to  him :  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 
e  fetters  of  Horil  Singh  let  fall, 
if,  Mirza,"  she  said,  "  thou  desirest  me." 


L 
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"  If,  Mirza,"  she  said,  "  thou  wouldst  have  my  lov^  ■ 
Dye  me  a  bride<loth ;  "  —  Hu-ri-jee! 

"  Saffron  beneath  and  vennilion  above. 
Fit  for  a  Rajpflt !  "— Hu-ri-jee  I 

"  If,  Mirza,"  she  said,  "  I  am  fair  in  thine  eyes. 
And  mine  is  thy  heart,  now,"  —  Hu-ri-jee  I 

"  Command  me  jewels  of  rich  device. 
Fit  for  a  Rajpflt ! "  —  Hu-ri-jee  / 

"  If,  Mirza,"  she  said,  "  1  must  do  this  thing. 

Quitting  my  people,"  —  Hu-ri-jee  t 
"Tiie  palanquin  and  the  bearers  bring, 

li:ii  1  ^11  tiol  nfool  from  Ihem  !  "  —  Hu-n-j/f' 
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Joyously  smiling,  "  Bring  forth,"  he  cried, 
"  My  gilded  palanquin  ! "  —  Hu-ri-jce  I 

Bitterly  sorrowing,  entered  the  bride. 
Beautiful  Bhagbati. — Hu-ri-jeel 

A  koss  and  a  half  of  a  koss  went  they, 
And  another  koss  after ;  —  Hu-ri-jee  I 

Then  Bhagbati  thirsted  :  "  Bearers,  stay  ! 

I  would  drink  at  the  tank  here  ! "  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 

**  Take  from  my  cup,"  the  Mirza  said : 

"  Oh,  not  to-day  will  I  take  ! "  quoth  she  : 

*  ^  For  this  was  my  father's  tank,  who  is  dead, 
And  it  soon  will  be  distant ! "  — Hu-ri-jee! 

he  quaffed  one  draught  from  her  hollowed  palm, 
And  again  she  dipped  it ; —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 
iTien  leaped  in  the  water,  dark  and  calm. 

And  sank  from  the  sight  of  them.  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 

Sorely  the  Mirza  bewailed,  and  hid 

His  face  in  his  cloth,  for  rage  to  be 
So  mocked  :  "  See,  now,  in  all  she  did 

Bhagbati  fooled  me  !  "  —  Hu-ri-jee  ! 
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Grieving,  the  Mirza  cast  a  net 
Dragging  the  water;  —  Hu-ri-jte! 

Only  shells  and  weeds  did  he  get, 
Shells  and  bladder-weeds.  —  Hu-ri-j'ee! 

Laughing,  a  net  cast  Horil  Sin^, 
Dragging  the  water ;  —  Hu-ri-jee  I 

Lo  !  at  the  first  sweep,  up  they  bring 
Dead,  cold  Bhagbati  —  fair  to  see  ! 

Laughing,  homeward  the  Rajpflt  wends 

Chewing  his  betel ;  "  For  now,"  quoth  he, 
"  In  honor  this  leap  of  Bhagbati  ends 
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Call  on  Rama !  call  to  Rama ! 
Oh,  my  brothers,  call  on  Rama  I 

For  this  Dead 

Whom  we  bring. 
Call  aloud  to  mighty  Rama  I 

As  we  bear  him,  oh,  my  brothers. 
Call  together,  very  loudly. 

That  the  BhdXs 

May  be  scared ; 
That  his  spirit  pass  in  comfort. 


Turn  his  feet  now,  calling  "  Rama," 
Calling  "  Rama,"  who  shall  take  him 

When  the  flames 

Make  an  end : 
Ram  !  Ram  !  —  oh,  call  to  Rama  ! 


SONG  OF  THE  SERPENT 
CHARMERS. 


t  OMF,  forth,  O  Snake  !  come  forth,  O  glittering  Sna 
O  shining,  silent,  deadly  N£g  !  appear 
Dance  to  the  music  that  we  make. 
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Uncle  Snake  !  creep  forth  and  dance  to-day  ! 
*"is    music  is  the  music  snakes  love  best ; 
Tast^    the  warm  white  new  milk,  and  play 
Standing  erect,  with  fangs  at  rest, 
Dancing  on  end,  sharp  fangs  at  rest. 
Fierce  fangs  at  rest. 


AK 


^*^>   ^iv-ise  Lord  N^g  !  thou  comest !  —  Fear  thou  not ! 


ake  salaam  to  thee,  the  Serpent-King, 
^ra.v^    forth  thy  folds,  knot  after  knot ; 

Dance,  Master !  while  we  softly  sing ; 
Dance,  Serpent !  while  we  play  and  sing, 
We  play  and  sing. 


«,  dreadful  King  !  whose  kisses  strike  men  dead  ; 
«  this  side,  mighty  Snake  !  the  milk  is  here  ! 

[TA^y  seize  the  Cobra  by  the  neck!] 
Wabash  !  pin  his  angry  head  ! 
Thou  fool !  this  nautch  shall  cost  thee  dear  ; 
Wrench  forth  his  fangs  I  this  piping  clear 
It  costs  thee  dear  1 
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Turn  the  meny  mill-stone,  Gunga  ! 

Pour  the  golden  grain  in ; 
Those  that  twist  the  chunak  fastest 

The  cakes  soonest  win : 
Good  stones,  turn  1 
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Blithesome  hearts  and  willing  elbows 
Make  the  fine  meal  come  : 
Handsfiil  three 
For  Gopal,  you,  and  me ; 

* 

Now  it  falls  white, 
Good  stones,  bite ! 
Drive  it  round  and  round,  my  Gunga ! 

Sing  soft  to  the  stone ; 
Better  com  and  churrak-working 
Than  idleness  and  none. 


iw^ 


-  — The   above  three   songs  were   written  to  native    Hindoo 
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Out  of  all  the  hundred  fiur  Madonnas 

Seen  in  many  a  rich  and  distant  city  — 

Sweet  Madonnas,  with  the  mother's  bosoms  ; 

Sad  Madonnas,  with  the  eyes  of  anguish ; 

Rapt  Madonnas,  caught  in  clouds  to  heaven 

(Clouds  of  golden,  glad,  adoring  Angels)  — - 

She  of  Florence,  in  the  chair,  —  so  perfect ! 

She  that  was  the  "  Grand  Duke's  "  wealth  and  gjory. 

She  that  makes  the  picture  "  of  the  Goldfinch/' 

Ghirlandajo's,  with  the  cloak  and  jewels ; 

Guido*s  Queen,  whom  men  and  angels  worship^ 

Delia  Robbia's  best ;  and  that  sweet  "  Perla  "  — 

Seville's  bright  boast  —  Mary  of  MuriDo 

(Painted  —  so  they  vow  —  *'  with  milk  and  roses  ' 
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Guido  Reni's  Quadro  at  Bologna, 

Munich's  masteipiece,  grim  Diirer's  Goddess ; 

Ves  1  and  thy  brave  work  —  Beltraftio  mio  !  — 

iiany  as  the  lessons  are  I  owe  them, 

IThanks  and  wonder ;  worship ;  grateful  memories, 

DftenesC  I  shall  think  of  Perugino's. 

E>o  you  know  it?     Either  side  a  triptych 
Stands  an  armed  Archangel  —  as  to  guard  her  — 
Ljlorious  —  with  great  wings,  and  shining  armor : 
En  the  middle  panel,  pure  and  tender, 
L^laspiog  close  her  hands,  with  adoration 
[Al!  the  Mother's  love  —  the  Mortal's  worship  — 
In  their  yearning,  in  their  reverence,  painted), 
Dazes  Mary  on  the  Child.     A  seraph 
Bolds  Him,  smiling,  at  her  knees  ;  and,  smiling, 
Looks  she  down,  with  spirit  humbly-happy, 
Pull  —  to  heart's  brim  —  of  the  Peace  of  Heaven. 
Reverence  mingles  with  the  Mother's  passion. 
But  no  touch  of  sadness,  or  of  doul)ting. 
Par  away  a  river  runneth  seaward 
[little  now  — like  Truth  — like  Truth,  to  widen). 
Leads  the  light  across  a  blue  dim  country. 


122  "STUDENTS'   DAY. 

Under  peaks  —  by  forests— to  the  ocean  ; 

Soft  and  warm,  a  pearly  sky  broods  over 

Where  three  VVinged-Ones,  at  the  Father's  footstool, 

Sing  the  "  peace  and  good-will "  song  to  mortals. 

If  you  ask  me  why  that  Perugino 
Of  the  rest  can  never  be  forgotten, 
[^t  this  serve  :  I  learned  a  lesson  by  it. 
Watching  one  whose  light  and  faithful  fingers  — 
Following  touch  by  touch  her  lovely  labor  — 
Caught  ihe  Master's  trick,  and  made  him  modem. 
Wliile  she-  bent  above  her  new  Madonna, 

spli^ndid  smalls,  and  touched  the  crimsons, 
r  the  gilt  tresses. 


•• 
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Sighing  music  to  a  tune  we  catch  not, 

Sdrring  hearts,  as  leaves,  i'  the  night,  a  little 

Shake,  and  sleep  again,  and  wait  for  sunlight 

(Sweet,  glad  sunlight !  oh,  so  long  a-coming !), 

Would  she  smile  so?    I  had  painted  rather 

(While  she  listened  to  those  singing  Angels)  — 

Mary,  with  a  sword-blade  in  her  bosom 

(Sword  that  was  to  pierce  her  heart,  of  all  hearts  !)  ; 

I  had  shown  her  with  deep  eyes  of  trouble. 

Half  afraid  to  credit  that  Evangel ; 

I  had  limned  her  *  pondering  all  those  sayings/ 

AU  our  later  agonies  foreseeing, 

After  all  our  years  have  heard  'the  tidings.*  " 

But  the  Artist,  painting  bold  and  largely, 
Washing  soft  and  clear  the  broadening  colors  ; 
With  a  liberal  brush,  at  skilful  working, 
Linking  lights  and  shadows  on  the  visage, 
DroppeJ  by  hazard  therCy  one  drop  of  water  I 
"  Ix),  a  tear  !  "  I  thought ;  *'  that  teaches  Pietro  ! 
That  is  wiser  than  the  Master's  wisdom  ! 
Now  the  picture's  meaning  will  be  perfect ! 
For  she  could  not  be  so  calm  —  Christ's  Mother  — 
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Could  she?  even  though  Archangels  kept  her  ! 
Could  she?  even  though  those  sang  in  Heaven  ! 
Knowing  how  her  world  would  roll  beyond  them. 
Twenty  centuries  past  this  sacred  moment. 
Out  of  sound  of  this  angelic  singing ; 
Loaded  with  the  wrongs  Christ's  justice  rights  not, 
Reiidcncd  with  the  blood  Christ's  teachings  stanch  r 
Reeking  with  the  tears  Christ's  pity  stays  not : 
Let  the  tear  shine  there  !  it  suits  the  story  ! 
Tear  and  smile  go  wondrous  weU  together ! 
Seeing  that  this  song  was  sung  by  Angels ; 
Seeini;  ihat  the  foolish  world  gainsays  it. 
Thnt  uui'  lu-itroiis  drop  rom[>le!fs  the  picture  ! 


'STUDENTS'    DAY." 


;TSt]  that  tear,  charged  with  its  rosy  tintings, 
Deepened  the  first  sweet  smile,  and  left  it  lovelier,  — 

'like  the  Master's  work,  compltli.',  sufRcient ! 

Then  I  thought :  "'  Pietro's  wise  Madonna 
Was  too  wise  to  weep  at  little  sorrows  ! 
Phrist,  and  She,  and  Heaven,  and  all  the  angels 
Last  I  —  't  is  sin,  and  grief,  alone  which  passes  ! 
Etoses  glow  of  dew,  and  smiles  &om  weeping ! 
Sweetest  smile  is  made  of  saddest  tear-drop  I 
She  hath  not  forgotten  we  shall  suffer  ! 

her  heart  that  sword  —  to  the  heft  —  is  planted, 
Bot  beyond  the  years,  she  sees  Time  over ; 
fast  the  Calvary  she  counts  *  the  mansions.' 
Dear  Madonna  !  —  wise  lo  be  so  happy  ! 
Itould  you  weep,  because  we  have  not  listened? 
Tie  shall  listen  !  and  His  Mother  knows  it ! " 

This  is  why  —  of  many  rare  Madonnas  — 

ost  of  all  I  think  on  Perugino's  j 

Who  know  so  many  more  and  love  them  I 

s  why  I  thank  my  gentle  artist, 
ic  who  taught  me  that,  a  student's  wisdom  I 


THE  KNIGHT'S  TOMB  AT  SW 
COMBE   CHURCH. 


Where,  through  western  windows,  dieth— 
Gold  and  rose  —  the  sunset's  light. 

With  his  dame,  in  marble,  lieth 
Andrew  Weldon,  aimkl  Knight : 

Side  by  side,  the  legend  sayeth, 
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What  the  Lady  and  the  Knight  were 
Now  they  are  not  so. 

Silvery  twitters  of  swift  swallows 

Reach  them,  flashing  by ; 
Shadows  of  the  spear-leaved  sallows 

On  their  foreheads  lie, 
Shadows  of  the  flickering  sallows, 

Of  the  fragrant  limes. 
Waving  to-day  as  green  and  gay 

As  in  their  vanished  times. 

Fair,  be  sure,  was  this  great  lady. 

Eyes,  I  guess,  whose  blue, 
Cold  and  calm,  but  beaming  steady. 

Tender  seemed  and  true. 
Certes  !  of  a  noble  presence. 

Dutiful  and  staid, 
Worthinesse  was  glad  before  her, 

Worthlessnesse  dismayed. 

Read  beneath,  in  golden  letters 
Proudly  written  down, 


THE   knight's  TOUB. 

Names  of  all  ber  "  sonnes  and  daughtcres ! 

Each  a  matron-crown : 
Deftly  carved  in  niffand  wimple. 

Kneeling  figures  show 
Small  heads  over  smaller,  risiiig 

In  a  solemn  row. 


These  her  triumphs :  sterner  token 

Chronicles  her  Jxtti  I 
Hangs  above  him,  grim  and  broken. 

Gilded  helm  and  sword : 
Sometimes,  when  with  chmr  and  organ 
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In  chanccl-shade  to  yon  good  blade 
God  gives  thy  soul  in  Heaven. 

Somewhere  on  this  summer  morning 

In  this  English  isle. 
Gleams  a  cheek  whose  soft  adorning, 

Lady  !  wears  thy  smile  ! 
Some  one  in  the  Realm,  whose  fathers 

SufTered  much  and  long. 
Owes  that  sword  and  its  good  Lord 

Thanks  for  a  righted  wrong. 

Therefore  for  that  maiden  pray  I 

Dame  !  God  thee  assoil ! 
Therefore  for  that  freeman  say  I 

Knight !  God  quit  thy  toil ! 
And  for  all  Christian  men  —  and  me  — 

Grace  from  the  gracious  Lord 
To  write  our  name  with  no  more  shame, 

And  sheathe  as  clean  a  sword. 

1857. 


ALLA  MANO  DELLA  MIA  DO 


Listen  !  poets,  loving-hearted. 
Here  abiding  —  hence  departed; 
Ye  who  ranged  the  realms  above 
Seeking  symbols  of  your  love  ; 
Provence  bards  and  Persian  Saadis 
Eloc|ucntly  lauding  ladies ; 


AI.LA    MANO    DELLA    MIA    DONNA, 

Nor  no  lily  ever  grew 

White  as  that  which  bloomed  for  you  ! 

Look  !  I  fling  you  down  a  glove 

In  one  dear  name  that  I  love — 

Never  hand  so  fair  and  fine 

As  my  lady's —  Katharine. 


Ves  !  I  know  it  —  Father  Homer  I 
Too  long  in  thy  rolls  a  roamer 
Not  to  know  how  radiant-mighty 
Rose  the  sea-born  Aphrodite ; 
Yes !  I  know  the  pearly  splendor 
Of  that  hand,  whose  curvings  tender, 
Silver  ghnling  under  gold, 
Combed  away  the  sea-foam  bold. 
And  I  worship,  bending  low. 
Here's  awful  arm  of  snow  j 
And  of  mortal  boldness  shorn 
Hail  the  Rosy-fingered  Mom  ; 
But  those  Gods  above  the  thunder 
Are  for  fear  and  reverent  wonder; 
She  whose  gentle  hand  I  praise 
Woman  is,  with  woman's  ways, 


ALLA    MANO   DELLA    MIA   DONNA. 

And  I  hold  this  gage  of  mine 
None  a  hand  —  like  Katharine. 

All  the  bards  that  lips  have  kissed 
Enter  angiy  on  the  list, 
And  the  legions  that  appear, 
Might  move  any  heart  to  fear. 
Lo  !  Athenian  Sophocles  — 
Virgil,  too,  my  fancy  sees  — 
And  I  sink  my  spear-head  bright 
As  beseemeth  younger  knight  j 
And  I  kneel,  but  not  to  yield, 
For  1  keep  the  lenled  field  - 


,    MANO    DELLA    MIA    DONNA. 

And  the  challenge  —  none  so  fine  ! 
None  3  hand  —  like  Katharine. 

Dante  I  spirit  sad  and  lone  ! 
Laughing  love  thou  hast  not  known  ; 
Weeping  love  attends  on  thee. 
With  ils  mortal  mystery ; 
And  thine  Angel,  Beatrice, 
Aweth  with  her  hand  of  ice. 
Thou,  Peirarca  !  dost  thou  frown? 
Lay  thy  latest  sonnet  down  : 
Set  ihy  shining  lance  in  rest  1 
For  I  li!t  upon  thy  breast : 
&iy'st  thou,  "  hke  a  curving  shell. 
Where  the  tender  pink  does  dwell," 
Gleamed  thy  Laura's  milky  hand? 
Lo !  I  read  it !  and  I  stand 
Firm  of  foot  to  make  it  seem. 
Even  so  my  Love's  doth  gleam  ; 
And  this  gentle  hand  of  mine 
Gave  a  heart  —  thus  did  not  thine. 


Ah  !  Dan  Chaucer  1  —  art  thou  he, 
ing  star  of  minstrelsy? 


ALLA   MANO  DELLA   HIA   DONNA. 

Eldest  of  the  English  choir. 
Highest  hill  —  touched  first  with  fire. 

Pass  !  no  bow  of  mine  is  bent 
At  the  heart  where  1  have  leant, 
Anil  thy  dream  of  Marguerite 
Was  a  vision  of  my  Sweet. 

Next  to  thee  what  champioas  come? 
Thtre  be  valorous  poets  some  — 
Other  some  whose  steel  I  scorn 
111  iinknightly  hands  ybome; 
At  the  last  a  Minslrel  proud 
Rideth  high  amid  the  crowd. 
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Com'st  thou,  Tasso,  with  thy  crew, 
Eastern-aired  Armida  too  ? 
Oh  !  a  lustrous  lady  she, 
"  Beautiful,  exceedingly ; " 
But  her  Asian  soul  I  doubt, 
Looking  from  those  large  eyes  out ; 
And  her  white  wrist  plays  a  part. 
Beating  not  as  beats  her  heart 
Hence,  Enchantress  !  hence,  too,  thou 
Mistress  of  the  southern  brow ; 
Though  thou  be'st  Boccaccio's  best, 
*'  Bocca  bacciata  "  hath  no  zest ! 
After  thee  there  floats  another 
Like  as  sister  of  one  mother, 
Ariosto's  Angelique,  — 
Hide  her  hand,  and  hide  her  cheek  ! 
Let  a  nobler  Dame  have  life 
Led  by  nobler  knight  to  strife  — 
High  bom,  great,  and  graceful  too, 
All  thy  loving  songs  are  true  ; 
Swear,  Lord  Surrey,  stoutly  swear. 
Was  never  woman  half  so  fair  I 
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And  I  will  swear  that  Geraldine 
Had  no  such  hand  as  Katharine. 

Nay  !  high  poets,  let  it  be 
Thine  to  thee,  and  mine  to  me ; 
For  I  see  th'  accepted  King 
Of  all  earthly  rainstrelling 
Crowned  with  homely  Avon  lilies. 
As  his  regal  way  and  will  is. 
Mighty  Master  !  let  me  speak : 
Though  Queen  Cleopatra's  cheek 
Shamed  the  rosy  lotus-dyes. 
And  her  hand  in  Antony's 
Whiter  than  dove's  milky  wing 
Lay  a  plaything  for  a  King ; 
Yet,  an  thou  shalt  pardon  yield. 
Thus  I  leave  the  foughten  field ; 
All  as  fair  and  yet  more  true 
ITian  was  known  to  one  but  you. 
Is  that  fair  frank  hand  of  mine 
That  gave  to  me  Katharine. 

January,  1856. 


The  hymn  of  the  priestess 

OF  DIANA. 


Or,  of  an  maidens  Mistress  I    Help  at  need 

Of  souls  unstained  and  bosoms  virginal ! 
With  vervain  and  with  fragrant  gums  we  feed 
The  flame  that  burned,  and'  bums,  and  ever  shall ; 
Feed  thou  the  fire  that  flames  with  holy  thought, 
And  let  the  world  to  thy  white  shrine  be  brought. 

The  altar-light,  mounting  to  find  thy  face, 

Gleams  back  upon  us  from  the  brow  divine, 
Filling  with  placid  splendor  all  the  place  : 
Fill  so  the  earth,  supremest  Goddess  mine  ! 
That  men,  awaking  out  of  fancied  light. 
May  know  it,  matched  with  Dian's  noon-time  —  night. 

O  brow,  where  shame  can  never  come  to  sit ! 
O  cheek  of  snow,  which  blush  can  never  melt  1 
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O  ear,  tliat  hears  no  word  or  wish  unfit ! 

O  breast,  which  thought  unsainted  never  felt ! 
Show  thyself,  Dian  !  unto  other  eyes 
As  unto  ours,  thy  deep-sworn  votaries. 

For  we,  who  round  about  thine  altar  go, 

Thou  Daughter  of  the  Father  of  the  world  ! 
Know  thee  divinest ;  —  if  men  knew  thee  so, 
'I'hcn  were  the  false  gods  from  their  temples  hurl< 
And  mortals,  leaving  blind  and  sinful  yearning. 
Should  scorn  false  beauty,  beauty  true  discemi 
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Kef<tfc  the  eyes  of  men.  and  lead  ihem  t 
To  hunt  beside  thee,  turning  off  Tor  nom 

•    l-»liss !  beside  ihce  —  by  thee  —  in  thy  sp 
•^  *=    «rh3se  of  life  along  the  years  to  lead, 
*^  I  * » <^riDg  desire  by  high  desire  to  merit 
*^^    joy  of  joj-s,  the  \ove  of  loves,  the  meef 
*^f  untold  peace,  watting  th'  unshaken  fa 
*^inn  hdd  through  life,  in  full  repose  on 


__         *t^oH.  of  all  the  gods,  hast  these  to  give,  ■ 
^^    kingdom  of  a  calm  and  equal  mind ; 

■^-»ss — cold,  true — bidding  ihc  soul's  lift 
'^     »^iccl  caresses,  tarrying  yet  behind, 
■ivjt  past  hope  tender,  like  the  drei 
■— <;ft  on  the  forehead  of  Endymio 


«A 


:  dreig^^ 


**   -^  we  speak  of  things  wc  cannot  know, 
***"!   knuwing,  in  this  presence  we  were  dur 
^**^  the  winds  which  round  thy  pwriiil  go 
-"^"hcaes  from  Aphrodite's  revels  come, 
^Tarring  our  hymns.     High  Goddera  1  ms 
Tile  "  Foam-Bom's"  beauty  but  a  bkrt  ft; 


TO  A  SLEEPING  LADY. 


Dari-inc  !  as  you  lie  there  sleeping,  with  the  holy  ang*^^ 
keeping 
Watch  and  ward  around  your  pillow,  shading  it  «-'*' 

wings  of  gold ; 


TO   A   SLEEPING  LADY.  I4I 

^^    is  it !     Fairest  woman  !  and  what 's  there  is  but 

the  human 
^^be  and  raiment  which  your  spirit  wears,  to  walk 

with  all  the  rest, 
^^8^  raiment !  ah,  the  silky  wavelets  of  that  hair !  the 
milky 
^iteness  of  the  brow  !  the  neck  !  the  soft  hands  folded 
o'er  the  breast ! 
As  a  Queen's  grace  seems  to  linger  in  the  pearl-strings 
which  her  finger 
Loosens  —  so  thy  soul  leaves  glory  on  that  sleeping 
form  of  thine ; 
But  the  beautiful  still  body  is  not  that  which  most  I 
worship, 
And  your  soul,  my  Pride  !  my  Bride  I  —  is  here,  and 
talking  low  with  mine. 

All  because,  at  such  an  hour,  Love  hath  so  much  charm 
and  power, 
Life  hath  so  much  deeper  knowledge  of  its  march  an<l 
mystery, 

That — so  soon  as  I  invite  it  —  coy  no  longer,  but  de- 
lighted 
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Forth  thy  sweet  and  stately  spirit  comes  for  feIlow-:>hi[> 
with  me  ! 
Ami,  beside  my  spirit  sitting,  thoughts  with  deep  thougl:ts 
interkniiling, 
Speaking  plainly  in  a  ulence,  dearer,  dearer  far  than 
s|>eech. 
Mine  grows  all  thine  intnoet  being;  and  I  see  thee  — 
more  tlian  seeing  — 
1  and  thou  as  one  together;  blended,  ended,  each 


TO  STELLA. 


Swi^ 


1 1. 


Soul !  suddenly  met,  utterly  loved, 
the  first  eye-glance  of  our  sudden  meeting  I 
^^^k  back  on  the  ways  whereby  I  moved 
^o  this  fair  fate,  my  lonely  life  completing : 
^^cl  not  seek  you.  Dear  !  no  vision  tender 
"^^de  me  expect  you  on  my  rayless  road  ! 

was  no  dreamy  dawning  of  the  splendor 
Our  white  light  sheds  !  no  morning  gray  that  showed 
^re  my  Star  waited  under  life's  horizon  !  — 
'^'^h,  fair,  pure,  silvery  Star  !  set  not  again  ! 
-^ter  no  lamp  to  fix  the  sailors'  eyes  on 
^^han  one  brief  beam  cast  on  the  cold  dark  main  ! 


^H 


INSCRIBED  ON  A  SKULL  PICKED  UP  ON 
THE  ACROPOLIS  AT  ATHENS. 


I  AM  the  skull  of  Nedjm,  a  Turk, 

Who  fought  at  Athens  with  the  Giaour ; 
When  cannon-balls  were  hard  at  work 

f^h.iKcrincr  the  Parthenon  —  that  hour 


ON   A   SKULL. 

Roaming  the  strewed  Acropolis, 

And  lighdy  ^hioned  me  to  this. 
Drink  !  if  thou  wilt ;  and,  drinking,  say 

Never  did  ancient  craftsman  make 
Cyathus,  Krater,  F^Uera 

Fitter  a  mighty  thirst  to  slake. 
But,  call  not  me  a  thing  of  the  clod ! 

The  PSuthenon  owned  no  such  plan  ! 
Man  made  that  temple  for  a  God, 

God  made  these  temples  for  a  man  1 


MS 


10 


THE  NEW   LUCIAN. 


•'  Ac  that  eternal  parting  of  the  ways," 

I'hoii  say'st,  good  Friend  I  looking  to  see  it  come 
^MlL'»  hands  which  cling  unclasp,  arms  diseinbract;, 

Ami  lips,  tliat  murmured  love  to  lips,  are  dumb. 


[It 


ON   THE  DEATH   OF  THE 
PRINCESS  ALICE. 


^*'*ll    be  remembered  that  Her  Royal  Highness  died  of  diphtheria,  om- 
^*"^cted  from  the  caresses  of  her  little  son,  whom  she  was  nursing.] 


Tender  and  true  !  whose  virtue  was  thy  crown  ! 
^Vhose  royalty  was  royally  to  live  ! 
t>eath,  sent  to  fetch  thee,  laid  his  arrow  douTi, 
-^nd  prayed  that  Love  the  bitter  call  would  give  ; 
Sut  Love,  who  could  not  stop  such  gentle  breath, 
^Vhispered  thy  child  to  give  the  Kiss  of  Death  ! 


FACIES   NON  OMNIBUS   UNA. 


Not  a  life  below  the  sun 

But  is  precious  —  unto  one  ! 

Not  an  eye,  however  dull. 

But  seems  —  somewhere  —  beautiful ; 

Not  a  heart,  howe'er  despised. 


ARMAGEDDON. 


A    WAR  SONG  OF  THE  FUTURE. 


Marching  down  to  Armageddon  — 

Brothers,  stout  and  strong  ! 
Let  us  cheer  the  way  we  tread  on 

With  a  soldier's  song  ! 
Faint  we  by  the  weary  road, 

Or  fall  we  in  the  rout, 
Dirge  or  P^ean,  Death  or  Triumph  ! 

Let  the  song  ring  out ! 


We  are  they  who  scorn  the  scomers  — 

Love  the  lovers  —  hate 
None  within  the  world's  four  comers  — 

All  must  share  one  fate ; 
We  are  they  whose  common  banner 

Bears  no  badge  nor  sign, 


ARUAGEDUON. 

Save  the  Light  which  dyes  it  white  — 
The  Hope  that  makes  it  shine. 

We  are  they  whose  bugle  rings, 

That  all  the  wais  may  cease ; 
We  are  they  will  pay  the  Kings 

Their  cruel  price  for  Peace ; 
We  are  they  whose  steadfast  watchwonY 

Is  what  Christ  did  teach,  — 
"  Each  man  for  his  Brother  first  — 

And  Heaven,  Aen,  for  each." 


We  are  they  who  will  not  falter — 
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Ask  not  why  the  way  we  tread  on 

Is  so  rough  and  long  ! 
God  will  tell  us  when  our  spirits 

Grow  to  grasp  His  plan  ! 
Let  us  do  our  part  to-day  — 

And  help  Him^  helping  Nfan  I 


Shall  we  even  curse  the  madness, 

Which  for  "  ends  of  State  " 
Dooms  us  to  the  long,  long  sadness 

Of  this  human  hate  ? 
Let  us  slay  in  perfect  pity 

Those  that  must  not  live ; 
Vanquish,  and  forgive  our  foes  — 

Or  fall  —  and  still  forgive  ! 


We  are  those  whose  unpaid  legions. 

In  free  ranks  arrayed, 
Massacred  in  many  regions  — 

Never  once  were  stayed  : 
We  are  they  whose  torn  battalions, 

Trained  to  bleed,  not  fly, 


ARHAGEDDOK. 

Make  our  agonies  a  triumph,  — 
Conquer,  while  we  die  ! 

Therefore,  down  to  Armageddon  — 

Brotheis,  bold  and  strong ; 
Cheer  the  glorious  way  we  tread  on 

With  this  soldier's  song  ! 
Let  the  armies  of  the  old  Flags 

March  in  silent  dread  I 
Death  and  Life  are  one  to  us. 

Who  fight  for  Quick  and  Dead  I 


THE   FOUR  CROWNS. 


[Written  ufXNi  the  death  of  the  Prince  Consort.] 


Throned  before  the  people 

Queen  of  land  and  sea. 
While  from  tower  and  steeple 

Crashed  the  clangorous  glee ; 
First  of  four  —  enamelled 

All  with  kingdoms  round, 
The  crown  of  this,  our  England, 

Upon  thy  brow  was  bound. 


Next,  in  happiest  hours, 
Came  the  crown  of  life ; 

Love's  fair  wreath  of  flowers 
Diademed  thee  Wife : 
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Hailed,  Princess  and  Woman, 
Honored,  Queen  and  Spouse, 

Half  the  golden  burden 
lightened  on  thy  brows. 


Yet  a  crown  came  after, 
Waiting  thee  to  wear ; 

Little  children's  laughter 
Rippled  in  thine  ear. 

At  thy  knee,  most  Noble  I 
Learning  how  to  reign, 

Priitces  and  princesses 


THE   FOUR   CROWNS. 

O  our  Queen  !  our  Mother  ! 

Thou,  of  all,  know'st  all ; 
Joy  or  sorrow  —  other 

Cannot  hence  befall. 
Sad,  imperial  Forehead  ! 

Sceptred,  weary  Hand  ! 
Widowed  Heart !  the  Greatest 

And  Loneliest  in  the  Land  I 


iSS 


HAVELOCK  IN  TRAFALGAR 
SQUARE. 


Tnr,  loot  set  firm,  — the  hand  upon  the  hilt,  — 

The  \v.:rrior-gaze,  —  as  innocent  of  fear 
As  .\nv  maid's  uf  shame,  —  which,  past  the  guilt 
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So  Stand  !  —  the  busy  feet  of  men  go  by  thee, 
Elach  one  to-day  the  safer  for  that  sword  ; 

Meeanee's  just  and  valiant  chief  is  nigh  thee, 
Palmerston,  Beaconsfield,  the  great  Sea-lord,  — 

Well  met  in  some  far-off  serenest  session, 
The  unimpassioned  rest  of  great  men  gone ; 

And  here  together  set  —  love's  poor  profession  !  — 
In  storied  effigy  and  sculptured  stone. 

Ah  I  speaking  stone,  and  bronze,  cunningly  graven 
To  show  these  Champions  of  the  English  name, 

Are  men's  hearts  such,  that  knave  and  fool  and  craven 
Can  pass  ye  daily,  and  be  still  the  same  ? 

But,  true  and  faithful  servant !  somewhere  plaining 

That  labor  multiplies  and  wage  is  none. 
Read  Havelock*s  history,  and  thereby  gaining 

The  comfort  of  his  courage,  copy  one 

VV^ho  all  life's  chilly  spring  and  summer  dreary 
Wrought  in  pure  patience  what  he  found  to  do, 

Possessing  his  own  soul  —  not  once  a  weary  — 
Content,  because  God  was  contented  too. 
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Wherefrom  he  hived  the  honey  which  is  sweetest, 
The  flower  of  all  the  flowers  of  all  a  life, 

A  wisdom  so  perfected,  so  completest. 
Great  soldiers  gave  him  place  to  stem  the  strife : 

\\'hich  never  given,  Havelock's  highest  glory 

Had  lacked  our  knowledge,  not  his  Master's  praise, 

UiK  splendid  page  been  lost  from  England's  story, 
Bui  not  one  leaf  Arom  his  immortal  bays. 

{;o  to  !  and  work  —  God's  servant  —  serving  men ; 

Bethinking  how  the  ranks  closed  up,  and  cried, 
■'  Way  for  the  Gaierai  I"  and  his  answer  then, — 

'■  You  have  made  way,  my  lads  I"  —  to  time  for  prid* 


OXFORD   REVISITED. 


Mother  !  mild  Mother  !  after  many  years  — 
So  many  that  the  head  I  bow  turns  gray  — 
Come  I  once  more  to  thee,  thinking  to  say 
In  what  far  lands,  through  what  hard  hopes  and  fears, 
'Mid  how  much  toil  and  triumph,  joys  and  tears, 
I  taught  thy  teaching ;  and,  withal,  to  lay 
At  thy  kind  feet  such  of  my  wreaths  as  may 
Seem  least  unworthy.     But  what  grown  child  dares 
Offer  thee  honors.  Fair  and  Queenly  One  ! 

Tower-crowned,  and  girdled  with  thy  silver  streams, 
Mother  of —  ah  !  so  many  a  better  son  ? 

Let  me  but  list  thy  solemn  voice,  which  seems 
Like  Christ's,  raising  my  dead  :  and  let  me  be 
Back  for  one  hour —  a  Boy  —  beside  thy  knee. 

May,  i88> 


He. 
"Ah  !  —  if  you  knew  !  if  I  dared  lo  discover 

Half  that  my  heart  feeb  to-day : 
If  there  were  words  for  so  faithful  a  lover, 
S<ift  t-nough,  fond  enough,  —  say, 

I  1)6  vexed  at  mv  passionate  pleadintr. 


A   DUET. 


I6l 


Sometimes  —  I  think  I  should  never  believe  you, 
Sometimes  —  my  thought  —  is  not  so ; 

If  you  say  nothing,  no  answer  can  grieve  you, 
Only  then  —  what  can  I  know  ?  '* 


THE  ALTAR  OF  PITY. 

{From  the  "  Tbdau  "  of  Sbtius.] 

Ik  ihe  mid-city  —  to  no  mighty  God 
Dedicate  —  rose  an  altar.     Pity  built 
Her  gentle  seat  there,  and  the  miserable 
Made  all  its  consecration  :  never  lacked 
That  Altar  suppliants !  uone  are  turned  away ! 
U'lioso  dolh  ask  is  heard ;  for  day  and  night 


THE  CHOLERA   IN   ITALY. 


[Suggested  by  a  sketch  of  Jolin  MUlais,  Esq.,  R.A.,  representing  a 
skeleton  shooting  an  arrow  by  night  into  the  habitations  of  a  forti- 
fied town.] 


How  did  it  come  to  his  mind  ?  the  fleshless  and  horrible 

dream  — 
Grewrsorae,  cruel,  and  weird  —  making  the  murk  more 

grim; 
Standing  stark-naked  in  bone,  which   the  starlight  sets 

all  a-gleam  — 
Shooting  his  shot  at  the  town,  the  little  town  silent  and 

dim? 


Said  we  not,  each  to  the  other,  "  Death  is  an  Angel  of 

Light !  " 
While  our  tears  as  they  rolled  gave  the  lie  to  our  lips  ? 
Here  's  one  paints  us  the  thing  awful,  authentic,  aright — 
Tells  the  Truth  straight  out,  from  the  skull  to  the  spiked 

toe-tips  ! 
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So,  if  you  opened  this  page  an  idle  moment  to  soothe. 

Madam!  or  Sir! — as  may  be  —  best  close  the  volume 
for  good ; 

Here  's  no  matter  to  flatter  flesh  and  blood  in  their  youth  ! 

Here  's  an  Artist  in  earnest  —  Death's  picture  on  worm- 
eaten  wood  ! 

But  if  you  ask  what  he  meant,  yonder  the  Tuscan  town 

lies 
Under  the  curtains  of  midnight,  spangled  with   planet 

and  star, 
All  looking  down  so  calm  !  so  splendid  !  as  if  the  eyes 
Of  numberless  Angels  were  watching  our  one  little  world 

from  afar. 

And  I  hear  on  the  rampart-stones  the  heel  of  the  sentinel 

ring ; 
And  I  sec  him  halt  and  count  the  chimes  of  the  midnight 

boll, 
And   he  listens  towards  us  here ;  — "  But  't  is  only  the 

cicalas  sing ! " 
And  he  shoulders  his  musket  again,  and  passes  the  word, 

"  All 's  well :  " 
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Axic3  away,  within  those  walls,  I  know  there  is  pleasure 
and  pain ; 
me  !  the  sorrows  and  joys  wherewith  one  town  may 

be  fraugJit !) 
re's  scented    smoke   from   the   censers,   where    the 
people  pray  in  vain, 
^'^<i  a  flare  from  the  pharos-lantern  to  bring  the  feluccas 
to  port. 

'^'^^^^  I  seem  to  see  in  the  gleam  which  hangs  all  over 
the  town, 
^set  lights   of   a   banquet,   and   merry   torch-bearers 
who  go  — 
ir  jolly  feet  false  with  the  wine  —  in  laughter  up  and 
down, 
^  ^t  rose-crowns  awry  on    their   heads  —  and   cornets 
that  cheerily  blow. 

^  >  cind  I  know  that,  beneath  the  beautiful  roof  of  the  night, 
*^al  couches  are  spread,  and  lovers  at  last  are  one, 
^  say,  "  If  God  would  will  that  it  never  more  should 
be  light, 
^^n  stay  on  the  other  side,  and  wait  till  we  wish  for  thee, 


C I    If 
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Laughter,  and  music,  and  banquets,  and  roses,  and  revebyy 
And  prayers  in   the  churches  to  please  the  Keeper  of 

heaven  and  hell. 
And  the  ships  with  spices  and  bales  ploughing  bravely  in 

from  the  sea, 
And  still  that  sentinel  looks  from  the  wall  and  cries,  "  All 's 

weU ! " 

Doth  he  not  see,  close  by,  this  spectre  we  see  so  plain. 
Who  blisters  the  growing  grass  with  the   bones  of  his 

clattering  feet  ? 
And  makes  the  still  air  reek  with  the  fester  of  live  things 

slain, 
And  turns  to  corpse-light,  on  his  skull,  the  starlight  holy 

and  sweet? 

Cannot  he  hear  the  Voice  —  still  —  small  —  that   comes 

with  this  thing  ? 
Drives  it,  striding  along ;  halts  it,  elbows  and  knees. 
Says  to  the  skeleton  bowman,  "  Now  fit  thy  shaft  to  the 

string, 
Shoot  me  a  shot  at  the  town ;   for  the  hour  is  come  to 

these  ! " 
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^^^d  Bowman  !  who  shoot'st  with  an  arrow  dipped  in 

the  pest ! 
Maker  of  all !  Whose  will  is  good,  though  Thou  wiliest  we 

die! 
It  is  changed  in  that  little  town  from  joy  at  its  gayest  and 

best, 
To  cramps  that  curdle  the  blood,  and  tortures  that  glaze 
the  eye. 

The  sentinel,  careless  of  all,  stalks  quiet  upon  the  wall ; 
But  the  pilot  has  yielded  the  helm  of  his  vessel  with  a 

scream  : 
At  the  banquet  the  guests  drop  dead  —  the  worshippers, 

priests,  and  all. 
Fly  !  ere  they  chant  "  Amen  ;  "  —  and  that  sweet  bridal 

dream. 

Which  the  lovers  dreamed  together  —  but  half  asleep  — 

while  their  lips 
Still  kissed,  for  fear  lest  a  minute  from  loves  brief  rapture 

be  took  — 
Is  ended  in  this,  that  one  from  the  arms  of  the  other  slips, 
And  that  other  —  chilled  by   the  corpse  —  turns   corpse 

herself,  at  a  look. 
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Ah,  Thou  Lord,  Thou  God !  Wlio  sendest  this  pestilent 

wraith  ! 
Giver  of  life,  Who  hast  given  the  instinct  to  love  to  live, 
Teach  us  another  lesson  —  to  render  it  back  in  faith, . 
When   the   messenger    comes   like   this,   with   a  ghastly 

message  to  give. 

Ah,  Thou  Lord,  Thou  God  !  our  hearts  are  the  little  town  : 
At  the  twanging  of  that  black  bow,  ill  fare  they  who  there 

do  dwell ; 
But  help  our  souls  to  hear,  through  the  darkness    that 

setdes  down. 
Thy  sentinel  on  the  wall,  crying  always  to  all,  "  All 's  well  I  " 


THE    FIRST   DISTRIBUTION   OF 
THE   VICTORIA' CROSS. 


To-day  the  people  gather  from  the  streets, 
To-day  the  soldiers  muster  near  and  far ; 

Peace,  with  a  glad  look  and  a  grateful,  meets 
Her  rugged  brother  War. 

To-day  the  Queen  of  all  the  English  land, 
She  who  sits  high  o'er  Kaisers  and  o'er  Kings, 

Gives  with  her  royal  hand  —  th'  Imperial  hand 
Whose  grasp  the  earth  en-rings  — 

Her  Cross  of  Valor  to  her  worthiest ;  — 
No  golden  toy  with  milky  pearls  besprent, 

But  simple  bronze,  and  for  a  warrior's  breast 
A  fair,  fit  ornament. 
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And  richer  than  red  gold  that  dull  Itronze  seeras. 
Since  it  was  bought  with  lavish  waste  of  worth 

Whereto  the  wealth  of  Earth's  gold-sanded  streams 
Were  but  a  lack,  and  dearth. 

Muscovite  metal  makes  this  English  Cross, 
Won  in  a  rain  of  blood  and  wreath  of  flame ; 

The  guns  that  thundered  for  their  brave  lives'  loss 
Arc  worn  hence,  for  their  fame  ! 

For,  listen  !  all  ye  maidens  iaughing-eyed. 

And  all  ye  English  mothers,  be  aware  I 

Those  who  shall  pass  before  ye  at  noontide 
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And  some  that  grasped  the  bomb,  all  fuiy-franght, 
And  hurled  it  far,  to  spend  ils  spite  away,  — 

Between  the  rescue  and  the  risk,  no  though^  — 
Shall  pass  our  Queen  this  day ; 

And  some  who  climbed  the  deadly  ^acis-adcj ' 
Kor  all  that  steel  could  stay,  or  savage  shell ; 

^nd  some,  whose  blood  upon  the  Colors  dried 
Tells  if  they  bore  them  well ; 

Some,  too,  who,  gentle-hearted  even  in  striTe, 
Seeing  their  fellow  or  their  friend  go  down, 

Saved  his,  at  peril  of  their  own  dear  life. 
And  won  the  Civic  Crown. 

"V\'eU  done  for  them ;  and,  fair  Islcj  well  for  tbee ! 

While  that  thy  bosom  beareth  sons  like  those, 
'"  7%e  little  gem  set  in  the  silver  sea  " 

Shall  never  fear  her  foes. 

*8  5fi. 


THE  WRECK  OF  THE 
BELLE." 


Fair  sight !  for  a  crew 
Of  Englishmen  true, 
\Vhen  homeward  their  course  they  hold. 
With  sails  bleached  white 
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And  it  sounds  in  the  bright  blue  weather 
Like  the  wanderer's  welcome  home. 


But  when  the  east  wind  howleth, 
And  the  great  seas  rise  and  rave, 

Another  sight 

Is  that  belt  of  white. 
And  another  sound 's  on  the  wave  j 

Small  welcome  for  wildered  vessel, 
When  the  billows,  giant  and  gray. 

Break  —  swoni  on  the  sand 

Her  keel  to  strand. 
And  her  ribs  on  the  rocks  to  lay  1 
Oh  !  the  silver  gates  of  your  island 

Were  liker  the  gates  of  hell. 
In  the  mist  of  that  winter 


To  the  crew  of  the  ' 


morning 
Northern  Be 


We  left  New  York  for  London 
{And  the  wind  left  with  us  too  !), 
We  thrashed  our  way 
Through  Atlantic  spray, 
And  ran  the  Channel  througli ; 
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Twj:)  tlirec  on  the  morning  of  Mouday 
When  wd  let  the  anchors  go 

Ten  cables,  or  more, 

From  Kingsgate  sh(»:e, 
To  ride  out  the  storm  and  snow ; 
Ten  cables  from  where  green  meadows 
And  quiet  homes  could  be  seen. 

No  greater  space 

From  peril  to  peace  — 
But  the  savage  sea  between  I 

Vet  a  greater  space 
To  us  had  been  grace. 
For  still  as  we  neared  the  shore. 
The  wild  white  roll  of  the  waves  on  the  shoal 
Roared  round  us  more  and  more ; 
Roared  out,  in  a  ring  around  us, 
e  them  fore  and  afl, 
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Awash  in  the  whirling  (roth, 

Stood  up  like  slaves 

Of  the  winds  and  waves, 
Waiting  to  wreak  their  wiath. 


Not  yet,  brave  ship  ! 

For  the  anchor's  grip 
Is  fast  in  the  ooze  and  shell  j 

The  gusts  may  shake. 

And  the  great  surge  break, 
But  the  iron  holds  her  well 

If  a  smith  could  tell. 

As  his  sledge- lia mm er  fell. 
That  each  little  !iuk  should  hold 

Tlie  craft  and  the  crew. 

And  their  lives'  hope  too, 
His  strokes  would  be  strong  and  bold  I 

Ease,  ease,  mad  strain  I 

Hold,  hold,  good  chain  ! 
We  freshened  the  hawse  once  more  ; 

'T  was  ten  of  the  day. 

And  the  vessel  lay 
Stem  on  to  the  snow-dimmed  shore. 
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And  now  from  the  town 

They  hurry  down, 
For  the  cry  is,  «  A  Wreck  ! "  "A  Wreck  ! 

(Ah  !  under  their  tread 

Is  the  firm  green  mead, 
*Neath  ours  but  the  slippery  deck.) 

Kind  souls  !  they  shout ! 

Look  !  yonder  comes  out 
A  lugger  from  off  the  land. 

Brave  crew  and  craft !  — 

Ready  fore  and  aft !  — 
She  will  lend  us  a  helping  hand : 

'Bout  ship  !  so,  so  ! 

She  stays,  —  yes  !  no  ! 
Port,  port !  ah  Heaven  !  that  sea  — 

Gone  —  vessel  and  men 

While  the  heart  beats  ten  1 
Gone,  —  drowned,  for  their  charity  I 

Rose  from  each  lip 
On  shore  and  ship 
A  cry,  a  groan,  a  prayer ; 
While  the  nine  hearts  brave 


»» 
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Went  under  the  wave, 
And  their  death-cry  hung  in  air ; 

■No  seaman  but  felt 
pis  man's  heart  melt ;  — 
t  the  masts  were  down  ere  now. 
And  the  raffle  and  wreck, 
Scarce  clear  of  the  deck. 
Hung,  fouling  the  larboard  bow ; 
So  we  shouted  at  last, 
"  Clear  away  that  mast 
Or  else  we  are  ill  bested  1 
God  take  those  home  1 
When  our  turn 's  t'ome 


1,  all  that  day, 


WRECK   OF    THE    "  NORTHERN    BELLE." 

The  ship  did  plunge  and  rear; 

While  ihe  burly  main 

Strove  on  in  vain 
To  crack  our  cable  and  gear : 

Till  the  twilight  gloom, 

Like  the  earth  on  the  tomb, 
Came  over,  and  hid  the  town ; 

And  the  last  we  could  see. 

They  were  busy  a-lee 
Dragging  the  life-boats  down. 

Ah  me  1  no  boat 

In  that  surf  could  float, 
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The  timbers  racked, 

The  cables  cracked. 
Wilder  the  waters  dashed ; 

Ease  her  !  no  need  — 

The  ship  is  freed  ! 
She  drove,  —  she  rose,  —  she  crashed  1 

Then  settled  and  fell 

The  "  Northern  Belle," 
As  one  who  no  more  strives  ; 

But  the  foremast  stood. 

Good  Canada  wood, 
With  nine  and  twenty  lives  : 

If  dreadful  the  day 

As  none  can  say, 
Oh  !  the  night  was  terribler  far. 

As  each  man  clung 

To  the  shrouds,  or  hung 
Ice-cold  on  the  icy  spar ; 

And  hearts  beat  slow, 

As  the  night  did  go, 
Like  a  lazily-ticking  clock ; 

Till  we  longed  to  drop 
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From  the  dripping  top 
Nor  wait  for  the  last  sure  shock. 

Then,  while  she  did  grind, 

We  called  to  mind 
Each  one  his  own  home-place. 

New  Jersey  towns, 

And  Connecticut  downs. 
And  the  pleasant  meadows  of  maize : 

We  thought  of  brothers. 

And  wives  and  mothers, 
With  whom  we  should  never  be ; 

Of  our  babies  playing, 
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It  out  the  Lazarus- light, 
tVe  looked  to  land 
And  saw  on  the  sand. 
Good  God  I  a  cheery  sight ;  — 

I  Seven  noble  men 
[JChrist  save  them,  then  !) 
lU  would  not  see  us  drawn, 
pVith  oars  in  hand, 
,Aiid  the  life-boat  manned 
(The  life-boat  dragged  from  ihe  town)  ; 
And  they  gave  us  a  cheer 

■We  could  plainly  hear, 
^ch  we  answered  with  aching  throat : 
Ah  then  1  dear  life  ! 
To  watch  the  strife 
Between  the  storm  and  the  boat. 


>re  strong  and  steep 

e  waves  did  leap 
f  every  stroke  she  made  ; 

9  they  were  bound 
IPo  see  us  drowned, 
B  would  nut  be  gainsayed  : 
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"  Now,  now !  ah  now ! 

Pull  bow  !  pull  bow  ! 
Oil !  yonder  swells  a  sea, 

Slie  swamps !  — no  !  no ! 

Tliank  God,  not  so ! 
Sbe  rounds  beneath  our  lee." 

—  Thrice  with  a  freight 

Of  lives  they  fight 
Their  way  —  stern  down  and  stem — 

Then  — safe  and  sound, 

On  the  English  ground  I 
'I'hanks  to  the  Lord,  and  them. 
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Henceforward,  please  Heaven, 
To  be  used  with  thoiighlful  thrift  ! 

To  be  held  on  earth 

For  service  of  worth, 
Save  when  Englishmen  cry  —  and  then 

Come  storm,  come  slaughter. 

To  be  spent  like  water 
For  the  sake  of  the  Kingsgate  men. 


There  are  those  at  home. 

When  the  news  is  come, 
\ViIi  crowd  to  hear  of  the  ship, 

With  great  tears  rounding 

And  glad  hearts  lioiinding, 
And  blessings  a-jiant  on  the  lip. 

There  are  girls  tliere,  plenty, 

Not  come  to  iwL-nty, 
Too  shy  and  demure  lo  speak. 

Real  ladies,  —  would  kiss. 

For  love  of  this. 
Each  man  of  that  crew  on  his  cheek : 

Ay  !  count  it  grand 
B  touch  but  a  hand 
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Of  the  Seven,  who  staked  their  lives. 

Lost  seamen  to  save 

From  a  cold  sea-grave, 
And  send  them  to  sisters  and  wives. 

I  '11  say  one  thing 

Before  I  bring 
This  plain  sea-song  to  its  end,  — 

Such  hearts  of  gold. 

More  than  state-craft  old. 
Will  help  all  quarrels  to  mend. 

America  sent, 

With  warm  intent, 
Your  ship  for  a  new-year's  token. 

You  give  her  back 

Our  lives  from  wrack,  — 
Shall  such  friends  ever  be  broken  ? 

No  !  no  !  they  shall  stand 

Hand  fast  in  hand, 
All  sisterly  —  side  by  side  — 

And  none  ever  tell 

Of  the  ''  Northern  Belle," 
Save  with  flushes  and  smiles  of  pride. 
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Yet  more 's  to  do,  — 

That  first  boat's  crew 
In  this  verse  shall  be  given. 

That  Yankee  boys 

With  a  ready  voice 
May  say  the  list  of  the  Seven. 

The  men  I  write 

In  the  "  Mary  White," 
George  Castle's  boat,  did  go  — 

John,  Castle's  brother, 

George  Fox,  another, 
Ned  Emptage  and  Jem  Rowe  — 

Those  gallant  five 

Did  save  alive 
Our  crew  from  the  "  Northern  Belle," 

With  Rorert  Miller 

And  William  Hiller 


I  have  no  more  to  telL 


'INGS,  Jan.  23,  1857. 


A   HOME  SONG. 


Thk  swallow  is  come  from  his  African  home 

To  build  on  ihe  English  caves ; 
Hic  Sycamore  wears  all  his  glistering  spears. 

And  the  Almond  rains  roseate  leaves  ; 
And  —  dear  I>ove  !  —  with  thee,  as  with  bird  and  with 


A    HOME   SONG.  1 8/ 

Break,  rose-bud  !  —  and  let  a  longing  heart  know 
If  the  blossom  be  red  or  white  1 

Up  the  broad  river  with  swelling  sails 

A  glorious  vessel  goes, 
And  not  more  clear  in  the  soft  blue  atr 

Than  in  the  still  water  she  shows ! 
Dost  thou  not  go  with  as  brave  a  show. 

And,  sooth,  with  as  swelling  a  state  ? 
Oh,  come  into  harbor  with  that  thou  bear'st, 

Dear  ship  !  —  for  I  eagerly  wait. 

Fair  ship  !  —  ah,  Kate  !  none  beareth  a  freight 

As  precious  and  rich  as  thine, 
And  where  *s  the  rose-bush  that  will  burgeon  and  blush 

With  a  blossom  like  thine  and  mine  ? 
—  Well !  well !  —  we  do,  as  the  meadow  birds  too, 

Since  meadcvs  with  gold  were  dyed,  — 
"The  hen  sits  at  rest  in  the  hidden  nest. 

And  her  mate  sings  glad  at  her  side. 

SwANSCOMBE,  April,  1857. 


FOND  FANCIES. 


In  what  these 

,.  study  ;  —  ^^        ,,_„  .LfiugWi 
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Sweetheart !  how  dull  beside  them 
Seems  all  that  would  outpride  them 
How  weak,  what  may  betide  them 

To  bring  to  fall  or  fear 
This  joy  to  live  together 
In  changeless  summer  weather  i 
No  clouds  to  gloom  or  gather ! 

No  seasons  in  our  year ! 


Past  all  weak  words  the  pleasure^ 
The  luxury,  the  treasure. 
Of  knowing  without  measure 

This  fondness  fully-grown ; 
So  that  love,  no  more  careful. 
Nor  fanciful;  nor  fearful, 
Takes  —  heart,  and  eye,  and  ear-full  — 

The  love  that  is  its  own ! 


Let  go  old  legends !  sweeter 
Than  fruit  of  lotus-eater, 
Diviner  and  completer. 

Than  Circe's  anodyne ; 
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To  lessen  sadness  sent  us, 
And  to  double  gladness  lent  us, 
'llie  true,  un[Mressed  neprathos 

Is  tiuc  love's  honey-wine  I 


Let  go  the  pride  of  k 
'I1ie  foolishness  of  spurning 
Life's  life,  for  large  discerning 

or  vain  philosophies ! 
"  The  highest  truth  lies  nearest !  ** 
'']'  was  a  Greek  said  it.  Dearest ! 
Of  sages  the  sincerest, 


FOND   FANCIES. 

Therefore,  when  fears  do  fret  me, 
Whenever  wild  winds  threat  me, 
I  fold  my  sails  and  get  me 

To  the  harbor  of  thy  breast ; 
Safe  there  from  outer  riot. 
Like  a  bird  whom  fierce  hawks  fly  at, 
Escaped,  and  brooding  quiet 

Down  in  his  happy  nest  I 
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«B,  i860. 


TO    H.R.  H.  THE  PRINCESS   OF 
WALES 

ON  HER  FIRST  ARRIVAL  IN  ENGLAND. 


Fierce,  brown-bearded,  cDclad  in  the  spoils  of  wolf  EmiMf 

of  wild -cat. 
Keener  in  ravin  than  wolves,  than  wild-cats  wilder     '" 

onset, 
Came,  in  the  days  gone  by,  the  Danes  to  the  shores  rf 

the   Angles, 
Came  on  an  enand  of  blood  —  to  beleaguer,  to  bum, 

and  to  ravage. 
PKmghinf;  up  furrows  of  foam  OD  the  grass-green  meads 

of  the  North  Sea 
f^iet-rcd  the-  old  Vikings  their  course,  one  hand  on  the 
Jiflm  of  their  galley, 

:  and  when  from    I-Tair 
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g  his  eyes  from  the  glimmer  of  sumrise^  the  watcher 
beheld  them 
^^g  right  on  for  the  coast^  with  the  signs  and  the 
standards  of  battle, 
^"^     ^    through  the  wolds  rang  the  cry,  "The  Dane  !  the 
Dane  cometh  hither  !  " 
^^^red  with  warning  flames  the  crests  of  the  hills,  and 

the  cressets, 
^^ttters  and  maidens  fled  inland  —  fast  gathered  the 
bowmen  and  billmen. 
Grim   the    welcome    awaiting    those   strangers !  —  such 

greeting  as  arrows 
Carry  on  wings  of  wrath,  such  kisses  as  edge  of  sword 

renders ;  — 
All  their  room  in  the  land  as  much  as  the  length  of 

their  lances. 
Nay,  or  beneath  its  turf,  the  length  of  the   Chieftains 
who  bore  them. 

Fair,  golden-haired,  and  glad  with  the  joy  of  her  youth 

and  her  beauty, 
Daughter  herself  of  a  Prince,  of  a  Prince  the  loved  and 

the  chosen, 

13 
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Coiwes  in  these  happier  days  the  Dane  to  the  shores  <* 

the  Angles, 
Coines    on    an    errand    of  love,  to   the    music   of  s-W^ 

hymen  ieals. 
Over  the  silver-green  seas,  which  kiss  the  keel  of        V 

vessel, 
bending   their  foreheads  on  this  side  and  that  to  <-^ 

Maiden  of  Norseland 
(Rightfully  Queen  of  the  waves   by  her   Father's   r^Sigh' 

and  lier  Husband's), 
Sjieeds  the  sweet  Princess  to  land ;   and  all  the  vo       Kti 

of  gladness 
Tell  that  she  is  arrived  whose  hand  the  Prince  of        'i" 
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when  the  innocent  past  is  a  pledge  of  the  happy 
to-morrows. 

-ss!  weak  is  one  voice  in  the  throng  and  clamor 

of  voices, 
one  flower  in  the  rain  of  the  roses  that  shower  at 

thy  footsteps, 

one  prayer  in  the  anthem  of  litanies  uttered  to 

bless  thee; 
^     to  thy  young  fair  face   I  make  an   Englishman's 

greeting, 
^^  thy  path  to  the  altar  I  lay  this  wreath  from  a  singer, 
vJnto  the  God  of  the  altar  we  pray  for  blessings  together, 
^^^of  the  men  whose  fathers  encountered  thy  fathers 

with  battle, 
These  —  of  the  women  whose  mothers  turned  pale  at  the 

galleys  of  Denmark, 
Heralds  of  happiness  now,  sea-birds  that  bring  from  the 

Norland 
Cnto  our  Prince  his  Bride  —  and  to  England  omens  of 

gladness. 


TO   F.   C.   H. 


In  the  shade  of  the  Castle  elm-tiees. 

Under  the  College  limes, 
Wherever  we  sate  in  deep  debate 

We  said  it  a  hundred  times : 
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That  God  is  One  for  all  living, 

One  God  of  His  living  and  dead. 
That  Faith  and  Love  have  a  crown  above. 

Whatever  their  creed,  we  said ; 

Whatever  their  creed  or  country. 

Whatever  their  language  or  line, 
Though  a  thousand  Articles  thundered 

Against  their  Right  divine. 

The  Challenge  is  come  to  a  battle. 

The  flag  of  the  Truth  streams  out ; 
Her  soldiers,  —  a  maniple,  —  muster. 

Her  enemies  gather  —  a  rout ; 

And  Thou,  who  hadst  loved  to  hurtle 

A  Lancelot  of  the  fray, 
To  the  side  of  the  fewer  and  truer. 

Ah  me  I  art  dead  ere  the  day. 

Dear  voice  I  so  clear  and  gentle, 

Art  still,  for  evermore  ?  — 
Kind  hand,  so  fast  and  faithful, 

Art  cold  —  as  never  before  ?  — 
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Still !  cold  !  —  by  the  Jumna  river 
Lie  the  bones  of  a  murdered  man ; 

We  know  not  the  slain  from  the  slayeis. 
Our  brother  from  Ali  Khan. 

—  In  the  days  of  the  bloody  rebellion 
Shot  down,  and  left  in  his  blood  — 

How  should  we?  — the  jackals  took  something 
And  something  the  wolves  of  the  wood. 

And  the  impulse  of  human  affections 

That  hunger  to  have  what  they  love, 
Moans  over  those  blank  recollections, 

;t  jiity  —  above  : 


TO   F.   C.   H.  199 

I  wait  —  I  whisper  no  question 

Whose  answer  is  Death's  to  speak ; 
I  know  it  is  wise  to  be  foolish, 

I  know  it  is  strong  to  be  weak : 

And  wise,  to  their  own  discomfort. 

And  bold  for  their  fellows*  sake 
Meseems  these  Seven  speak  out  under  heaven ;  * 

And  theirs  is  the  side  I  take,  — 

The  side  we  took  when  we  sojourned 

Under  the  Indian  palms. 
Watching,  with  Brahmans  and  Shastris, 

These  thought-storms  breaking  our  calms. 

Let  break  !  —  through  Life's  rough  water, 
Dear  Friend  !  —  more  dear,  being  dead, 

As  we  sailed,  consorts,  together, 
So  sail  I  alone  to  thee,  Fred  ! 

And  under  the  Castle  elm -trees, 

In  the  shade  of  the  College  limes, 
None  sits  in  thy  seat  at  deep  debate ; 

I  say  by  myself,  at  times, 

1  Written  at  the  time  of  "  Essays  and  Reviews.** 
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ON   A   DEAD   LADY. 


Non  pub  far  Morte  ii  Jolce  viso  amaro. 
Ma  7  dal£€  viso  dolce  pub  far  MorU. 


Death  cannot  change  her  face,  tender  and  fair ! 
T  is  she  who  changes  Death,  and  makes  him  dear. 


THE   THREE  STUDENTS. 

[From  the  Gemiui.] 


There  came  three  students  from  over  the  Rhine ; 
'lb  a  curtain  good  hostel  they  turned  them  for  wiin 


'■  Hn  !     I.tnillady,  have  you  strong  wine  and  bi-t 
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**  Ah  !  couldst  thou  but  live  again,  Maiden,  here 
From  this  day  forth  I  would  love  thee  dear  ! " 

The  second  spread  softly  the  face-cloth  again. 
And  his  tears  fell  fast  as  the  midsummer  rain : 

"  Dead  !  art  thou,  Lisbeth?  cold,  lip  and  brow? 
Ah,  God  !  I  learn  how  I  loved  thee  now  !  " 

But  the  third  in  his  hand  did  the  little  hand  take, 
And  kissed  the  white  forehead,  and  smiled,  and  spake  : 


•*  I  love  thee  to-day  as  I  loved  thee  before, 
I  shall  love  thee  as  truly  for  evermore." 


SERENADE. 


Lute  !  breathe  thy  lowest  in  my  Lady*s  ear, 

Sing  while  she  sleeps, "  Ah  !  belle  dame,  aimez-vous? 
Till,  dreaming  still,  she  dream  that  I  am  here, 

And  wake  to  find  it,  as  my  love  is,  true ; 
Then,  while  she  listens  in  her  warm  white  nest. 

Say  in  slow  music,  —  softer,  tenderer  yet. 
That  lute-strings  quiver  when  their  tone  's  at  rest. 

And  my  heart  trembles  when  my  lips  are  set. 

Stars  !  if  my  sweet  love  still  a-dreaming  lies, 

Shine  througli  the  roses  for  a  lover's  sake  ; 
And  send  your  silver  to  her  lidded  eyes, 

Kissing  them  very  gently  till  she  wake  ; 
Then,  while  she  wonders  at  the  lay  and  light, 

Tell  her,  though  morning  endeth  star  and  song, 
That  ye  live  still,  when  no  star  glitters  bright. 

And  my  love  lastcth,  though  it  finds  no  tongue. 


it 


LYDIA 


[From  Horace.] 


He. 


As  long  as  I  was  dear  to  you,  and  none  — 

Not  one,  save  I  — 
Dared  lock  his  arms  about  your  neck,  the  Sun 
Saw  no  King  happier  underneath  the  sky. 


She. 

As  long  as  you  loved  Lydia  more  than  all. 

And  Chloe's  face 
Had  not  made  Lydia's  nought,  men  might  me  call 
The  happiest  girl  of  all  the  Roman  race. 
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LYDIA. 


He. 

Well !  now,  that  *s  past !  and  Chloe  binds  my  heart 

With  lute  and  voice ; 
Whom  so  I  love  that,  if  Death's  fatal  dart. 
Aimed  at  her  life,  struck  mine,  I  should  rejoice. 


She. 

Ah !  yes  —  't  is  past !     I  love  a  Thurian  boy. 

Who  dotes  on  me  ; 
And  for  his  dear  sake  I  would  die  with  joy. 
Nay,  or  twice  over  —  were  the  thing  to  be. 

He. 

But  —  just  suppose  —  the  old  love  could  come  back 

As  good  as  new  ! 
That  Chloe  with  her  golden  hair  should  pack. 
And  my  heart  open  all  its  gates  to  you  ! 

She. 

Supposing  that  —  oh  !  well !  —  my  Thurian  's  dear. 

And  you  —  alas  ! 
Are  wild  as  Adria,  and  more  light  than  air. 
Yet,  Love  I  with  you  life  and  dark  Death  I  'd  i)ass. 


DANTE  AND   HIS   VERSES, 


[From  the  Frendi.] 


Dante  had  writ  two  lines :  the  lines 

Talked.     Quoth  the  one,  "  Fame's  gateway  shines 

Open  for  us." 

"  Oh  !  't  is  but  ink 

We  are  !  "  says  t'  other. 

"  Dost  thou  think 

Thoughts  perish  ?  **  the  first  line  replied. 

*'  What 's  Thought  but  Nought?  "  the  second  cried. 


"  Nay  !  feel'st  thou  not  th'  immortal  stir 
In  every  word  and  character?  " 
Asks  one. 

Sighs  t'  other,  "  Not  a  jot ! 
I  feel  dead  letters  !  " 

To  the  spot 
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DANTE   AND    HIS   VERSES. 


Comes  Dante,  reads  his  lines ;  thinks  deep 
Then  blots  one  verse,  and  one  will  keep. 
They  knew  !  —  his  pen  was  Destiny  ! 
One  was  to  live,  and  one  to  die. 


THE   LOST   PLEIAD. 


A  STORY  OF  THE  STARS, 


At  the  noon  of  a  May  night, 

When  the  stars  are  all  alight. 
And  the  white  moon  wanders  through  the  gray  ; 

While  softly  over  all 

God's  piteous  hand  doth  fall. 
To  shield  tired  eyes  from  the  day ;  — 


At  such  a  night's  noon 

I  watched  the  stars  and  moon 
Till  they  and  I  alone  did  seem  to  be ; 

Till,  in  that  silver  throng 

Sorely  my  soul  did  long 
To  rove  at  will,  and  many  wonders  see. 
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Wherefore  I  let  it  laige. 

And  up  from  Earth's  dim  maige 
It  bounded  like  a  hone  with  broken  rein ; 

From  the  Dragon's  flaming  crest 

To  Orion's  star-bound  breast 
It  roamed  upon  that  planet-studded  plain. 

On  the  broad  flank  of  the  Bear, 
Dubhfe  flashed  fierce  and  dear. 

Lighting  his  glancing  eyes  and  g**^"*^y*g  txuk ; 
And  the  Lion  shook  his  mane« 
And  the  great  star-feathered  Crane 

Was  up  among  his  brothers  of  the  dusk. 

In  the  Northern  BulFs  bright  van 

I  saw  dread  Aldebaran, 
Andromeda's  wild  hair  I  saw  a-flame ; 

By  the  Lyre's  glittering  strings, 

Down  through  the  Swan's  white  wings 
Unto  a  lovely,  lonely  light  I  came ; 

A  cloud  of  splendor  sent 
Out  on  the  firmament 
As  *t  were  the  breath  of  each  light-laden 
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A  Stream  of  splendor  seen 

Broad  in  that  sea  of  sheen, 

^ilce  Indian  rivers  flowing  seaward  fax. 

None  other  orbs  did  move 
In  such  sweet  show  of  love ; 
None  shone  like  those  'mid  the  sky  companies ; 
I  knew  the  Sisters  Seven 
Were  the  light-bearers  of  Heaven, 
Whom  men  do  name  the  tearful  Pleiades. 

On  each  sphere's  rolling  rim 

Each  held  an  urn  at  brim, 
And  poured  its  molten  silver  down  her  world  ; 

In  which  fair  gift  of  light 

Its  live  things  took  delight, 
And  she  in  them  :  —  one  orb  alone  was  furled 

In  gloom  ;  nor  ray  did  send, 

Save  when  the  Six  did  bend 
Their  sister  glances  on  the  lonely  One  ; 

Whereat  I  could  descry 

A  sad,  mild  Majesty, 
Sitting  unlighted  on  a  lightless  sun. 
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Why  she  alone  of  Seven 

Nor  gave  nor  look  in  Heaven 
Heaven's  gift  and  gladness  —  Heaven-filling  light- 

Wherefore  God's  awful  wrath 

Sent  her  that  lampless  path, 
And  dimmed  her  crown  among  the  Queens  of  Ni;:'-^ 

I  longed,  and  sought  to  hear ;  — 

Oh,  gather  round  and  near,  — 
I  know  that  starless  Angel's  story  throu^ ; 

It  was  not  all  a  dream. 

It  did  not  wholly  seem,  — 
Listen  I  I  strike  low  strings !  and  tell  it  true. 
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-  I  > 


Merope,  —  light-abandoned  Mcroi)e, 

Who  stood  between  God's  lowest  and  God*s  love. 

O  thrice  twain  Sisters  !  lead  my  world  along. 
In  the  beginning  when  none  was  save  He, 
God  flung  from  both  great  hands  His  star-seed  forth 
Over  the  endless  meadows  of  the  void ; 
Wherein,  as  in  the  grain  the  broad  green  blade, 
Life  lay,  and  life's  high  loves  and  happy  ends ; 
And  unto  each  He  gave  fit  ministrant 
And  faithful  warder.     Some  were  kings  of  suns, 
And  dipped  their  cressets  in  the  molten  gold 
That  rippled  round  His  throne ;  and  other  some 
Fed  on  their  borrowed  glory,  and  were  glad. 
Frail  spirits,  shunning  the  full  glance  of  God  ; 
Some,  with  the  vaporous  wreaths  they  did  bestride, 
Jaded  or  were  illumed ;  and  some  at  speed 

TRode  errant  angels,  singing  thorough  space, 

durbing  the  Comets  to  their  headlong  course ; 
And  unto  some  He  gave  a  gentler  gift, 

T*o  tend  the  lower  worlds,  and  shine  for  them  ; 

-And  unto  us,  his  youngest-born,  the  Earth, 

An  ever-needing,  never-ceasing  care  : 
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For  thief  He  charged  our  Seven  Sister-lights 

To  wax  and  wane  above  her,  keeping  aye 

Mid  station  :  and  at  noon  and  night,  and  e\a, 

To  listen  oi)en-eared,  and  bear  above 

Unto  His  feci  its  children's  cries  aod  tears,— 

I'ur  all  tears  that  do  (all,  fall  for  God's  ear. 

Ai,  ai !  it  was  our  charge  —  a  gracious  charge, 

Ai,  ai !  I  lost  love's  task  unlovingly  ; 

Kor  1  am  Merope  —  blind  Merope, 

Merope,  —  light-abandoned  Merope, 

Who  stood  between  God's  lowest  and  God's  Icne. 
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Took  fire  from  me,  and  tended  me  with  love. 

I  was  a  perfect  Angel  of  pure  ray, 

Chosen  a  chief  of  Planets.     Woe  is  me  ! 

I  am  a  wildered  World  in  well-known  paths. 

For  I  am  Merope,  —  rash  Merope,  — 

She  that  was  great  in  Heaven  become  the  leasl; 

Standing  between  God*s  lowest  and  God's  love. 

O  Sisters  !  lead  me  with  the  sound  of  song. 
Sweep  solemn  music  forth  from  balanced  wings, 
And  leave  it  cloudlike  in  the  fluttered  sky, 
ITiat  I  may  feel  and  follow.     Ah  !  my  light. 
My  vanished  lovely  light !  I  sate  in  pla(*e 
With  wakeful  eyes  and  kept  the  earth  in  ken ; 
And  ye  around  me  waited  for  my  word. 
Far  down  below  the  cone  of  shadow  crept 
Whereunder  lay  Earth's  night,  and  from  its  gloom 
Prayers,  and  the  sound  of  tears,  and  other  sounds 
Which  unto  angel  ears  are  strange,  came  up 
Like  smoke  from  peaked  volcano,  and  our  vans 
Fanned  them  fresh  breath  to  take  them  on  to  Gorl. 
Sisters  !  amid  the  myriad  cries  that  rose 
From  lips  that  Night's  nepenthe  could  not  calm, 
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Came  a  long  prayer  for  mercy,  growing  loud 
As  it  waxed  hopeless ;  —  she  who  uttered  it, 
A  sad,  stained  woman,  with  a  fair  fierce  cheek. 
Kneeling  beside  the  black  rim  of  a  rii-er, 
The  rim  of  a  black  river,  surging  out 
From  a  great  city's  glare  into  the  gloom. 
I  saw  her  —  and  ye  saw  her.  Sisters  mine, 
riucking  tho  mother's  bosom  from  her  babe 
Ere  the  waves  took  them  —  one  starved  dead  of  love. 
And  one  of  life  —  both  crying  one  heart-cry 
That  asked  God's  pity  in  pain's  common  tongue ; 
Anil  ye  said,  "  Sister,  let  it  go  above  ;  " 
t  I,  who,  knowing  all  things,  knew  her  si 
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Sisters,  lead  my  world  on  while  I  weep, 

IT  I  am  Merope,  —  blind  Merope, 

[eropc,  —  light- abandoned  Merope, 

ho  heard  unmoved  God's  lowest  ask  His  love. 

List  no  more,  holy  Sisters,  list  no  more  1 

I  the  white  porch  of  each  unshamtd  ear 
fiih  double-folded  wing,  for  I  must  speak 
ir  things  that  enter  not  ai  [hat  high  gate,  — 

e  motimful  matter  of  a  mortal  life, 
thereto  I  went,  —  hence,  —  but  I  know  not  how  I 
iirer  are  homes  of  heaven,  yet  very  fair 
by  fields  and  fountains  were,  my  prison-house  ! 

/ems  and  woods,  valleys  and  veiny  brooks  ; 

1  thou,  too,  mountain-cradled  Indian  stream  ! 
f  whose  green  brim  ray  feet  new  from  the  clouds 

idled  tlie  hard  earth,  and  stood  :  in  whose  great  towni 
Ijr  spirit  breathed  harsh  air  of  earth,  —  and  lived : 
'ithin  the  temple  of  ihat  country's  God 
mid  the  Indian  maids  I  moved  as  one, 

i  look  the  manner  of  their  race  and  tongue, 

3  wore  their  vest  and  veil,  and  bore  the  name 
n  earthly  father  gave,  and  called  his  boy 
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A  gentle  human  boy,  loving  and  brave. 

My  brother!  —  Oh,  woe  t  woe!  light  me  along! 

For  I  am  Merope,  —  shamed  Merope, 

She  that  was  made  God's  lowest  on  the  earth. 

Standing  between  God's  lowest  and  His  love. 

O  Stars !  —  I  say  not  Sisters,  saying  this,  — 
War  rose  in  that  our  home,  spears  fringed  the  u-al '  =■ 
Where  corn  bristled  before ;  an  old  fierce  king 
Sought  us  for  slaves,  and  men  laid  down  their  live^^ 
'Hiat  otiiers  might  Uve  free.     My  brother  fought 
A-front  in  all  the  battles,  for  these  hands 
Biiclilcd  the  steel  which  kept  his  heart  from  harm, 
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And  the  last  little  wrack  of  glory  lost, 
Melted  as  May  snow  melts  under  the  sun. 
And  left  a  bare  bad  heart.     Oh,  hear  me  not, 
High  Stars  !  a  cursed  thing  is  loveless  love, — 
Accursed  of  Heav'n ;  I  knew  it,  and  I  fell. 
Am  I  not  Merope  ?  —  dark  Merope, 
That  Merope  whom  God's  wrath  did  cast  down. 
Standing  between  God's  lowest  and  God's  love? 


Sisters  !  lead  me  along.    The  Planets  pale. 
The  powers  of  Heaven  are  pale  to  hear  in  Heaven 
The  story  of  my  shame.    Ai !  ai !  light  on  I 
I  hurry  to  the  ending.     Many  an  eve,  — 
O  silver  Worlds,  ye  saw  it !  —  we  did  meet, 
-And  drank  the  burning  cup  of  Passion  dry, 
l^or  slacked  the  draught,  nor  stayed,  though  we  might  see 
"The  dreggy  poison  through  the  purple  wine. 
rAh,  a  strong  thing  is  Love  !  strong  as  a  curse 
To  drag  the  soul  to  woe,  —  strong  as  a  prayer 
Xo  lift  it  to  sweet  grace  1    I  swore  to  him 
X"o  yield  the  city  open-gated  up 
^nto  his  thirsty  swords,  for  pity  went. 
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And  failh,  and  fair  thoughts,  —  all  but  headlong  loie, 
At  Jiis  strong  breath.     My  brother  kepi  the  guaid 
r  the  eastern  gate  :  I  took  him  food,  and  tried 
The  hnckles  of  his  breastplate,  —  one  I  loosed. 
And  drew  his  battle-knife,  and  laughingly 
Sirui:k  on  tlie  tempered  scales,  whereat  he  smiled 
And  htulc  me  strike  amain :  good  sooth  !  I  did,  ~ 
Down  through  the  stolen  passage  past  his  heart. 
So  that  life  left  him  ere  the  bright  blood  came  ; 
Then  I  flung  back  the  portals,  and  let  in 
A  sea  of  stormy  pluntes,  —  it  swept  along 
One  liiile  hreach-time ;  soon  a  rock-hke  band 
Met  it  —  and  stayed  — and  turned,  and  scattered  ft, 
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Ah,  sapphire-vested  Sisters  !  ah,  crowned  Lights ! 
Bear  with  my  moan  a  little ;  I  must  tell 
How  human  life  did  leave  me.     It  was  when 
The  stream  whereby  we  lived  did  slowly  rise 
To  flood  its  reeded  banks.     I,  gaining  sight, 
Waking  in  fetters  by  the  dark  stream-side, 
Saw  under  me  the  swelling  tide,  and  knew 
Cold  Death  was  creeping  upward.     Oh  !  I  shrieked, 
And  strained  the  links  that  held  me  to  the  slime, 
And  sank  soul-stricken  on  the  bloody  breast 
Of  what  I  loved,  —  he  lay  there,  and  on  mine 
My  child,  poor  fool  1  I  tore  him  off,  and  then, 
Mad,  bleeding,  passion-poisoned,  wild  with  woe, 
Kneeling  beside  the  black  rim  of  the  river  ^  — 
The  rim  of  tlie  black  river ^  surging  out 
From  the  great  city's  glare  into  the  gloom ^ 
I  cried  aloud  to  Heaven.     The  cry  came  back. 
As  I  had  spumed  it  /    Yes,  I  knew  it  all  ! 
As  I  had  spumed  it,  sitting  on  my  Star  ! 
Yes,  yes  !  I  knew  it  all,  and  one  wild  space 
God's  anger  scathed  me  ;  then  the  kind  quick  waves 
Lapped  o'er  my  lip  and  washed  the  foul  life  out ; 
And  then,  I  know  not  what,  —  and  then  I  sat, 
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Dark  on  my  darkling  stai.    Maker  of  all ! 

I  do  adore  Thee,  Mighty,  Merciful, 

Pitying  all  things,  Thou  didst  pity  me. 

Who  pilied  not ;  for  I  am  Merope,  — 

Ai,  ai !     Light-bearers,  I  am  Merope, 

Merupe,  —  Heaven-exiled  Merope, 

Who  stood  between  God's  bnest  and  God's  love. 


AMADIS  OF  GAUL  TO  DON   QUIXOTE 

DE   LA   MANCHA. 

[From  the  Spanish.] 


Thou,  who  didst  imitate  the  mournful  manner 

Of  my  most  lonely  and  despisfed  life, 
And  —  leaving  joy  for  suffering  and  strife  — 

Upon  the  bare  hillside  didst  pitch  thy  banner  ! 
Thou,  whose  unsham^d  eyes  with  tears  oft  ran  o*er  — 

Salt,  dripping  tears  !  —  when,  giving  up  all  proper 
Vessels  of  use,  silver,  and  tin,  and  copper,  • 

Thou  atest  earth's  herbs  on  the  earth,  —  a  woful  dinner  ! 
Rest  thou  content.  Sir  Knight !     Ever  and  ever  — 

Or,  at  the  least,  while  through  the  hemispheres 

Golden  Apollo  drives  his  glittering  mares  — 
Famous  and  praised  shall  be  thy  high  endeavor  I 
Thy  land  of  birth  the  glory  of  all  nations  ! 
Thy  chronicler's,  the  crown  of  reputations  ! 
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ISuggcsted  b)'  tlic  n-cll-known  [ricture  of  Mr.  Ilolman  Hunt,  in  which  Ihc 
upliftol  (onii  of  Clirist,  resting  with  extended  ums  from  His  labor  in 
llic  carpenter's  shop  at  NiBRtb,  throws  upon  the  will  of  Ihe  Virsin's 


Lioirr  and  Shadow  1  Shadow  and  Light ! 

Twins  tliat  were  bom  at  the  birth  of  the  sun  ! 
One  the  secret  of  all  things  bright; 

Thr  ■^i.Tri't  ofnll  tliin;^ 
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One  wiUl  the  moming-^tar  for  its  genu, 

Glad  Eosphonis,  herald  of  beams ; 
One  that  wears  for  its  diadem 

PaJe,  sad  Hesperus,  planet  of  dreams. 

One  for  the  glory  and  one  for  the  gloom  ; 

One  to  show  forth  and  one  to  shroud  ; 
One  for  ihe  hirlh  and  one  for  die  tomb ; 

One  for  the  dear  sky  and  one  for  the  cloud. 

Sister  and  brother,  for  ever  and  ever. 
Nowise  disparted,  and  nowhere  a-twain  ; 

Mysteries  no  man's  thinking  shall  sever  j 
Marvels  none  can  miss,  or  explain. 

Light,  which  wiihout  a  shadow  shines  not  I 
Shadow,  which  shows  not  unless  by  light  1 

(For  that  which  we  see  to  sight  combines  not, 
Except  by  the  sides  tliat  escape  the  sight.) 

Is  this  the  parable?  this  the  ending? 
That  nothing  lives  for  us  imless  with  a  foil ; 
I    That  all  things  show  by  contrast  and  blending,  — 
Pleasure  by  Pain,  and  Rest  by  Toil? 
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Strength  by  Weakness,  and  Gladness  by  Sorrow ; 

Hope  by  Despair,  and  Peace  by  Strife ; 
The  Good  by  the  Evil,  the  Day  by  the  Morrow ; 

I,o\e  by  Hatred,  and  Death  by  Life? 

Ah  !  then  I  hate  yon.  Shadow !  Shadow  ! 

Gbost  and  ghoul  of  the  ghttering  Light ! 
If  the  gold  of  wisdom,  the  El  Dorado 

Of  Art  must  be  had  In  this  sorrowful  sight. 

Shadow  ;  we  know  how  lovely  and  tenden 

Are  the  deeds  you  do  with  your  witchcraft  dim  ; 
What  wonderful  sorcery  tempers  the  splendor 
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Yes  !  and  we  know  how  joy  would  tire, 

And  gladness  turn  madness,  and  life  he  undone  ; 
And  strength  prove  weakness,  and  Hope  exjiire. 
And  Love  droop  wingless,  if  change  were  none. 

And,  Holiest  Shadow  of  God's  great  hand  !  — 
That  makest  the  sleep  and  the  s|)angleil  night,  — 

I  know  that  by  Thee  wc  understand 
The  stars  which  in  silver  His  glories  write. 

And  we  seem  to  know  that,  to  eyes  like  ours, 

Dawn  by  Dusk  must  usher  its  state  ; 
That  hearts  win  hope  from  the  darkest  hours, 

And  Love  kisses  best  with  a  shudder  at  Hate. 

But,  Shallow  !  Shadow  !  Ghost  of  the  Ligiit  ! 

Be  Sadness  I  be  Softness  I  be  solemn  Gloom  I 
Be  Death  !  be  Doubt !  be  the  secret  of  Night  I 

Be  the  spell  of  Beauty  !  but  jiast  the  tomb 


Thou  wendest  not  with  us,  accureed  Shadow 
Tlial  makest  a  fable  of  all  real  things  ;  — 

The  gold  of  wisdom,  the  E!  Dorado 
Of  art,  a  happier  musing  brings. 
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Far  off — worlds  off — in  the  Pleiads  seven 
Is  a  Star  of  the  Stars — Alcyone  — 

The  orb  wliich  moves  never  in  all  the  Heaven, 
The  centre  of  all  sweet  Light  we  see. 

And  there,  thou  Shadow  of  Earth's  pale  seeming  ! 

The  wisest  say  no  shadow  can  be, 
But  i>urrect  splendors,  lucidly  streaming. 

Anil  Life  and  Light  at  intensity. 

Then  why  did  the  artist  show  it  thus  — 
The  Sorrow  of  Sorrows  personified  — 
Painiinj;  ilie  carpenter's  Son  for  us 
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Ah  1  Mary  Mother !  we  watch  with  moans 
Marking  that  pliantom  iby  sweet  eyes  see, 

That  hateful  Shadow  upon  the  stones, 
That  sign  of  a  coming  agony  ! 

Did  it  happen  so  once  in  Nazareth  ? 

Did  a  Christmas  sun  show  such  a  sight, 
Making  from  Life  a  spectre  of  Deaih, 

Mocking  our  "  Light  of  the  World  "  with  Light? 

He  tells  us  — this  artist  —  one  Christmas-tide, 
The  sunset  painted  that  ominous  Cross  ; 

The  shadows  of  evening  prophesied 
The  hyssop  to  Him,  and  to  us  the  loss. 

For,  her  pang  is  the  pang  of  us,  every  one : 
Wherever  the  Light  shines  the  Shadow  is ; 

Where  beams  a  smile  must  be  heard  a  moan  j 
The  anguish  follows  the  flying  bliss. 

Von  crown  which  the  Magi  brought  to  her, 
It  makes  a  vision  of  brows  that  bleed  ; 

Yon  censer  of  spikenard  and  balm  and  myrrh. 
It  looks  on  the  wall  like  a  "sponge  and  reed." 
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And,  therefore,  long  ago  was  it  written  — 
Of  a  Chrislmas  to  come  in  the  realms  of  Light  — 

"  The  curse  shall  depart  and  death  shall  be  smititn. 
And  then  there  shall  be  no  more  night" 

O  Christ,  our  Lord,  in  that  Siadowless  Land, 
Be  mindful  of  these  sad  shadows  which  lie  ! 

Look  forth  and  mark  what  a  woful  band 
Of  glooms  attend  us  across  Thy  sky  ! 

"  Christmas  !  "  and  hear  what  wars  and  woe  '. 

"  Christmas  ! "  and  see  what  grief  o'er  all ! 
Lord  Christ !  our  suns  shine  out  to  show 

Crosses  and  I  horns  on  Time's  old  wall ! 


CHRIST   BLESSING  LITTLE 

CHILDREN. 

[Suggested  by  the  picture  of  Rembrandt  in  the  National  Gallery.] 


Master,  well  done  !  thy  sombre  colors  stoop, 

As  what  they  paint  did,  to  the  root  of  things  ! 
Thy  Christ  hath  eyes,  whose  weary  glances  droop. 

Marred  with  much  love,  and  all  the  ache  it  brings : 
Thy  children  —  soft,  albeit,  their  Syrian  grace  — 

Clasp  sunburnt  breasts,  and  drink  of  milk  that  cost 
Sweat  to  provide  it ;  from  each  mother's  face 
Is  gone  the  bridal  beauty  ;  lapsed  and  lost 
Bliss  from  these  bondsmen  ;  yet,  how  the  Divine 

Breaks  through  the  clay  !  how  Truth's  gold  gilds  the 
story  ! 
How  longing  for  heaven's  light  makes  earth's  gloom  shine  ! 

How  lovely,  at  its  lowest,  is  love's  glory  ! 
We  see  Him  as  He  sate  in  Palestine. 
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Lord  Christ !  these  are  the  little  ones  that  come  ! 

Thou  spaVcst,  "  Suffer  them ;  "  yea.  Thou  didst  say, 
"  Forbid  tht-m  not,  for  in  my  kingdom  some 

Are  like  to  such  !  "     O  Lord  !  do  Angels  lay 
Small  aching  heads  on  sorrow-laden  bosoms? 

Do  Tliv  young  angels  toil,  and  stance,  and  weep? 
Hardly  for  these  will  ope  life's  morning  blossoms 

Before  their  daj's  bring  griefs,  their  nightly  sleep 
Dreams  of  the  Roman  whip.     Ah,  Master  Mild  ! 

He  some  great  secret  of  Thy  kingdom  said 
To  keep  the  grown  man  glad  as  this  male  child, 

The  woiuan  pure  as  is  that  tender  maid  ! 
They  "  see  Thy  Father's  face  !  "    Then,  how  beguiiedir   ' 
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By  that  Love's  lips  which  kisses  out  of  heaven ; 
And  we,  with  little  children,  but  no  Christ, 

Press  near ;  perchance  the  blessing  may  be  given 
From  theirs  to  ours,  though  we  His  face  have  missed. 


ON   A  CYCLAMEN, 

PLUCKED  AT  CANA    OF  GALILEE,  ASD 
PRESENTED   TO  A    BRIDE. 


Only  a  Flower !  but,  then,  it  grew 

On  the  green  mountains  which  en- 
Kana-el-Jelll ;  looking  to 


A   DISCOURSE   OF   BUDDHA 


Herewith,  a  broken  gem  of  Buddha's  lore  ! 
One  beamlet  of  the  brightness  of  his  love  ! 
Rose-light  which  lingers  when  the  sun  is  down 
5iirh  space  that  men  may  find  a  path  thereby. 
-Ananda  told  his  Brethren  of  the  robe 
In  the  full  Sangha,  saying,  "  I  have  heard  1 " 

Ananda  said  :  "  Upon  a  certain  mom 
-At  Rajagriha,  in  Wasanta-time, 
Xjord  Buddha  sate  —  the  great  Tathagato  — 
Speaking  with  wayfarers  words  such  as  these. 
"There  was  a  temple  built  to  Sur)a 
fetween  the  dyers'  sheds  and  grain -market, 
VVith  white  porch  sheltered  by  a  peepul-tree ; 
Whereby  he  sate ;  and  a  priest  questioned  him  — 
*  Which  is  Life's  chief  good,  Master  ?  '     And  he  spake 
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•' '  Shadows  are  good  when  the  high  sun  is  flaming. 

Froni  wheresoe'er  they  ikli ; 
Some  take  their  rest  beneath  the  holy  temple. 

Some  by  the  prison- wall. 

"  '  The  King's  gilt  palace-roof  shuts  out  the  sunshine 

So  doth  the  dyers'  shed ! 
W  liich  is  the  chiefest  shade  of  all  these  shadows?' 

'  They  are  alike  ! '  one  said. 

" '  So  is  it,'  quoth  he, '  with  all  shows  of  Uving ; 

As  shadows  fall,  they  fall ! 
Rest  under,  if  ye  must,  but  question  not 
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•*  *  Good  is  it  helping  kindred  !  good  to  dwell 

Blameless  and  just  to  all ; 
Good  to  give  alms,  with  good-will  in  the  heart, 

Albeit  the  store  be  small ! 

"  *  Good  to  speak  sweet  and  gentle  words,  to  be 

Merciful,  patient,  mild ; 
To  hear  the  Law,  and  keep  it,  leading  days 

Innocent,  undefiled. 

**  *  These  be  chief  goods  —  for  evil  by  its  like 

Ends  not,  nor  hate  by  hate  : 
Ky  love  hate  ceaseth  ;  by  well-doing  ill ; 

By  knowledge  life's  sad  state. 

**  *  But  see  where  soars  an  eagle  !  mark  those  wings 

Which  cleave  the  blue,  cool  skies  ! 
^^hat  shadow  needeth  yon  proud  Lord  of  Air 

To  shield  his  fearless  eyes? 

**   *  Rise  from  this  life  ;  lift  upon  pinions  bold 

Hearts  free  and  great  as  his ; 
*^lie  eagle  seeks  no  shadow,  nor  the  wise 
Greater  or  lesser  bliss  ! '" 
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JANUARY. 

Rain  — hail  —  sleet  —  snow  !  —  But  in  my  East 
Tliis  is  the  time  when  palm-trees  quicken 

Willi  (lowere,  where&om  the  Arabs'  feast 
Of  amber  dates  will  thenceforth  thicken. 
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No  gray  reality's  alloy 

Your  green  ideal  can  diminish  ! 
You  have  love's  kiss,  in  all  its  joy, 

Without  love's  lips,  which  let  it  finish  I 

FEBRUARY. 

Fair  Grecian  legend,  that,  in  Spring, 
Seeking  sweet  tale  for  sunnier  hours. 

Fabled  how  Enna's  queen  did  bring 
Back  from  the  underworld  her  flowers  ! 

Whence  come  ye  else,  goblets  of  gold, 

Which  men  the  yellow  crocus  call? 
You  snow-drops,  maiden-meek  and  cold, 

What  other  fingers  let  you  fall? 

What  hand  but  hers,  who,  wont  to  rove 

The  asphodel  in  Himera, 
Tom  thence  by  an  ungentle  love, 

Flung  not  her  favorites  away  ? 

King  of  dark  death  !  on  thoughts  that  roam 
Thy  passion  and  thy  power  were  spent : 
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When  blossom -time  is  come  at  home. 

Homeward  the  soul's  strong  wings  are  bent 

So  comes  she,  with  her  pleasant  wont. 
When  Spring-time  chases  Winter  cold. 

Couching  against  his  frozen  front 
Her  tiny  spears  of  green  and  gold. 


Wei^ome,  North-wind  !  from  the  Norland ; 
Strike  upon  our  foremost  foreland, 
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There  "s  a  sea-smack  in  thy  kisses 
Better  than  all  breezy  blisses, 
So  we  know,  our  kinsman  this  is  : 

Buss  us  !  cheek  and  brow. 


RolliL-k  out  thy  wild  sea-catches, 
Roar  thy  stormy  mad  sea-snatches, 
What  bare  masts  and  battened  hatches 

Thou  hast  left  behind  ; 
Ring  it,  till  our  ears  shall  ring,  too. 
How  thou  mad'st  the  Frenchman  bring-tc 
That 's  the  music  Northmen  sing  to. 

Burly  brother  wind  I 


Go  !  with  train  of  spray  and  sea-bird, 
Kling  the  milky  waves  to  leeward, 
Driie  the  tagged  rain-clouds  seaward, 

Chase  the  scudding  ships  ; 
To  the  Soulh-wind  take  our  greeting. 
Bid  him  bring  the  Spring—  his  Sweeting  — 
Say  what  glad  hearts  wait  her  meeting, 

Wlial  bright  eyes  and  lips. 
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APRIL. 

Blossom  of  the  almond-trees, 
April's  gift  to  April's  bees, 
Birthday  ornament  of  spring. 
Flora's  fairest  daughterltng !  — 
Coming  when  no  flow'rcts  dare 
I'rust  the  cruel  outer  air ; 
When  the  royal  king-cup  bold 
Will  not  don  hb  coat  of  gold ; 
And  the  sturdy  blackthorn  spray 
5  silver  for  llie  Ma\ 
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Long  l)efore  a  leaf  of  green 

On  the  bravest  bough  is  seen ; 

Ah  !  vben  wintry  winds  are  swinging 

AH  thy  red  bells  into  ringing. 

With  a  bee  in  every  bell, 

Almond  bloom,  we  greet  thee  well  I 


MAY. 

Who  cares  on  the  land  to  stay, 
Wasting  the  wealth  of  a  day  ? 

The  yellow  fields  leave 

For  the  meadows  that  heave, 
And  away  to  the  sea  —  away  ! 

To  the  meadows  far  out  on  the  deep, 
Whose  ploughs  are  the  winds  that  sweep 

The  green  furrows  high, 

When  into  the  sky 
The  silvery  foam-bells  leap. 

At  sea  I  —  my  bark  —  at  sea  I 

With  the  winds,  and  the  wild  clouds  and  me ; 
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'  The  knr  shore  MOD 
WiU  be  down  with  the  moon, 
'  And  none  on  the  wsvei  but  we  I 

Thy  wings  are  abroad^  my  Kid, 
And  the  sound  of  their  speed  is  heard; 
The  scud  flieth  west^ 
And  the  gull  to  her  nest. 
But  they  lag  far  behind  us,  my  bird  1 

White  as  my  true  love's  neck 
Are  the  sails  that  shadovr  thy  deck ; 
And  thine  image  wan, 
Like  the  stream-mirrored  swan, 
Lies  dim  on  thy  dancing  track. 

On  !  on  !  with  a  swoop  and  a  swirl. 
High  over  the  clear  waves'  curl ; 

Under  thy  prow, 

Like  a  fairy,  now. 
Make  the  blue  water  bubble  with  pearl  I 

Lo  !  yonder,  my  lady,  the  light  I 
T  is  the  last  of  the  land  in  sight ! 
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Look  once  —  and  away  I 
Bows  down  in  the  spray ; 
Lighted  on  by  the  lamps  of  the  night ! 

JUNE. 
Lli-v  of  June,  peatl-pe tailed,  emerald-leaved  ! 

A  sceptre  thou,  a  silver-studded  wand 
By  lusty  June,  the  Lord  of  Summer,  waved. 

To  give  to  blade  and  bud  his  high  command. 

Nay  !  not  a  sceptre,  but  a  seated  Britk, 
The  white  Sultana  of  a  world  of  flowers. 

Chosen,  o'er  ail  their  passion  and  (heir  pride, 
To  reign  with  June,  Lady  of  azure  hours. 

Ah,  vestal-bosomed  !  Thou  that,  all  the  May, 
From  maidenly  reserve  wouldst  not  depart, 

Till  June's  warm  wooing  won  thee  to  display 
The  golden  secret  hidden  at  thy  heart : 

Lay  thy  white  heart  bare  to  the  Summer  King  ! 

Brim  thy  broad  chalice  for  him  witli  fresh  rain  1 
Fling  lo  him  from  thy  milky  censers,  fling 

Fine  fragrances,  a  Bride  wiiliout  a  stain  ! 
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Without?  —  look,  June  !  thy  pearly  love  is  smutched ! 

lliat  which  did  wake  her  gentle  beauty,  slays ; 
Alas  '  that  nothing  lovely  lasts,  if  touched 

By  aught  more  earnest  than  a  longing  gaze. 


JULY. 

Proud,  on  the  bosom  of  the  river. 

White-winged  the  vesseb  come  and  go. 

Dropping  down  with  ingots  to  deliver, 
Drifting  up  stately  on  the  (low. 

Mirrored  in  the  sparkling  waters  under, 
e  sky. 
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Underneath  the  tassels  of  the  willows 
Rocks  the  sea-poppy  anil  the  bee? 

Roc:ks  the  marsh- blossom  with  its  burden, 

Only  a  worker  bee  at  most ! 
Working  for  nothing  but  the  guerdon 

To  live  on  its  honey  in  the  frost. 
The  outward-bound  ye  watch,  and  ihe  incomer ; 

The  bee  and  the  blossom  none  espy  ! 
But  those  have  their  portion  in 

In  the  glad,  gold  sunshine  of  July, 


AUGUST. 
[From  the  German.] 
btcE,  with  a  landlord  wondrous  fine, 
A  weary  guest,  I  tarried, 
A  golden  pippin  was  his  sign, 

1  a  green  branch  carried  ! 

e  host — he  was  an  apple-tree 
h  whom  I  look  my  leisure  ; 
ir  fruit,  and  mellowed  juicily, 
He  gave  me  from  his  ti 
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Tliere  came  to  that  same  hostel  gay 
Bright  guests,  in  brave  adorning ; 

A  merry  feast  they  made  all  day, 
And  sang,  and  slept  till  n 


1,  too,  to  rest  my  body  laid 

On  bed  of  crimsoD  clover ; 
The  landlord  with  his  own  broad  shade 

Carefully  spread  me  over. 

I  rose ;  —  I  called  to  pay  the  score. 
But  "  No  1 "  he  grandly  boweth ; 
Now,  root  and  fruit,  for  evermore 

while  he  groweth ! 
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Right  fair  thy  ray  to  gild  the  way 
Where  lovers  walk  together. 

The  red  wheat  rusdes,  and  the  vines 

Are  purple  to  the  foot ; 
And  true-love,  waiting  patient,  wins 

Its  blessed  time  of  fruit : 
Lamp  of  all  lovers,  Lady-moon  ! 

Light  these  ripe  lips  together 
Which  reap  alone  a  harvest  sown 

Long  ere  September  weather. 


OCTOBER. 

A  BOLD  brunette  she  is,  radiant  with  mirth. 
Who  comes  a- tripping  over  corn-fields  cropped  ; 
Fruits  and  blown  roses,  from  her  full  arms  dropped, 

Carpet  her  feet  along  the  gladdened  earth ; 

Around  her  brow  glitters  a  careless  cro^vn 
Of  bronzed  oak,  and  apple-leaves,  and  \ine ; 
And  russet-nuts  and  countrv  berries  twine 

About  her  gleaming  shoulders  and  loose  gown. 
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Like  grapes  at  vintage,  where  the  ripe  wine  glow's, 
Glows  no  tier  sweet  cheek,  summer' touched  bul  fair 
And,  like  grape -tendrils,  all  her  wealth  of  hair, 

Gold  on  a  ground  of  brown,  nods  as  she  goes  : 

Grapes  too,  a-spirt,  her  brimming  fingers  bear, 
A  dainty  winepress,  pouring  wet  an<i  waxm 
The  crimson  river  over  wrist  an<.l  arm. 

Anil  on  her  lips  —  adding  no  crimson  there ! 


Ah !  golden  autumn  hours —  ily  not  so  fast  1 
L^'t  the  sweet  Lady  long  with  us  delay ; 

sunset  makes  the  sun  so  wished-for, — 
it  and  the  la^t  I 
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Come  !  in  ihy  veil  of  ashen  cloud 
With  mists  around  thee,  like  a  shroud, 
And  wan  face  colored  with  no  light 
Of  sun  or  moon,  by  day  or  night ; 
I  would  not  see  thee  glad  and  gay. 
Dark  month  1  thai  called  my  Love  away  I 


1  would  not  see  thee  otherwise. 
Gray  month  1  that  hast  the  dying  eyes  ; 
Cold  month  !  that  coni'st  with  icy  hands 
Chaining  the  waters  and  the  lands ! 
So  didst  thou  chill  two  hearts  at  play. 
u     Daik  month  I  that  called  my  Love  away  1 

^^^Hgret,  I  know,  behind  thy  mists 
^^rae  bright  Rim  shines.  Love's  star  subsists  I 
If  we  could  lift  thy  veil,  may  W, 
Thy  hidden  face  were  good  to  see  ! 
Come  as  thou  wilt —  I  say  not  nay, 
Dvk  month  I  that  called  my  Ix>ve  away  I 
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DECEMBER. 

Ix  fret-work  of  frost  and  spangle  of  snow 

Unlo  his  end  the  year  doth  wend  ; 

And  sadly  for  some  the  days  did  go. 

And  glad  for  some  were  beginning  and  end  I 

But  —  sad  or  glad  —  griCT'e  not  for  his  death, 

Muiirnfully  counting  your  measures  of  breath, 

Voii,  thai,  Iiefore  the  stars  began, 

A\i.T(.'  st'cil  of  woman  and  promise  of  man, 

Vou  wlio  are  older  than  AMebaian  ! 

It  was  but  a  ring  round  about  the  Sun, 
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A    QUEEN'S    REVENGE." 
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T  T  was  a  Temple,  white  and  fair, 

Piercing  the  warm  blue  Indian  air 
With  painted  cupola  ;  and  set 
High  on  a  hill-side,  where  there  met 
Two  streams  —  with  sister-kiss  of  wave  -^ 
Which  rippled  lightly  down,  to  lave 
Our  Deccan  flats,  gliding  to  grow 
Beema  —  and  Kistna  next  —  and  flow 
By  many  a  peopled  plain  and  lea 
Into  the  Coromandel  sea. 
And  all  along  those  shining  banks 
Neem  and  acacia  trees  in  ranks 
Shaded  the  flood,  making  cool  homes 
Of  leafy  peace  for  all  tliat  comes 
To  river-side,  the  pheasant-crow, 
The  jay,  the  coppersmitli  wlio.so  l>low  — 
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Ill  his  green  smithy  stoutly  plied 
liinjjiiig  from  dawn  till  eventide  — 
FnIU  "  kliiik,  klank,  klink,"  upon  the  ear; 
i\iiJ  sDt^ial  weavers  who,  from  fear 
Of  thiovish  snakes,  tlieir  nests  suspend 
Swinging  from  every  brauchlet's  end  : 
Tlierc,  too,  the  nine  brown  abters  talked; 
Tliu  silver- feathered  egret  stalked ; 
The  iiivehi-hang  —  "  tiger  of  fish"  — 
Shcit  from  the  air  with  arrowy  swish 
Anil  !Joarcd  again  —  hb  pearly  prey 
Chitchfii  in  red  talons.     All  the  day 
Villi  \v\\\^  the  nccklnced  jungle-dove 
ings  of  ceaseless  love ; 

J  wife 
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Parvati,  shaped  in  gold,  was  seen,  — 
With  great  eyes  jewelled  —  Shiva's  Queen : 
And  nigh  them,  in  the  inmost  dusk, 
Ganpati,  known  by  broken  tusk 
And  trunk  of  elephant.     No  sound 
Stirred  the  deep  quiet  of  that  ground 
"Whore  the  Gods  dwelled,  save  footfall  rare 
Of  Hindoo  wife  or  maid,  witli  fare 
Of  colored  rice  or  honeyed  cake 
For  Shiva's  Priest,  and  vows  to  make 
Before  the  shrine  in  some  dear  name ; 
Save,  also,  when  the  pigeons  camu, 
A  blue  cloud,  whirring  from  the  wood 
To  peck  their  daily  Temple-food 
If  other  echo  silence  broke 
Twas  Govind  murmuring  Sanskrit  sbloke 
■'From  ancient  scrolls,  or  chanting  prayers 
Tliree  time^  a  day,  Govind  who  bears  — 
Immeasurably  wise  —  the  weight 
Of  threescore  leami^d  years  and  eight, 
Shiva's  calm  servant.     Sometimes,  you 
Would  hear  withui  that  Temple,  too, 
Gunga  the  Nautch^irl's  anklets  chime 
Dancing  in  some  grave  measured  rhyme 
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Before  the  Grods,  to  throb  of  dram 

And  low-played  pipe,  or,  with  deft  thumb 

Twangling  the  tight-stretched  vina^tring 

To  yield  shrill  notes,  while  she  did  sing 

Of  Love  —  as  Nautchnees  know  —  and  praise 

Of  lovers  dead  for  Love ;  and  lays 

Of  wounded  hearts  and  piercing  eyes ; 

Which  gray  Philosophies  despise. 

Good  friends  were  dancing  girl  and  priest 
To  one  I  knew,  such  friends  —  at  least  — 
As  those  may  be  whom  Fortune  gives 
Stars  wide  apart  and  differing  lives : 
And  Gunga  to  the  Saheb  would  sing 
Sweet  Indian  songs  for  pleasuring ; 
And  Goviud — patient  with  their  folly  — 
Would  listen,  mild  and  melancholy, 
Till  nobler  moments  rose,  and  then 
Speak  wisely  on  the  ways  of  men, 
The  worlds  of  Gods,  tbe  wisdom  hid 
In  I'^panishad,  Pooran,  Ved : 
Xav,  and  sometimes,  with  careful  finffer. 
On  some  dark  text  and  comment  linjier. 
Sifting  its  sacred  meanings  o'er — 
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As  when  in  baming  liatnapoor 
The  ruby-miners  wash  away 
Gravel  and  dust  and  yellow  clay 
To  leave  at  last  one  jewel  bare, 
"  Pigeon-blood  "  color,  faultless,  rare  \ 
Wliicb  to  the  finder  freedom  brings. 
And  glows,  in  seal  or  crown  ot  kings. 


Ou  such  a  day  those  sat  together 
Under  the  sky  of  splendent  weather 
Which  shines  in  Poush,  and  held  debate  — 
Friendly  or  petulant  —  with  weight 
Of  Govind's  lore  at  one  time  heard. 
And  then  —  like  some  lond  "  tit-wee  "  bud  — 
The  Nantch-girl  mockiug  all  save  Love  ; 
Anon,  demure  as  any  dove, 
Listening  to  wisdom ;  and,  again. 
Falling  with  laughter  to  some  strain 
Ill-fitted  to  the  theme  : 

But  sit 
In  Temple-shade,  and  judge  of  it! 
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Sahcb.   Pandit !    You  promised  me  to  read  to-day 
That  Upanishad  where  the  Sanskrit  tells 
The  inner  meanings  of  your  mystic  Word, 
The  Word  we  must  not  utter  till  we  meet 
Privately  here,  with  foolish  ears  away. 

Priest.   Yea !   the  Mandukya !    hast  thou  conned  tlr 
text? 

S.   It  was  so  hard  and  rugged  none  might  read 
As  little  taught  as  I.     The  words  were  plain, 
But  not  the  sense.     T  was  like  a  rain-time  cloud 
Blown  by  the  wind,  sending  far  thunder  forth. 
Which  seemed  to  bring  some  message  if  man's  ear 
Had  wit  to  comprehend. 

P.  It  hath  such  wit 

If  it  will  listen  well ;  and  thou  niay'st  learn 
More  than  thy  Sages  know  beyond  the  seas, 
Pondering  ^Mandukya  ;  for  the  leaves  recite 
What  lies  within  that  Word  we  must  not  speak 
Where  ]\Ilechchas  are. 

*S^.  Well !  will  you  say  it  now  ? 

P.    I  sin  —  the  Book  being  so  majestical, 
And  thou  no  twice -born  —  if  I  teach  thee  this  ; 
Save  that  thou  love.st  our  Land,  and  lov'st  to  tread 
All  paths  of  knowledge.     lUit  is  Gunga  there  ? 
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&   I  saw  her  scattering  pulse  to  feed  the  doves 
A^hen  I  rode  in,  and  —  hark  !  her  vina  plays  ! 
ou  will  not  stay  our  study  for  the  girl  ? 


^^ga  enters,  holding  a  Vivxt.     She  salutes  the  Priest  mtd 

the  Ewjlishman.^ 

Gunga.   Swasti  !  my  holy  Rishi !  Maharaj, 
Salaam !    Bid  me  not  go  —  Mahadev's  girl  — 
Who  dances  for  the  pleasure  of  the  Gods, 
And  brings  the  temple  treasure.     Soe,  rupees ! 
I  got  them  singing  yesternight:  mine  eyes 
Pierced  the  Rao  Saheb  to  the  heart,  whicli  l)led 
Plentiful  gifts ;  yet  had  he  nouglit  from  nie 
Save  one  kiss  on  the  brow.     Ah,  Mem  Jan! 
My  English  Lord;  I  know  a  song  on  that: 

\She  phvja  (tnd  alnr/s.'^ 

*  ify  Lottis-eyed  —  mt/  Love  th'it  lores  me  now  — 
She  lets  me  to  if  eh  the  tilla  on  her  hroH\ 
And  mouth  ns  soft  as  fire  the  himha-len res. 
And  little  rounded  ehin,  vhrnee  lore  pererirrs 
Th^  sviooth  brown  neeh  nn\'  to  that  tender  i^htec 
Where  the  heart  heats  between  two  hills  of  ifrdc^:. 
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"  Bxdy  wlien  I  would  have  kissed  the  rose-red  peaks 
Of  those  dear  mountains^  —  as  a  pilgrim  seeks 
To  worship  on  th^i  highest  spot  —  she  cried  : 
'  Xag,  nay  !  my  choli  must  not  be  untied  ! ' 
So  trips  she  off,  as  from  the  tamarind-spray 
A  light  hen-koll,  in  her  mate's  mid  lay^ 

S.   Oh,  Gunga !  if  you  vex  the  Pandit's  soul 
He  will  not  read,  and  I  shall  miss  to  know 
What  says  M andiikya.     Sit  and  learn  this  lore,  — 
If  you  may  hear  it. 

P.  Nay,  the  girl  can  hear ! 

I  am  too  old  for  anger,  and  she  bears 
A  gentle  breast,  and  serves  our  Temple  well. 
Though  all  too  liglit  of  mind,  and  loose  of  tongue. 

G.   Dear  Master !  make  me  wise  !     Gun^a  is  jxood 
When  you  will  teach  ;  and  what  should  Sahebs  know 
A  Nautchne-e  mu>t  not  hear  ?     The- gates  are  shut ; 
The  Temple-birds  are  fed;  sometimes  I  think  — 
When  only  they  and  I  are  in  the  Court, 
And  T  sit  watching  how  they  pace  about. 
With  red  feet  like;  to  mine,  all  henna-stained, 
And  barred  backs,  like  my  striped  and  painted  cloth  ; 
And  jewels  round  their  throats,  like  these  I  wear! 
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hen  I  ait  watching  how  they  pace  and  plume, 
ridling  their  necks,  and  making  melting  eyes, 
nd  sidling  here  and  there,  and  spreading  wings, 
Ed  wooing  and  pursuing,  with  one  song 
"  love-love-love,"  and  do  not  fear  the  Gods, 
^ut  pick  dropped  rice  from  Shiva's  awful  feet;  — 
^h,  then  I  think  these  be  dead  Nautch-dancers 
^^ome  back  to  the  glad  light  to  coo,  and  serve, 
-^^d  seek  old  lovers!    There's  a  verse  on  that: 


[Gunga  singa  and  pla}js\ 

'*  Resolve  inc  —  dcmcTd  hy  demtni  — 
Into  Ike  Voul,  0  God  I  I  am  conknl, 
So  I  may  only  be,  for  him  I  love. 
The  tvafer  in  his  ta)iA\  the  vindn  thai  rove 
Around  hU  hrows,  the  lijIU  that  seizes  Aw  needs, 
Th4:  fire  tliat  tvarms  him,  and.  ihr  stnl  thatfe^dsy 

y'  -  you  two  wise  ones !  is  not  that  as  deep 
"*   >"our  Vedantas? 

*^-  But  you  do  not  t^»ll 

^*^ch  of  past  many  lovers  is  to  drink 
^S^  made  water;  cool  his  fevered  brows 


S 
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With  Gunga  blowing  sweet ;  and  cook  his  rice 
With  Gunga,  blazing  briglit ! 

G.  The  last,  my  Lord  1 

All  others  I  forget ! 

/'.  Thou  foolish  Soul, 

Who,  losing  tliine  own  house,  would'st  help  to  build 
Another  perishable  form !     What 's  he. 
Or  thou,  or  any,  but  a  wave  which  lifts 
Out  of  BrahmVs  ocean  —  to  sink  back  again  ? 
Seek  to  grow  one  with  Him,  and  rather  say : 

"  YcK  ]  drur  Lord  I  \nc  (cre  our  }rUJi   Thcc  !  siiire 

Thou  art  all  in  nJl ! 
And  onr  lircs  in  Th}/  Life  nivai  aid ;  yd  dare 

I  vrrcr  r<dl 
Thcc  rninc^  f/s  I  am  Tltinc^  0  God  !     The  U'av'' 

1-;  s/ill  fhc  Scri'.s  ! 
The  Sea  is  not  /he  If^/v'.s,  ihercjorl     So  I y  and 

(dl  of  these!'' 


S.  Tliat  makes  you  solemn,  Gunga  !     Keep  your 
Curtaiiu'il  willi  la.s]i(\^  just  one  little  while! 
Now  for  this  druad  Word  —  0]\1. 

/'.  Oh:  — not  liketha 
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Keach  me  the  lota,  girl !  that  I  may  wash 
^ty  niouth  from  stain :  then,  covering  one  hand, 
1  raise  this  other  to  my  lips,  and  say, 
"^ith  three  half-breaths  drawn  in,  —  but  slow  and  low  — 
The  three  great  matras  of  this  mighty  Word 
"f  hicU  is  as  Silence  spoken !     Hear'st  thou  ?  —  OM  !  — 
^-  How  are  there  three  ? 

^  Tismadeof  A,  — U,  — M: 

'^^  last  the  vindii  binding  all  in  one, 

^^^h  one  is  holiest  of  all  uttered  speech, 
'  ^eet  to  the  Gods,  consummate,  good  to  say 

^  ^n  the  Samdhyas,  —  when  Night  joineth  Morn, 
-'lomi^g  the  Afternoon,  and  Evening  Night; 
*^^^  to  repeat  before  we  road  the  Yeds, 
^^  when  we  finish ;  locking  all  truths  up 
'^  the  womb  holds  the  life,  as  rocks  hide  gems, 
^^  Seeds  the  leaf,  flower,  fruit.     A  Scrijiture  saith 

•^I  is  the  bow ;  the  Arrow  is  the  Soul ; 
^l^iti  is  the  object :  he  who  shooteth  straight 
^^^eth  the  target  of  the  Uttermost, 
^^^ineth  end."     "  Meditate  OM  !  "  it  saith  : 
^^,  in  that  mvstic  lijijlit,  the  knowers  know 
^tni  without  body,  parts,  or  passions  —  Brahm 
'  ^yful,  Eternal,  All-embracing,  Pure." 
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This  Word  hath  all  words  in  it,  all  three  names 
Of  Brahma,  Shiva,  Vishnu;  all  three  worlds  — 
Earths,  Kthers,  Heavens ;  and  all  three  modes  of  Tii 
Past,  Present,  Future ;  all  three  sexes,  too, 
Yoni,  and  Lingam,  and  what  yoketh  both ; 
And  all  three  Veds ! 

See !  on  yon  banyan-branch 
Which  overlianga  our  wall,  two  paroquets ! 
There  is  a  Scripture  —  third  of  Muiidaka  — 
Tellctli  of  that,  so  as  a  man  may  read 
Who  kiiowoth  OM.     Two  P>irds  —  it  saveth  —  sit. 
Always  united,  always  equal-jdumed, 
IVrcluMl  on  one  liijf  tree  branch.     This  i»ccks  the  frail 
That  fcHMlrth  not,  but  i^azeth  —  witnessiiirr ;  — 
And  Slir.  wlio  rat(!tli  is  the  Human  Soul, 
And  h(^,  who  watchi'th  is  the  Soul  Divine, 
And  IJfc  the  Fii'-trcc  is,  and  Life's  deliuhts 
Tt^  too  sweet  fruit.      l>ut,  if  one  knowetli  OM, 
The  feeding'  bird  looks  on  tlie  watchinf;  bird  — 
Its  mate  inmiorlnl,  seorninj::^  tliose  false  fruits  — 
And  liMvetli  all,  to  join  the  "All  of  All ; " 
Saved  bv  ri^lit  si^lit,  lifted  on  wiser  winirs 
To  better  ))leasureN;  —  as,  see!  now  thev  tlv  — 
Those  green  birds,  —  high  into  the  stainless  Pdue ! 
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Oh,  loot  you.  Friend !  when  the  great  Gods  would  hear 

What  Brnhm  was,  unto  Indra  came  tliey  all 

AskJug  this  thing,  glorious  ns  yonder  clouds 

Which  flock  towards  the  throne  of  the  sinking  Sun, 

Ruby  and  amethyst,  and  pearl  and  gold ; 

And  ludra  bade  tliem  sit  beneath  a  tree  — 

The  Nyagrodlift  trtje  —  nor  spake  he  once, 

Through  twenty  ihonsand  moons,  tu  that  bright  throng 

O!  seated  Gods  ;  but  at  the  last  ho  spake 

Saying,  with  fingers  on  his  hnshed  lips,  "  OM  ! " 

Then  all  the  Gods  went  to  their  places  wise. 

^And  you  are  wise,  good  Pandit !     Yet  I  long 
ar  this  scroll,  and  Gunga  bums  to  hear; 
She  did  not  glean  such  treasure  from  the  band 
Of  you  Rao  Sabeb  I 


\ 


ITof/,^  .\-;,itvh  G.V/.] 


Slack  your  vjna-strings, 
^nd  sit  in  closer!     You've  uo  song  for  that: 

tllow   knfiw   you,    Mnhnraj  ?      There's    drum   and 
dunL^e 
all  the  moods;  —  Mahadev's  girl  cau  sing 
JUany  like  this: 


Ltml ! 
'J'Ju/u  wUl  not  leas  deiivcrancf,  ami  m 
Who  drinks  iff  bUaaid  Amrit,  —  that 

lips,— 
JAves,  and  grout  wdl  and  pure  again 

Btpa." 

Bat  let  my  musi 
Now  will  I  listen  1 

P.  I  shall  zead  the 

In  brief  linee — as  itrans— then  i 
"Noma  Paramdtmant  Sari/  Oil 
OM !  Amity^ad  AlcAaram  idan 
Sarwan  tasyopavydkhytbuin  MlU  / ' 
\Vhich  meaneth,  "  Glory  in  the  Hig 
The  Immeasuiable  I  This  la  immtn 
Tills  is  the  One !    This  word,  inter] 
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cc 


Sarvoan  hyStddhrahindyamatma  " —  OM, 
^  spoken  of  the  All,  is  Brahm  :  the  soul 
^s  Krahm :  yet  here  this  soul  goes  cluxUtspdt 
**  ^ovir-footed ; "  owns  conditions  four.     Observe 
^ow  these  be  packed  in  OM ! 

*V.  Now,  Gunga,  list! 

^*  l\y  do  you  smile  ? 

^'.  I  wond^^r  why  I  sang 

"^  *^^8e  wistful  words,  of  late,  to  one  I  loved : 

[She  sings  and  play s^ 

What  s/iould  I  say  at  hour  of  parting  hateful  ? 
If  I  sigh  'leave  vie  not  !  '  that  seems  ungrateful  I 
If  I  should  whisper  *  go'  it  sounds  so  eoldly  ; 
And  to  cry  *  stay*  were  to  command  too  boldly ; 
'  G'o,  if  tJion  unit,  —  stay,  if  thou  wilt  !  '  —  this  savors 
Of  heedless  heart  ;  while  full  of  Fates  ill-favors 
'T would  he  to  murmur,  *  If  we  part,  I  die  ! ' 
lest  that  fall  true  :  alas  !    I  Iniow  not  — /  — 
^Vhat  thing  to  utter  !     Teach  me  some  wise  word 
1*0  say  when  you  mvM  leave  me,  Dearest  Lord  /" 

-   * . 

-^ow  had  I  known  —  "  Om  "  was  the  word  to  speak, 

hich  all  thoughts  compasses. 

2 
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S.  You  feather,  blown 

From  [lea-hcii's  neck  at  pairing-time,  bu  (-LiH ! 
Nuw,  Pundit !  k'll  us  tliesa  coDilitions  four. 

r.  rrathruiuik  ydduh.  Sir  I     Vaiivdaara. 
•■  'riii;  first  cundiliou  is  '  Vaiivanara.' " 
Niiw,  tiiis  wyitl  sigiiificth  "  Consciousuess," 
('..iiimim  tu  !i[l  men  {yaUra-ndr),  and  so 
liitcindoLli  c(jnimuii  wakiug  life,  that  state 
WliLTiiit  \\M  L'ut  and  drink,  aud  see  aud  smell. 
And  lirur  and  touch  and  tiistc.     The  holy  script 
S;iycUi,  '■  ViiisvLinara  is  waking  life; 
Wheiv'if  ihi'  kmnvlcdge  is  of  ontwanl  things 

J  llir  si.ns'-.     Seven  onrans  lialli  this  life. 
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I**or  Feet  the  Earth,  for  Heat  the  inner  Fires. 
Also  those  nineteen  mouths  are  nineteen  doors 
Whereby  the  world  hath  access  to  the  Self ; 
And  these  be  —  the  five  modes  of  Intellect, 
Xhe  five  Sense-gateways,  the  five  Vital  airs ; 
With  Mind,  Will,  Individual  Consciousness, 
-And  Chittamy  which  is  sense  behind  the  sense, 
That  whereby  sight  of  eye,  and  touch  of  skin, 
-And  taste,  and  smell,  and  sound  are  cognited. 
Such  is  Vaisvanara  —  the  waking  Life  — 
Xhe  letter  A  denote th  it  in  AUM. 
S.   And  what  is  U  ? 

P.  It  staudeth  in  the  Word 

For  Taijasa,  second  of  living  states, 
Which  hath  its  name  from  frjas—  "brilliancy," 
l^eing  that  gleam  which  thou  shalt  sec  with  oycs 
T'ast  shut,  when  all  the  gloom  (ljinc(»th  in  sparks, 
-And,  on  the  inner  lids  the  lingering  light 
l^aints  stars  and  rings  of  spangled  fantasy ; 
For  Taijasa  is  slumber,  when  we  dream, 
-And  the  scroll  saith  :  it  hath  the  organs  seven. 
The  gates  nineteen,  but  knoweth  inner  things, 
-And — pravhiktahkitk  —  in  sightless  sleep 
It  "  feedeth  on  the  Subtle." 
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0.  Ah  I  I  know 

Your  Ta^asa  1  when  I  have  danced  all  night» 
And  draw  my  doth,  at  las^  across  my  eyesj 
I  see  the  Temple-lamps  pale  and  more  pale 
Inside  my  lids,  all  down  the  road  to  sleep ; 
Till  at  the  end  there  comes  a  softer  light 
Which  needs  no  eyes ;  and  there  I  lie,  and  dream ! 

S,  What  dream  you  of,  my  Gungabaee  ? 

G,  Ofgold 

So  much  it  bursts  my  cloth !  of  beauteous  gems 
Hung  on  my  neck  by  some  one  loving  me ; 
Or  't  is  a  Prince  who  sends  me  cardamums 
Which  mean  "  your  breath  is  Heaven  ! "  or  sandal-iw 
Chipped  small,  which  is  to  say,  "  In  seeing  you 
I  become  water  ! "  or  stick-cinnamon 
Which  signifies  "  my  life  is  thine  ! "     Sometimes 
I  dream  the  gods  rise  from  their  seats,  and  wink 
Their  jewelled  eyes,  and  t^U  me  where  to  find 
Blue  lotus  for  their  shrines,  or  where  there  lies 
A  buried  pot  of  mohurs  ;  sometimes,  too, 
I  see  two  elephants  that  fight  and  fight 
Without  tlicir  mahoots  —  that  means  death  !  or  see 
Lotuses  grown  in  sand,  and  that  means  love 
From  unexpect<3d  places ;  or  I  spy 
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iS  in  the  moon  and  serpents  with  ten  mouths, 
those,  I  know,  bring  ill !     But  it  is  good 
^  ^^   dream^  of  fire-flies,  mirrors,  thrones,  and  fish, 
'^^^^i  rice,  and  rainbows;  yestereve  I  dreamed 
^   t>lack  calf  sucked  a  brindled  heifer's  bag, 
^^^<i  that,  be  sure,  shows  losses  ;  so  I  brought 
'^  j^.r  of  milk  to-day  for  Parvati. 


\  Yea,  Nautchni,  yea  !  that  is  the  waking  light 
^•l^^Ximeiing  in  visions;  that  is  Taijasa! 
*-  ^  t    so  —  if  thou  wert  wiser  —  shouldst  thou  see 
^^^^^rmost  things,  ev'n  dreaming  ;  nay,  and  so 
^  *^on,  too,  dost  pass  into  a  deeper  sleep, 
's  third  Condition. 

And  the  name  of  this  ?  — 
1  The  name,  Sahebji !  is  Prajna,  letter  M 
^    those  three  letters  of  the  mighty  Word. 
^^^ci,  very  plain  our  ancient  writing  runs  ! 
^^^>'a  siqyno  iia  kanchan  kamayate 


^*  ^'^lan,  na  kanchan  svajman  pa.4f/afi  — 

^   len  he  asleep  desireth  no  desire, 
^^^^imeth  no  dreams,  that  is  the  perfect  sleep  — 
^^'^^^upjinn  —  that  is  Prajna ;  then  he  lives  ! " 


'^,  lying  thus,"  it  saith,  "  licth,  grown  one 
•  til  all  which  is  ;  that  which  he  knows  he  knows 
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liv  knowledge  unified ;  his  peace  is  peace 
IVifecC,  exceiit  for  ceusiDg ;  bliss  he  tastes 
As  taste  till!  Gods,  and  — c/t^toiimkh  — his  uionlb 
Is  ^Vi^dllltl'K  portal.     He  is  Lord  of  all. 
All-si liiri !)<,',  ruling  inner  things,  a  soul 
Whence  springeth  life  as  from  a  Yoni  —  so 
lie  maketh  aud  uiimaketh."     Such  is  M, 
The  tUii'd  great  luatra. 

S.  Yet  resolve  me  this, 

How  "niaketh  and  unmaketh  ?"  what  is  life 
Its  ^^ells(;s  chained  in  sleep? 

/•.  Suffer  me.  Sir! 

Til  aii'Wi'i-  from  Brihuddr<u 
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\  left  alone  it  risetli,  lights  its  lamp, 
I,  wandering  down  the  bordera  of  two  worlds, 
Deth  to  think,  yet  watclieth  what  is  thonglit ; 
)cth  h)  move,  but  stays  unchangeable, 
l  fall  away  from  Soul  tlii;  ills  it  took 
BBiing  form  ;  like  Ilaiidmnids,  Sleep  and  Night 
J  it  uf  those ;  it  goes  majestical, 
I  Bei!3  two  lives,  on  this  and  that  side ;  one 
<  of  this  Earth,  and  in  anotlier  World 
(ther  not  yet  known,  hetween  which  winds  — 
h  banks  and  shoals  that  shift,  now  nearer  Life, 
If  licarer  Donlh  — the  placid  channel  of  Steep, 
fe  a  black,  shadowy,  hidden,  windless  stream 
e  silent  waters  lave  both  lands,  and  boar 
'spirit  on  its  tranquil  boat  of  flesh 
ier  and  thither.     Gliding  wistfully 
n  that  dividing  flood  the  Soul,  swun\ 
I  both  shores,  and  bringeth  whnl  it  will 
I  that  to  this,  and  takcth  what  it  will, 
"maketh  and  nnmaketh."     Horses,  roads, 
Utriots  are  there  none  in  Shndow-Liinil, 
ie  Sonl  willeth  theso.  and  see  !  it  driven. 
sd,  glorious,  Dager,  through  the  boundless  Afurkl 
Bbs,  no  kiss,  no  large  delighta  be  there 
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til'  Itcautiful  kind  faces  lit  with  love; 
Of  ^uft  iinns  shutting  into  Paradise ; 
Vet  tlie  Suul  willa  there  be,  and  lo  !  tliat  Dark 
Is  filled  with  companies  of  Apsaras, 
lx>vely  iiiid  sweot  all  mortal  maids  beyond  — 
Sweeter  tluin  llamblia  whom  KAvana  wooed! 
There  arc  no  tnnks,  no  palaces,  no  trees, 
Sor  feast",  nor  dances ;  but  the  Soul  doth  will, 
And,  see  !  the  Dark  grows  gracious  with  great  walls 
lluilt  on  llie  void,  ramps  of  red  gold,  and  d"nies 
Of  cloud-puised  marble,  and  fair  cloistered  cnints 
AVliLTo  wave  the  feathers  of  the  palms,  and  flit 
islcring  shixils  ..f  Ssii 
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voudrous  wings  of  thougbt ;  arriving  swift 
splendid  sigLts,  or  strange,  or  tragical, 
sometimes  terrible —  for  fear  is  dear 
veil  as  jay !     Yet,  though  thou  know'st  tliat  Laud. 
m  shalt  Hot  meet  the  Soul  there,  nay  —  nor  nmrk 
ere  in  the  viewles.?  vast  it  wanderelh. 
irefore,  let  no  man  wake  one  siidtlenly, 
t  Soul  return  not  well  from  its  long  way  ! 

And  Yiijnavalkya  said ;  The  Soul,  —  thus  roaming, 
us.  like  a  falcon,  flying  here  and  there 
a  cliff  to  clifl'  of  sleep's  far  boundaries, 
\  tlie  glad  and  sad,  the  old  and  new, 
e  good  and  ill.  —  presently  wearieth, 
en  doth  it  fold  its  pinions  and  Rink  down 
J  Soul's  nest,  reaching  the  dreamless  Peace 
lyna.     There  follow  not  to  that  tleep  state, 

B  nt  sadness,  good  cir  evil.     Life 
lifted  out  nf  living  —  Soul  grows  Brahm  I 
r  let  one  say  "  it  seeth  —  heareth  not  I  " 
Bt  which  doth  see  and  hoar  is  Self;  —  eye.  ear 

I  instrumentfl,  laid  down  :  who  used  them  keeps 
(ht  of  his  own,  sound  of  his  own,  touch,  taste 
ler  than  ours  1 
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Such  is  the  letter  M, 

Tliird  hwlra  of  the  Holy  Word. 

X  1  ask. 

ii^ht-li'anird  Friend  !  why  Good  and  Evil  ceiisc 
iiTinisi'  Siuil  sleeps  ? 

/'.  Surely  such  nniito-^  suh*isi 

11  \v<iilils  cif  ■'  thine  and  mine,"  of  "  this  iinil  ikit.'' 
)f  "jiraiHi'  jiikI   hlaine!"     Where  nil   things  m'll     " 

■.\\\  mill  (iiind  are  fled,  to  plagiic  no  more. 

X    \V,'ll :  \vhi>  may  judge?     hi  Kiisland  — ovfr-sfS: 
iiir  '  ;iiii,[;;i  hfre,  that  ia  so  kind  and  jjav  ; 
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ich  may  be  —  wUite  as  the  Cliampnk-bml 
1  first  its  greeu  cup  splits. 

And  fares  it  well 
1  tliosc  cold  blossoms,  in  the  Ikomes  they  find  ? 

Ves,  OuQga !  nobly  well  in  honest  homes ! 
lovely  is  the  flower  of  chastity, 
ang  il£  finance,  and  its  fruit  more  fair 
R  chance  fruits  borne  on  Longba  whence  all  may  pluck. 
I  goodly  is  the  air  of  Liberty 
all.  but  most  for  lovers,  seeing  Love 
s  more  than  Wisdom,  and  because  young  hearts 
a  better  than  their  elders,  being  taught 
Mature,  'ware  ot  inmost  sympathy, 
[  subtle  suitings  of  this  blood  and  that 
^end  together  for  fresh  human  veins. 
ife's  long  road  goes  happier  for  the  grace 
)od  beginnings  !     You  and  T  may  praise 
white  flower  on  the  rock  we  cannot  reach  ! 
and  full  well  I  know  what  happy  healths 
here  ia  India,  and  what  stainless  wives 
I  their  sweet  lives  and  die  their  gentle  deaths 
T  your  suns. 

My  mother  vowed  me  this  — 
ft\-a-Dasa.  8er%'ant  to  the  God  — 
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'I'll  Piive  my  fatlicr's  life,  wlieii  slie  did  go 
(iifiit  with  nil'.'  And  uiy  father  rose,  made  whole 
AfiLT  thitt  vow;  mid,  then,  thi,'y  oiorried  iiii-  — 
Xi.'w-h(irii  —  with  garliiiids  and  the  inangal-shlofce: 
Wife  tu  the  ■■  Dagger;  "  and  they  Inid  i-ed  rice 
I'lHin  my  heiid,  and  taught  me  how  to  dance, 
I'lay  vina,  jilait  my  hair  with  flowers,  and  make 
lin.-at  eyes  for  money.     Must  I  be  ashamed  ? 

.y.  Not  hef.w  me,  my  Sister!  It  were  well 
(eitaiii  ma'-l  faultless  ones  were  half  as  good, 
A:i  gentle-sullied! 

But,  Goviud  !  at  the  last 
I,^  not  Oo 
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V^.   Give  me  exaTiiple,  Sir  !  that  I  may  judge. 
-S",   Well !  I  remember  one !     But  tell  me  first 
'S    it  good  Hindoo  rule  a  wife  should  live 
faithful  to  death  unto  her  husband's  bed  ? 
-^^.   Yea,  by  a  hundred  Shasters  ! 
■^^  Yet  again, 

'^    it  good  Hindoo  rule  if  one  who  starves 
^"'■^"vra  footl,  the  householder  shall  surely  give  ? 

J^.  Yea !  and  our  Scriptures  say  ;  "  If  one  shall  bar 
*  *iC5  door  against  an  asker,  when  he  goes 
^^*  tigrj'  away,  he  leaves  liis  own  sins  tliore, 
■^'^cl  takes  the  good  deeds  of  the  householder. " 
-Si  But  which  of  these  two  duties  is  the  first  ? 
-^.  Neither  is  first  or  last.     Both  must  be  kept ! 
'^.  Then  judge  hereof,     Tliere  dwelt  a  liouseholder 
***■    Gaya,  where  the  twin  streams  wander  down  — 
"^■■liijan  and  ilohiuia.     Just  and  mild 

^13  Brahman  was,  dutiful  unto  all, 
'"    life's  bright  prime,  a  goodly  man  to  view, 
'  «iom  fairest  wives  might  worship.     So,  indeed, 
it-a.  loved  Balarani.     No  new-wed  brido 
^•sr  more  gladsome  paced  the  seven  steps, 
^**Ted  the  dyed  rice,  or  wore  the  golden  cloth, 
^*^<1  iron  bangle :  nor,  in  all  that  land 
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Shone  pwccter  luce  bcnriaj;  tlie  marriage-mark 

Stannied  with  vermilion.     These  two  loved  —  I  S!it  — 

Like  Ki'i:^liiia  and  like  Kadlta.     Oh,  you  know! 

At  coming  home,  when  the  white  stars  peep  fonli, 

And  all  your  liidiiiii  shy  turus  purple  peace, 

'T  was  "  SuivirJiunii !     My  moon  of  gohl !  art  safe  ? 

I  livL'd  with  half  my  life,  whilst  thou  wert  gone ! 

Ah,  didst  tlniu  think  on  me  all  day  V     And  he, 

"  Jly  I'uniegrunatc  '  my  Pearl !  whose  arms  are  Hea'veiii 

And  month  us  swuet  as  new  Keiira-buds, 

How  could  I  think  of  you,"my  heart  being  here  ? " 

0.   Why,  tliat'»  u  song  we  sing  I     The  air  goes  so  ■ 
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^^  lap- at  village  wells ;  the  thirsting  snake 
^^^pt  to  the  mud-hole,  where  the  snake-bird  drooped 
■*^oo  parched  to  strike  !     The  green  crops  died  to  gray, 
-^iid  famished  people  fed  on  jungle-meats  — 
*^^^^ies  and  roots  —  for  half  a  seer  of  rice 
^^*d  at  two  annas,  and  jowaree  went 
-*-  ^irty  rupees  the  candy !     Balaram 
JN  ourished  his  quarter  while  the  bags  held  grain, 

*^^ti  fell  to  lack  and  leanness,  with  the  rest ; 
"*-  ^  Sorer  lack,  because,  when  there  was  food 
^  Pon  his  household  fire,  the  good  man  lied 
moving  lie,  saying:  "  I  ate  to-day 
^^h  Kerupunt  —  or  Lakhsman  !  "  —  so  that  she 
■*Sht  take  her  fill,  and  keep  her  beauty  bright. 

^^as  one,  inside  the  city,  loved  this  wife 

^^^onestly  — Vittoo  the  wealthy  Sett, 

'^^  sold  the  starving  towns-folk  pulse,  yet  kept 

^  grain-pits  filled  hoarding  the  precious  store. 

^^  many  a  time  —  when  Sita  came  to  buy  — 

^  Jtian  would  say,  measuring  less  niggard  seers, 

^^»  Eose  of  our  sad  garden  !  rice  is  dear ; 
u 

^^clly^  except  to  thee  have  I  to  sell ! 
^  ^liiva  !  but  I  cheapen  this  for  thee  ! 
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Yet  wouHst  tlioii  once  —  once  only  —  of  fair  gracf  — 
IJo  kind  tu  him  who  worships  where  lie  sees 
I'he  foiit-inaik  of  thy  feet ;  oiice,  only  once  !  — 
l.v<t  Dc'iith  come  ere  my  soul's  desire  be  had;  — 
Then  wmild  I  load  thy  cloth  with  bhat  and  dall, 
,V.-kin^  no  jirice."     And  she  would  answer,  proud. 
"  1  hate  tlu'c,  Vittoo,  for  thy  wicked  love  ; 
Jly  Lord  will  kill  thee  if  I  speak  of  this, 
Or  sit  and  starve  rather  than  buy  from  thee, 
(iive  me  my  jjrain,  and  let  me  go  ! "     \Vln;iieat 
TIk'  -SL-tt's  heart  burned  hi  secret,  and  his  gains 
.Ti>yi:d  him  no  more;  for,  always,  day  and  night 
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Bty,  at  sunset,  if  I  touch  no  uieal !  " 

^ved  he,  with  low  voice,  blessing  the  house, 

therewith  sauk  within  the  threshold-atone, 

to  note,  80  holy  and  so  M'an  ; 
[liope  his  lo^t !     Then  sprang  the  bitter  tears 
H«'s  gentle  eyes ;  faltered  her  lips  ; 
'  licr  true  heart  as  though  to  burst.  —  Dear  Heaven ! 
tt  shall  she  say  !     If  she  shall  say,  "This  house 
Kiptied,  Father !  not  one  bnjri-ear 
^t  tJiy  servants !  "  —  then  the  grief,  the  shame, 
ee  him  creep  away,  whom  Shastras  bid 
BOr  and  honor  ]     And,  if  she  shall  say. 
\  Lord  is  absent,  he  will  bring  us  toctl  I  *" 
6 knows?  who  knows  ?     llalai'am  uiay  not  find 
^ightfall,  or  may  come  bringing  no  meid; 
we  that  liour  the  Rishi  will  lie  dead  I 
boh  I  if  now  —  to  save  tliis  life  —  she  say, 
ive  no  grain,  yet,  Maharaj !  I  know 
means  to  win  sonie;"  (Gungal  had  you  felt 
iTeina  throb  while  she  thought  it!)  would  lie  not 

the  means,  and,  learning,  chonse  to  die 
ter  than  she  should  stain  her  t^oul,  and  truck 
s  love  and  housuhold  joys  and  blanieleas  name 
ilf  a  mnund  of  rice  I     She  must  nut  tell ! 
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lie  shall  not  die  !     Ah,  ISahirani,  foi^ve  1 

All,  High  Gmisl  hi-Ip  her  find  the  rightful  path ! 

She  led  that  huly  man  tenderly  in. 

Anil,  sweetly  smiling,  wiped  her  tears  away, 

AiKlf^ighwl:  "  lie  pleased  to  rest  ■  thy  hamlmaiil|!»<^* 

To  fetch  thee  food ;  presently  tliou  sbalt  eat '. " 

G.   Xow,  stay  not,  Saheb!     TJiis  is  more  than  sou-g^ 

7'.    Yes,  Xaiitclini  I     But,  I  wonder,  did  she  go  ? 

.S'.   She  drew  her  sari  round  lier  head,  and  stoppe'^     ^ 
Inlo  the  sdveL.     Time  was,  when  Sita  iia.?sed. 
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,  thrice,  in  mid-bazaar,  she  met  unveiled 

it  faces  wild,  wearing  a  ragged  cloth, 

Iped  of  their  gems,  and  gnawiiig  food  unfit, 

d  purdah  women,  whom  in  days  gone  by 

tranger's  eye  had  looked  on  ;  now  they  walked 

gry  and  unahaahed,  their  beauty  marred, 

r  soft  feet  stained  with  mire.    No  townsman  asked, 

tuum's  wife,  where  goest  thou  ? "     The  dead 

Btlent,  and  the  dying  found  no  voice ; 

tauto  Sita's  throbbing  heart  it  seemed 

tougli  the  sun  glared  hard,  as  though  the  wind 

b  mocking  her,  blowing  her  sari  back 

rip  the  harlot's  face.     Ail  down  thu  street 

K  windows  gazed  upon  her ;  Peepal-trees  — 

>h  know  the  things  men  do,  and  tell  the  Gods  — 

3>eTed  her  desperate  deed  with  ntstling  leaves 

to  another,  and  the  clamorous  crows 

id  scorn  against  her. 

So  with  piiinful  steps 
I  she  to  Vittoo's  di-"ir. 

The  Sett  salaamed : 

tanate  day  I "  he  cried.     '■  Good  day  and  glad 

b  brings  again  to  us  that  lotus-fnee ! 

tat  thing  may  thy  servant  pleasure  Thee  / " 
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And  Sita  —  hiding  all  except  her  eyes  — 
Made  answer,  speaking  slow  and  shamedly, 
"  There  is  come  oue  who  must  not  be  denied 
Unto  our  house  ;  he  cravetb  food :  —  will  die 
If  none  be  given  ;  and  we  have  none  to  giva 
Thou  hast  desired  me :  measure  now  for  me 
Six  seers  of  rice,  and  tie  it  in  my  cloth 
Asking  no  money,  for  our  last  is  spent :  — 
And  this  night,  when  the  houses  are  all  shut 
I  will  couie  hither,  —  as  tbon  prayedst  me." 

No  word  he  spake,  but  with  a  trembling  mouth 
Kissed  hiir  fet't,  benduig  down  ;  then  lillud  hur  olo'* 
Not  nic;isuriug  the  giaiu.     So  Sita  came 
liaL-k  to  Irt  h(jn]u,  and  set  the  chatty  on. 
And  —  boiling  rice  —  ser\'ed  to  that  boly  man, 
Wlio  ate  with  brightening  eyes,  and  took  faivw^ll   ; 
First  raising  to  his  gratefnl  lips  the  hem 
Of  Sitas  gariiiciit :  "  Be  it  well  with  thee. 
Fair  Ilaugbter ! "  said  he,  "  for  thy  charity, 
Here  and  liercaftor  1 " 

Entered  P.alaram 
I'rcsi'utly  —  bringing  jungle-roots  ;  but  laid 
His  bitter  food  aside,  smelling  the  rice. 
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,  gem  of  women  ! "  cried  he,  "  whence  is  this  ? 


"^■^^Xv  hast  thou  conjee,  when  I  could  not  find 
^^  friend  in  all  the  town,  with  half  a  seer?" 


**  Dear  Lord!*'  Sita  replied,  "judge  me  herein 
'^"^'e  thou  dost  eat !     There  came  a  holy  man, 
^^l  pious  mien  and  speech  — a  Rishi,  sure  — 
'^ftverend  to  see,  wearing  the  saflron  robe, 
V'ho  craved  for  food,  and  moaned,  *  Give,  or  I  die  ! ' " 
^11  this  she  told — and  how  she  east  about, 
-^ot  having  food,  nor  daring  to  endure 
^er  Lord's  hearth  should  be  shamed  by  churlish  deed  — 
*'For  thou,  I  know,"  said  she,  "  had  given  thy  blood 
To  help  a  Kislii !  *'  —  how  —  her  Lord  being  gone  — 
Means  must  be  found.     Then  piteous  she  went  on  : 
"  Thou  didst  not  think  —  I  could  not  tell  —  forgive  ! 
Tittoo  the  Sett  these  many  days  hath  C4ist 
Vile  eyes  of  longing,  on  me,  praying  me  — 
Once,  and  once  only,  —  lest  he  die  unjoyed  — 
To  jrrant  him  that  —  which  is  for  thee  alone. 
And  I  have  spit  upon  him,  praying  thus. 
But  now  — in  such  sore  need  —  judge  me,  dear  Lord  ' 
Seeing  that  holy  man  at  point  to  die. 
Thyself  away,  and  nothing  left,  —  save  this, 
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I  fitulitjJ  six  seers  from  Vittoo  —  promising 
That  tliis  iiiylit,  wliea  the  houses  are  all  shut, 
I  would  go  iliiii-e,  and  give — what  he  liatli  asked." 

Siliiit  lie  stood  awhile,  with  limbs  braced  hard, 
Aiid  lircatli  ciiiiylit  back,  aud  blood  cliillcd  in  liis  ivi,- 
As  nlu'ii  aliirW  tli'  unwitting  anteloixj 
Sui-s  the  liilic  cheetah  spring,  aud  knows  it  deatli. 
Tin-  luxt  liiTCC  instant  in  his  breast  his  hiind 
Fmiihli'il  the  haudle  of  his  jungle-knife, 
Ana  siltlwl  wlifix-  to  strike  —  there  !  'twixt  the  bwls  '■ 
Sliai;,'!Lt  to  that  bartered  heart !     Tlien,  a  loripsi^li 
mil  his  .mil,  au.l  — as  slif  sank,  full  leiigU'. 
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Lnd  thou  hadst  no  more  means ;  — and  I  away. 

thought  to  kill  tbee,  Dear  1  whilst  thou  didst  speak  ; 
!hen  thought  to  slay  the  Sett ;  —  but  that  is  past ! 
hou  hast  not  sinned,  Fair  Wife  !  seeking  to  pay 
^  duty's  price,  and  finding  nought  tci  give 
ive  thy  sweet  self.     T  is  hard  we  lived  for  this 
lO  will  be  dead  anon ;  yet  we  should  keep  — 
:t  keep  —  our  plighted  word.     Therefore  to-night 

ion  art  tliis  man's  I     I  part  thy  savory  rice 
Ito  two  portions  ;  one  I  bid  thee  eat  — 
hou  must  uot  faint  before  thou  payest  our  debt  — 
\as  other  I  will  take  to  Venkatrao 
rhose  children  famish.     Now  then,  diess  thy  hair  ! 

not  i'  the  old  way ;  not  tliat  pretty  way 
Tien  I  was  wont  to  plunge  ray  lips  in  its  silk  ; 

it  as  tliey  use  who  do  this  trade;  and  scent 

ly  breasts  with  musk,  and  paint  thy  hds,  and  stain 

ly  feet  and  hands  with  mehndL 

"  See !  it  rains ! 
len  pity  comes  too  late  the  skies  relent : 
will  be  plenty  soon  for  all,  and  peace. 
icept  tor  me  I    Yet,  since  it  is  not  fit 
!iau  sbouldat  go  street-stained  to  the  morclmut's  house. 
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With  iiitrt'  on  lliy  fair  feet —  myself  will  W-ar 
His  conciiljiiic  to  Vittoo.     Speak  uot !     Dress  \ " 

Ami,  wlii-n  Sight  fell,  and  all  the  jieople  slept 
LuUfil  Ijy  till'  blessfed  r.iin  —  sounded  ii  knock 
At  Viitiiij's  door  —  waiting  ajar :  a  voice 
Spake  doftlj- :  "  Kholo !  oi>en  !  I  am  liere ! " 

So,  —  liyhtcd  by  the  flickering  Iam]>  which  turnd*  e 
At  (ianjial's  shrine  —  the  Sett  beheld  her  stand  — 
IViiutiful  Sita,  Sita  with  dove's  eyes, 
Siia  \\liiiiii  nil  his  sonl  loved  and  desired, 
CiiniL'  til  In;  liisl     Joyous  he  led  the  way 
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**Now  art  thou  surely  Goddess ! "  Vittoo  said : 
nd  thou  hast  hither  flown  on  hidden  wings, 
^^x^ght  down  from  Swarga:  else,  how  is  there  rain 
^^*=x  thy  smooth  head,  but  no  mire  on  thy  feet  ? " 


Sita  gave  answer  —  very  sorrowful  — 
^^^ly  husband  bore  me  hither  —  knowing  all !  " 

^^^lat  think  ye  now  that  Sett  did,  hearing  this  ? 

P.  I  cannot  tell.     He  lived  to  call  in  debts  ! 

G,  We  cannot  tell !     Oh,  Saheb  of  Sahebs,  go  on  ! 

S,  He  set  the  wator-pot  aside,  and  bowed 
*lis  forehead  to  her  feet  —  toucliing  his  eyes, 
Ilis  brow,  his  mouth,  his  breast,  with  trembling  hand  i ; 
flaking  the  eight  prostrations.     Tlien,  he  rose 
C^lasping  his  pahns  together,  while  he  paced 
Thrice  round  her,  as  ye  circle  Parvati 
lieverently  worshipping ;  then  meekly  spake : 
**  I  am  a  sinful  man,  wlio  dared  to  grasp 
At  beauty  all  beyond  me,  as  is  Heaven  ; 
At  goodness  so  above  me  as  the  stars 
Are  higher  than  my  roof ;  yet,  dare  I  not 
I)o  wrong  to  him,  who  did  himself  this  wrong, 
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Bearing  tbee  hither  —  out  of  noblest  soul. 
Out  of  such  truth  that  it  makes  false  men  tme. 
Lady  I  go  free  of  me  1  and  pray  thy  Lord 
That  he  forgive  1     Say  Vittoo  writes  thy  debt 
'  Paid '  in  bis  books  —  with  bee  upcm  the  dnst, 
And  Iip9  imploring  pardon,  as  from  Gods  I " 

So  came  she.spotless  home ;  and  the  rain  fell 
Through  fifteen  days ;  and  rice  sold  cheap  again. 

Now  who  did  well  herein,  and  who  did  ill  ? 

G.  Oh,  Shiva  1  the  sweet  tale  !  —  By  Chittor's  c 
I  know  it  is  a  sin  if  holy  saints 
Ask  food  Olid  none  be  given ;  yet,  were  I  he  — 
Eather  such  sin,  —  whatever  Manu  says  — 
And  Death,  and  Narak  after !  than  to  lose 
Were  I  that  man  —  the  woman  I  so  loved ! 

P.  I  know  it  is  a  sin  —  as  Manu  saitb  — 
To  loose  the  bond  of  mnrringe,  and  to  sell 
Love  for  a  gift;  hut  yet — had  I  been  there  — 
Rather  than  turn  away  that  saint  unfed — 
AVere  I  the  woman,  and  his  strait  so  sore  — 
I  had  done  even  as  Sita,  unabashed  I 
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►.  See  now,  you  stand  on  either  side !  and  Eight 
its  midway,  on  the  edge  of  Manu's  rules. 
L  ink  —  interpreting  a  Western  mind  — 

wife  did  evil,  helping  life  to  live 
2:ost  of  Love  and  Fame,  dearer  than  Life : 

husband  evil,  paying  wrongful  debt 
li  coin  which  none  should  ask,  and  no  man  give : 
L  most  I  praise  Vittoo  the  grain-seller, 

0  sinned  in  heart,  yet  had  such  heart  to  see 
loveliness  of  honor  —  Manu's  sort ! 

-   We  must  observe  a  promise  !     Azuf  Jah 
'ohing  to  war  —  only  a  Mussulman  !  — 
le  compact  with  our  Waghur  cattle-men  ; 
>te  it  in  gold,  upon  a  copper  plate, 

1  kept  its  ever}'  line ;  even  now  they  sing :  — 

"  Driink  full  of  my  rivers  ; 

Graze  free  in  my  fields  ; 
Strip  grass  from  my  roofs 

If  no  grass  the  soil  yields : 
Tliree  murders  a  day 

I  forgive  you : —  hut,  heed 
Tliat  your  hullochs  stand  ready 

When  Azuf  hath  need  I  " 
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Now  give  me  leave,  good  Sir !  for  I  must  say 
My  sun-down  Ulautras  in  the  lilv&l-khatui. 
I  will  return  ere  Gunga  finds  lier  tongue; 
That  light  mind  flutters  round  your  story  still ! 

\E£H    O"^' 
G.  Indeed,  I  mused,  when  the  gray  Pandit  nise. 
Why  I,  too,  fvel  —  being  hut  a  dancing-girl  — 
Vittofj  was  iiest !    There  must  be  happiness 
In  t!i!it  whito  world  of  Virtue,  whence  you  brougl^^*- 
The  tendLT  tule :  but  let  hard  thought  alone  ! 
At  Gwnlior  tlie  Nautchncea  killed  a  tree, 
Whore  Akbar's  singer  lay,  tor  love  of  him, 
And  ri[  his  tn>e  —plucking  the  leaves  away 
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^^ith  a  chatty  of  curds  on  her  neat  little  hmd. 

To  sell  in  Mathura  totvn. 
^  Bama  !  1u>,  Rama  !  who  buys  of  me 

Curds  as  white  as  the  ivory  t " 

'ahan  dhard^  —  when  —  at  noon-tide, 

She  set  down  tlu  chatty,  to  rest^ 
'ahan  tamua  —  up  to  her  side. 

In  stiver  and,  satin  dressed, 

ma  !  hOf  Bama  !  canters  the  King  ; 

" Sweet  little  milkmaid,  marketing!  ** 

gu  !  hokh  agu  !  —  '^forwards  go  ! 
Ride  on  your  road,  my  Ijord  ! 
^you  lay  Iia^ids  on  my  sari  so, 
The  curds  will  spatter  your  sword  ! 
ma  !  ho,  Rama  !  the  curds  will  fall 
On  silver,  and  satin,  and  jewels,  and  all  !  " 

^^  Tdra  Ukhi — you  think  it  is  curd 

That  falls  from  your  milk'j>ot.  Dear  ! 
JUdra  lekhe — 7  call  it  ahsicrd 

A  goddess  mich  stuff  should  hear: 
Jiama  !  ho,  Rama  !  7  is  amrit  instead 

Wliirh  Heaven  rains  down  on  your  beautiful  head  I " 
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S.   Thanks,  Gunga !  Koils  fluting  love  in  Spring 
Pipe  nothing  softer !  but  our  Sage  returns. 

[GoviKD  re-fnU 
Now,  Sir !  we  know  that  A,  and  U,  and  M, 
In  this  great  Word,  are  three-fold  states  of  life, 
Vaisvanara  the  first  —  the  waking  state ; 
Next  Taijasa,  which  is  the  sleep  with  dreams ; 
And  thirdly  Prajna,  where  man  slumbers  deep 
Seeing  no  dreams,  but  floating,  quit  of  flesh. 
On  that  still  border- flood  whose  waters  lave 
Life  on  one  bank,  and  on  the  other  Death. 
Now  would  we  hear,  (fj?  ki  mihrhdni  sc  — 
Of  your  kind  favor  —  how  the  three  combine. 

• 

P.    I  read  on  from  Mandukya  :  —  The  Fourth 
Is  that  which  holdeth  all  the  three ;  being  Life 
Past  living,  slecjiing,  dreaming,  dying —  OM  I 
He  who  is  there  is  r>rolmian,  knowing  all  — 
Not  as  we  know,  peeping  inside  and  out  — 
Not  as  we  understand.     "  Wise"  or  "  unwise" 
Are  words  without  a  meaning  for  tlie  Soul 
Lifted  so  hi^^h  !     It  seeth,  all  unseen  ; 
Perceivetli  un])erceived  ;  not  understood. 
It  comprehendeth  ;  never  to  be  named. 
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•"ev«r  made  palpable ;  not  limited; 
-fie  testimony  of  it  being  Itself, 
■'^tself  made  one  with  the  One  Soul,  wherein 
*  "ose  atat«8  are  each  transcended  and  absorbed, 
*-^*i-^xigele3s,  rejoicing,  passionless,  pervading! 

-A_nd  tbis  Eteraal  Soul  of  Life,  the  Self, 
Is 

A. 


>^«med  in  naming  OM;  and  OM  is  named 
'**m  those  three  mairas,  A  and  U  and  M, 


*-»  VaiivSnara,  the  Waking-State  ; 
-^*i-*a  U  is  Taijasa,  the  State  of  Dreams; 

'^'i  M  is  Prajna,  sleep  deeper  than  dream, 
^^'  **ere  the  soul  wakes,  and  moves  in  lai^r  light, 
^^*^c»wing  a  farther  knowledge ;  growing  one 
^^^ittHlM   WHO   IS! 

OM  indivisible, 
'"'iliraciug  those  divisions,  —  hereby  grasped  — 
^^   Sciul,  the  Life  of  Life,  the  All,  the  True, 
**^iigeless,  rejoicing,  passionless. 

Say  OM 
^*^leiniily,  with  stilled  lips,  and  mouth  made  clean! 

■tte  with  his  Soul  entereth  tlio  Soul  of  Souls 

**o  hath  perceived  these  things  —  who  bath  perceived  ! 
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J'onr  black  braida,  plaited  witli  tlie  jasmiue  buds, 
'our  quick  brown  fingers  toying  on  the  strings ; 
■And  M'liat  neat  feet  to  be  illusions  I    Play  I 
•■ind  something  Bad  but  sweet ;  for  Life  is  false, 
■A-otl  Love  is  false,  and  only  shadows  live  1 
Au<]    -ire  must  —  little  Gunga  !  —  melt  to  Goda, 
"  *lo   were  so  well-content,  women  and  men ; 
■^**sti  part,  and  pass,  and  dream :  I  know  not —  OM I 
*^-    Jo  huJ^m,  Maharaj !  thy  slave  obeys : 


[Gunga  sings  and plags^ 

'^^*S/  ■'  if  thou  Ttfuit  depart,  thou  sJuilt  depart  ; 
^'^    'Uihy  so  won  —  ok,  Heurl-blood  of  my  heart  t 
'^•CT  .'  yet  — going  —  htm  and  stay  thy  fett, 
^''**t  I  may  once  viore  see  that  face  so  sweet : 
^^^  mart  —  if  never  more ;  for  mui/l  days  go 

*  ^'Ottening  waters  from  (heir  fovntaim  flow ; 

'***i  vJhOhtr  yet  again  sJiall  meeting  be 


^o  knows  I  who  knojcs  / 


Ah  /  mice  more  tun 


Who  knows,  —  who   knows  ?     Life   a  i 
that  blows ! 


[Giaif/a  sififjs  ar/ain] 

G.  "  Mow,  gmUe  Breeze  !  from  my  Bdovetr.^  place  ; 
A'tid  let  the  airs  touch  mine,  which  toudud  her  face : 
For  this  is  mtieh  to  the  fond  lover  —  this 
Is  food  to  live  on  — om  wind^wafUd  kiss  /* 

S.  Ob,  Bulbul  of  the  hill,  sing  o&e  verse  more 
And  then  —  Salaam  1 

G.  And  then  Salaam  I  my  Lotdl 

[^She  lays  aside  her  VinOf  and  nghing^  sings'] 

^  Not  seeing  you,  I  pins  to  seel  and,  when  I  ses^  to  know 
Tliat  you  will  go  away  again  fills  me  with  fear  and  woe; 
No  joy  of  love  I  find  in  love,  if  you  he  near  or  far  ; 
Longing  to  have  you  by  me,  and  drmding  when  yum  an  I 
Life  is  not  life,  if  ice  must  live  thinking  of  lev^s  hut  dai/t 
Oh,  7i€ver  come,  my  Love  and  Life  I  or  never  go  away  I " 


A  CASKET  OF  GEMS. 

[Partly  vritlen  hi  IBTO.] 
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T\EIGN,  Sweetheart !  deign  to  take  what  trite  love  sends, 

Its  daily  gift  set  fair  in  gentle  song ; 
Whre — if  verse  fail  —  hearts  faith  would  make  amends^ 
So  earnest,  speech,  at  best,  must  do  it  wrong, 

-^U  lonely  as  I  sit,  a  fancy  raised 

Lightens  the  heavy  hour's  dull  incompleteness :  — 
^^y  is  she  sivcet  and  good  save  to  he  praised, 
Or  /  a  singer  save  to  praise  her  sweetness  ? 

^^^^e  whisper  from  the  Silence  !     Who  can  say  ? 
-^oets,  before,  liave  found  nezv  nutsic  so  ! 
^    ieast,  hereby,  what  I  thought,  day  by  day, 

^our  eyes  will  read,  and  tender  breast  will  know. 
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And  all  spheres^  Dear  I  are  aervawts  unto  Lave  ; 

And  all  things  in  the  World  obey  a  PoU; 
And  once  —  (hey  say — the  letter  Tod  did  move. 

And  cried  cUoud  to  Heaifn — JfuAna  doih  show  U 

Therefore  I  hid  these  Letters  —  each  qfthem — 
Be  messengers  of  splendor  to  you  now  ; 

Each  minion  casting  at  your  feet  some  gem 
Worthy  your  white  neck,  or  your  arm^  or  brouK 

If  one  should  falter  —  if  one  fail  herein  — 
Denounce  the  traitor  !    It  shall  surdy  bring 

III  to  that  slave,  as  when  an  Arab  Djin 

Vexed  Suleiman,  or  mock^id  Aladdin's  ring! 


piRE-OPALS,  Fanny,  from  tlie  magic  cell ! 
Firat  of  my  alchemy,  but  not  its  beat  — 
et  me  lay  these  iipou  your  handa,  and  tell 
Why  they  seem  not  unworthy  there  to  rest. 

Por  since  God  chained,  in  nether  rook  and  bluff, 
Those  radiant,  sinful  Angela,  rebel  fmiud, 

(IFere  ever  —  in  the  midst  of  dead  dull  stiill'  — 
Such  burning,  flaahuig  beams  of  glory  bound  ? 

I  think  a  broken  rainbow  wouKl  took  so. 

If  we  could  come  at  it,  and  steal  a  titllu 
IFheu  the  Arcli-Architects  of  air  fon^gn 

Their  work,  and  leave  it  drifting  looso  a  litile. 

I  pray  you  gaze  a  while  on  these  lit  stones 
By  fancy  fetched  from  Australasian  steeps, 

Where  moony  pearl  seta  blazing  scarlet  lones, 
And  pale  gcdd  melts  to  green,  and  amhur  leaps 


L.U  I  C'O     ** 


To  bloomy  violets;  and  celestial  blues 
Flicker  to  rose  and  niby.     You  shall  turn 

Nowise  these  jewels,  but  their  shifting  hues 
To  some  new  brilliancy  will  swiftly  bora 

So  shall  true  lady  bend  no  faithful  love 
Toward  some  new  need,  but  from  its  patient  heart 

Bays  of  an  unexpected  light  will  move. 
And  richer  colors  from  its  spirit  start 

Mark,  also,  when  the  "*  noble  opal "  feeb 

Your  palm's  warm  glow,  its  dancing  beauties  bxigbten; 
Breathe  on  this  Hydrophane  —  the  rose-tint  steals 

From  point  to  point ;  and  sea-green  flashes  lighten 

The  sleeping  flint  I    Or,  lay  this  Hyalite 
One  instant  'mid  the  laces  of  your  dress, 

Then  note  its  sudden  splendors !    So,  t  is  T%fat 
Ix)ve*s  colors  be  drawn  forth  by  tenderness. 

Yet,  here  is  why  I  prize  the  shifting  gem, 
And  why  I  lay  it  on  that  dear  right  hand, 

Of  all  earth's  common  things  the  core  of  them 
Is  humblest :  Sweetheart !  pray  you  understand 
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n  rubbish  of  the  road-heaps ;  silicates 

ich  gather  in  chalk-hollows,  where,  sea-bred, 
ions  of  billions,  tubes  and  tunicates 
id  down  their  limy  shells.  Nature's  small  dead. 


^  would  have  thought  there  should  be  use,  or  other 

rvice,  for  such  lost  Atoms  of  the  main 
«n,  sinking  through  the  seas,  they  give  the  Mother 
heir  tiny  life-garbs,  to  lay  up  again  ? 


She, — who  hastes  not,  wastes  not,  scorns  not  —  takes  it, 
relic  of  her  nameless  children  gone, 
her  sea-oozes  with  their  spoil,  and  makes  it 
^I^halk  down,  or  marble  vein,  or  quarry -stone. 


^■*X  ages  thence  —  of  ruined  nummulites, 
haraohs  their  pyramids  majestic  build ; 
^  Pheidias,  from  a  tomb  of  trilobites, 
^HJalls  Pallas  forth,  radiant  with  helm  and  shield ! 


this  fair  wonder ;  *t'is  the  draff  of  rock 
^^elted  in  fires  of  under-world,  or  broken 
<3m  snow-swept  crag,  or  shorn  in  earthquake-shock  ; 
^  storm,  and  stress,  and  wreck  the  splintered  token. 


^^\Jll^^    XAiv^iilX 
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REwiTH,  an  Amethystine  Cup!  see,  Dear! 
ow  soft  and  pure  the  liquid  purple  swims  ! 
the  Maid's  stone :  she  hath  no  fault  or  fear 
"^hose  untouched  lips  drink  from  such  chalice-brims ; 

liose  virginal  cold  fingers  clasp  this  stem 
To  quaff  the  sober  wavelet  of  the  streams ; 

d,  if  she  wear  an  Amethyst,  the  gem 
JCeeps  her  sleep  calm,  and  innocent  her  dreams- 
should  be  colored  as  though  violet  satin 
Changed  to  translucent  crystal  —  with  clear  glow 
■    rose-red  'gainst  the  Sun  :  —  the  leamkl  Latin 
**  Eyelid  of  Venus  "  styles  it,  tinted  so. 


'  you  may  wear  Avanturine  with  spangles 
Of  golden  brown ;  or  Chrysoprase  wliich  gleams 
le  apple-green  ;  or  Rose-quartz  that  entangles 
Blushes  of  dawn,  with  white  and  lilac  beams : 
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Or  Sard,  the  Carver's  gem;  or  l>luudst(nie  .s<niil>rt/ 
Spotted  from  veins  of  Christ  —  the  legend  s;\vs  — 

Or  Prase ;  or  Plasma,  sea-gray  stained  with  umber ; 
Or  Chalcedony,  quenching  silver  rays 

In  milk.     These  all  be  sister-miracles 

Of  Amethyst ;  treasures  of  gnomes,  brought  up 

From  distant  caverns  where  the  chill  snake  dwells 
*Mid  poisonous  flow'rs.     Yet,  most  regard  my  cup 

Far-fetched  and  wonderful  I     If  you  would  know 
Whence  came  so  fair  a  work  of  mortal  hands. 

Learn  it  lay  buried  many  fathoms  low 
Under  a  temple-tank  in  Indian  lands. 

Gillian  —  "  the  honey-tongued  "  —  its  story  writes 
In  pleasant  Greek ;  one,  named  Heraclia,  — 

A  great  Dame —  in  her  Garden  of  Delights 
Saw  a  young  stork  fall  on  the  public  way  : 


Some  cruel  arrow-barb  had  hurt  its  wins 

Spread  for  long  flight  to  Coromanders  shore ; 

Piteous,  in  dust  and  blood,  the  affrighted  thing 
Lay :  —  but  she  sped,  and  gathered  it,  and  bore 
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■^  <^*  f  Kulded  on  her  breast  —  into  her  bower  ; 

—AvA  there,  with  soothing  balma  and  unguents  strange, 
**-  *^«led  his  harsh  wound,  and  gave  him  back  the  power 
^Df  those  broad  painted  pinions,  to  outrange 


«  flying  crudded  rack,  poised  in  high  air. 
-^h,  the  stork's  happy  cry  when  first  he  rose 
^^  ■«  the  city-roots,  and  spied  full  clear 
3li3  road  athwart  the  blue  —  as  a  fowl  goes 

■^».  shoulder  of  West  wind  —  to  warm  Malay ! 
-A  little  grieved  she  that  her  bird  sprang  forth 

gladsome.     Afterwards  —  on  that  same  way  — 
'^\'hen  Spring  brings  back  the  storks  from  South  to 
North; 

"■    liile  she  did  pace  towards  the  Altfir-stair, 
^Jut  from  the  clouds  that  glad  cry  rang  again : 

"  *Xd  lo !  tir  astonished  people  were  aware 

^f  a  great  fowl,  which  clanged,  and  left  his  train 


There  he  let  fall  this  l>eaiiteoii.^  sculiitured  cup, 
'^^  *id  laid  his  neck  against  lier  hosoni  sweet 
Tor  love  of  her:  then,  swiftly  soaring  up. 
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^^Hrite,  herewith !  the  sea-green  China  Jade  ; 
^  ^cred  stone  !     If  you  would  magic  try 
''^^  !•  8.  I.  I  on  a  square  well-made, 
vAts  demon  number)  in  the  charactery 

Of  K- 

**^Groglyphs  —  for  Egj^pt  knew  this  well 
'^d  named  it  Nilion  from  her  ancient  river  : 
^^ylon  *t  was  dedicate  to  Bel ; 
^^8s  sealed  decrees  therewith  ;  aye  !  and,  or  ever 

I^iiiard's  eye  from  Darien  surveyed  — 
^^azed  —  the  blue  Pacific's  endlessness, 
^^^  feather-cinctured  Aztecs  worshipped  Jade 
"^^d  graved  their  Gods  upon  it !     Well !  —  impress 

^  figures ;  set  it  in  pure  gold,  and  breathe 
^hrice  at  the  dawning  on  it,  thrice  at  night, 
^P^ting  "  Thoth  "  five  hundred  times  ;  then  wreathe 
^  red  thread  round  it  —  afterwards  no  wight 
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Be  he  crowned  Prince,  or  Lord,  or  Common  man, 
Saith  nay  to  any  wish  that  shall  arise ! 

But  you  —  you  smile !  knowing  how  Woman  can 
Weave  stronger  spells  with  jewels  of  her  eyes. 

Leave,  then,  the  amulet.     Still,  —  if  you  take 
A  bead  of  gray  Jade,  cut  with  Shiva's  mark, 

'T  is  sure  —  by  Hindoo  mantras  —  not  one  snake 
Will  dare  to  crass  your  pathway  in  the  dark  ' 

You  "  will  not  walk,"  sav  vou,  "  where  such  be  founi 
Eve  of  a  safer  Paradise  ?  —  Then,  see 

How  daintily  the  pale  green  Nephrite-ground 
Backs  the  hot  rubies  in  this  jewelry 

Of  Muslim  art !     An  Amir's  dagger-hilt, 
Patiently  polished  for  his  angry  hand ! 

Note  how  the  damasked  waving  blade  is  built 
With  Mood-channels,  and  all  its  beauty  planned 

To  kill,  kill,  kill  !  exquisite  devilry 

Of  arabos(jues  of  death,  wrought  without  joint 

'Mid  two  pure  rows  of  seed-pearls,  running  free 
Hither  and  thither  in  a  slot;  keen  point 
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iike  a  SDoke's  tooth  !    Heed  the  gold  script  inlaid 
-All  up  and  down  the  steel  like  trickling  blood ! 
J^a  J'annat  —  "  Ah,  the  Garden  ! "  —  that  is  said 
signify  one  little  thrust  makes  good 


*^^  road  to  Paradise  ;  and  see,  writ  deep 
-^^  maruf  u'llah "  by  God*s  love  and  fear, 

^^   '^^homso  't  is  appointed  I  bring  sleep 
-l^eeper  than  poppies  I  '*    Yet  another  here  — 

lo^rely  masterpiece  of  mortal  spite 
liafted  in  delicate  Avanturine ; 
^^^^ptuously  set  with  ruby  stars  of  light 
-A.S  if  a  foeman's  gore  congealed  had  been 

^  ^rops  about  the  gilded  guard :  its  badge 
-41  hamdu  wa  al  maiiat  Lillahi 
-l-o  God  be  praise  and  glory  !  "  meaning  rage 
To  consecrate !     And  all  this  gear  to  see 

^f  Jade  and  gems,  embellishing  mere  Hate ! 

If  craftsmen  to  cold  murder  lend  such  grace 
What  should  they  do  for  "Love  ?     Ah,  Sweetheart,  wait ! 

My  slaves  shall  seek  gifts  in  a  gentler  place. 


N. 


Nacre,  and  Pearls  of  Ormuz,  now  I  fetch 

From  the  bright  stores  of  Love's  enchanted  Palace ; 

Know  you,  perchance,  how  that  poor  formless  wretch  - 
The  Oyster  —  gems  his  shallow  moonlit  chahce  ? 

Where  the  shell  irks  him,  or  the  sea-sand  frets. 
There,  from  some  subtle  organ,  he  doth  shed 

This  lovely  lustre  on  his  grief,  and  gets 
Peace,  and  the  world  his  labor,  being  dead. 

Ah,  patient  foolish  fish  of  the  Orient  seas ! 

What  else  do  we,  the  Poets,  serfs  of  men. 
But  pour  our  souls  out  in  soft  verse,  to  ease 

Our  aches,  and  die  ;  and  people  make  us  then 

Wealth,  wheuce  they  draw  musical  ornament 
For  lovers'  use,  and  sweet  wise  things  to  say ; 

And  wonder  if  the  Lady  did  relent. 

Or  keep  the  pearls,  and  throw  the  life  away. 


PEARLS,  67 

^0'  here  be  pearls,  too ;  pearls  of  lucent  ray 
for  some  one  strung  to  mark  her  where  she  goes 
^  f<earl  of  women ;  and  when  others  say 
'  Oh,  you  glad  Lady !  who  did  give  you  those  :  — 

Pearls  of  white  thought,  pearls  of  a  lasting  love  ? " 
"*^®u  will  you  finger  them  on  your  fair  throat, 
^^^  Q-nswer :  "  These  came  deeper  than  from  grove 
^*  sea-trees,  green  beneath  the  diverts  boat ! 


t€ 


^*1  tnany  a  fathom  down  I  hanselled  them 
^  heart  of  him  who  did  not  grudge,  indeed  ; 
^^Uld  have  melted  Cleopatra's  gem 
^  "^ine  of  verse,  if  I  had  said  '  I  need 


^^  splendors  for  my  necklet.'     On  one  day 
^d  not  know  he  lived  ;  and  that  day's  morrow 
^^W  he  loved  me  well ;  and  thence —  alway  — 


I>^tx, 


^m  his  peace  and  pain,  his  crown  and  sorrow  ! " 

*^b/'  they  will  cry,  "  for  such  strong  faith,  Pardie! 
^    We,  now,  had  shown  great  favor  ;  pearls  are  much  !  " 
^t  thou,  wear,  and  speak  nought !  —  I  give  them  thee 
^ree  of  all  price,  and  a  king's  hoard  of  such. 


n  LOTUS  AND  ySWSL. 

There  was  a  King  prcniiaad  hit  beftnteoos  Qaeea 
A  Tiigin  necklece  of  pan  nurtdilMS  powla 

AVhicb  ne'er  before  had  vran  or  threaded  beaSt 
Milk-white  from  when  the  Arab  Bsherfoib 

HIb  sails  of  mat ;  and  stoops  and  plaogea  in. 
And  sees  tiie  light  fiide  hither  from  hw  c^ea. 

And  hears  the  dreadful,  weltering,  waters'  din ; 
Yet  dues  the  agony,  and  graspa  the  priae ;  — 

Sinking  a  skve,  with  hardly  means  to  feed ; 

Keturning,  gift-giver  to  Queens  and  Kings,  — 
The  brine  clioking  his  lips,  the  hladdered  weed 

Tangling  bis  feet,  but  those  pale  precious  things 

Safe  in  hia  loin  cloth !  And,  perchance,  one  day 
He  watched  the  high  Sultana  pass  in  state ; 

Tlie  necklace  warm  between  her  breasts,  her  way 
Lined  by  a  worshipping  crowd,  her  sceptred  mab 

Proud  of  that  pea^l^d  Consort    And  his  heart 
Would  laugh  witliin  him  saying,  "  Lord  of  lands 

In  what  thou  lovest  I,  too,  claim  a  part  I 
She  is  so  fair  because  these  toilsome  hands 
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'Tore  from  the  waves  their  wealth.     Yea,  Pearl  of  pearls ! 
Lulu-*l-maknftn!  than  Houris  lovelier, 
■Hiat;  hast  the  black  eyes  of  the  Prophet's  Girls 
Promised  in  Paradise,  and  mouth  of  myrrh ; 

*^   x^ext  life  after  this  whose  wilt  thou  be, 

i«  that  gave  gold  for  thee,  or  mine,  who  went 
the  shark's  jaws  to  the  nether  sea, 
"^^gh    dead     for    breath,    that    thou    mightst    pace 
content?" 

So     ^-^ 

*    ^^ueen  of  mine !     I  am  that  Eastern  King  ! 

*>ese  pearls  were  never  strung  which  I  send  thee ; 
^'^isacked  unknown  gulfs  for  them,  I  bring 
^^^^w  moonlight  wonders  from  an  unsailed  sea. 

o^,  and  my  Pearl !  I  am  that  Arab  Diver ! 
-g^    '^    stooped  and  plunged  for  you  into  the  wave, 


laming  rich  —  yet  richer,  when  forever, 
-^^he  treasure  of  the  upper  air  I  have; 

^ot  1  —  Ah,  life's  light  quenched,  and  life's  faith  broken 
■^ow  fares  it  with  pearl-fisher  dead  and  foiled  ? 
^o%t !  —  tossing  on  the  billows  for  a  token 

Of  his  large  hope,  he  drifts  where  he  had  toiled ; 


I 


.    ^  oea-'^i**^'^  -= tear 


Y. 


cut  Asfdr :  so  the  swart  Sonar  names 
llhese  golden-lighted  topazes  from  Ind : 
^ou  should  heed  his  tale,  their  yellow  flames 
Cjleam  in  the  dark  so  that  a  man  may  find 


3)ath  thereby ;  or  read  in  Holy  Writ ; 
^)r  see  her  lips  whose  neck  lies  on  his  arm  ; 
2S0  the  topaz  (levigating  it) 
Cures  sleeplessness,  scant  breath,  and  fever's  harm ; 


^othes  anger ;  strengthens  wit ;  counterchecks  spells ; 
Aids  divination,  and  —  on  cups  inlaid  - 
^^    poison  lurk  witlun,  faithfully  tells, 
Becoming  pale !    Albertus  Magnus  said 

t;  was  Draconium  —  a  Dragon's  bone  — 
(Black  and  pyramidal)  which  rendered  sight 
^D  ITieodosins.     Nay,  indeed,  the  stone 

Was  Topaz !     Shall  I  give  you  this  ariglit  ? 


LOTUS  AXD   JEW  /.... 

*T  was  in  those  times  when  birds  uiul  buasis  louM  i.;h 

Who  now  are  wiser  than  to  know  too  much ; 
When  newer  eyes  saw  Shades  and  Angels  walk  ; 

And  younger  hands  feared  not  God's  hand  to  touc^-r-- \\ 

The  "  Gesta  Romanorum  "  tells  it :  —  he, 

The  blind  great  Caesar,  hung  a  brazen  gong 
Before  his  Palace-gate,  whither  flocked  free 

All  citizens,  and  whoso  suflfered  wrong 

Might  beat  the  brass  and  speak  —  lofty  or  low  — 

Into  that  Emperors  ear,  patient  reclining; 
Tlie  purple  wrapped  around  his  sightless  brow. 

But  in  his  soul  the  Light  of  Justice  shining. 

Tlius,  one  day  came  a  snake  which  had  her  young 
rndra*  the  gateway-tower:  she,  sharply  hissing, 

Struck  with  her  coils  the  echoing  gong  that  hung 
Against  the  porch.     Thereon,  Caesar  —  dismissin 


The  (lark-eyed  girls  who  fanned  him  —  cried  in  Grr~«=^W' 
"  Have  entrance,  friend  !"    And,  gliding  in,  the  '^^i^ok,- 

Did  lioniago  with  her  crest  in  dust ;  then,  meek 
Addressed  the  ]\Iaster  of  the  East :  "  I  make 


•tf 


i 
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-My  nest  beneath  thy  wall,  where,  yesternight. 
Safe  slept  my  brood  —  to  me  more  fair  and  brave 
an  those  rich  ropes  of  sards  and  jacinths  bright 
IBinding  thy  head-cloth :  but,  while  I,  thy  slave. 


"%^andered  for  food,  there  stole  a  porcupine 
Into  my  hole,  and  ate  my  snakelets  three ; 
id  hath  my  wonted  house,  as  't  were  not  mine  ! 
^nd  will  not  yield !    Now,  therefore,  unto  me 


rant  justice,  CsBsar ! "    Then,  the  sightless  King 
Cave  straight  command  they  kill  that  beast,  and  lead 
e  Serpent  safely  homeward.     And  this  thing 
Was  wrought ;  and  men  lightly  forgot  the  deed. 


Vit,  on  the  morrow,  at  the  hour  of  noon  — 
When  Theodosius  on  his  day-bed  slept  — 

dwelled  with  many  a  jet  and  amber  moon, 
And  ringed  and  gilt,  a  monstrous  serpent  crept 


ver  the  patterned  pavements,  clomb  the  bed ; 
And,  gliding  to  the  cheek  of  Casar,  laid 
-^rom  its  wide  jaws,  —  thick-set  with  fangs  and  red, 
A  Topaz  upon  either  lid !     Aflfrayed 
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Tlie  Guards  beheld,  and  would  have  slain  the  Worn 
Save  that  it  uttered :  "  Let  me  pass  with  life ! 

Eouse  ye  your  Lord  !  then  will  all  men  affinn 
I  pay  full  court-fees  for  my  righted  wifa" 

And  lo !  when  Theodosius  waked,  his  eyes 

Were  purged  of  cloud!  the  blessed  beam  of  Day 

Shone  once  more,  his  to  joy  in ;  and  surprise 
Fell  on  the  city.     But  Love  wins  alway ! 

Two  marvels  hath  the  Topaz !     When  'tis  laid  — 
The  light  wine-colored  jewel' —  in  the  sun, 

Day  by  day  you  shall  mark  its  glories  fade ; 
Golden  and  crimson  lustres,  one  by  one. 

Perishing  into  paleness !     Lesson-laden 

The  gem's  deed  is,  for  see  you  not  a  token  ? 

Was  never  tender  secret  of  fair  maiden 
Ikit  lost  its  deep  delight  in  being  spoken. 

Again,  take  amber-yellow  Topazes! 

Heat  them  —  safe-packed  in  crucible  —  and  la3;^ 
All  glowing  on  white  stone  ;  and  then,  as  is 

The  dying  dolphin's  change,  or  shift  of  Day 


TOPAZES. 


Ar^lting  to  Night,  so  show  the  strange  adomings 
Of  this  gem  cooling :  first,  like  ice  it  gleams 
-Tiadess,  then  steals  a  tender  tint  of  moming*a 
Soft  earliest  saffiron  ;  afterwards  it  beams 


75 


h  faint  pale  pink  as  white  hedge-roses  blush  with ; 
—And  last  —  all  suddenly  —  a  rosy  glow 
cots  through  the  stone,  as  rich  as  rubies  tiusli  with  ; 
^maining  fixed !     Who  made  the  Sun  doth  know 

liy  this  should  be !     Yet,  clasp  these  jewels,  to«j, 
INear  to  your  heart !     My  next  slave  flies  to  bear 
^ff  for  that  structure  which  I  promised  you, 
X  Fairy  Palace,  richer  than  Kings  rear. 


^•^ 


TV  /r  OONSTONE,  aiul    ^lalachile  and  Almoiuliiir  ! 
These  for  the  Pleasure-Place  1  build  wiiU  - 
Smce  you  did  say  :  "  Now,  lodge  me  like  a  Queeu  1 
Feign  me  a  Bower  of  Fancy  !     Love  is  strong  I " 

Here,  then,  I  dream  a  dream  to  house  you  in, 
A  Palace  for  my  Princess,  saying  that : 

The  spot  shall  be  where  the  great  hills  begin, 
Rolling  in  dark  waves  from  the  Deccan  flat 

This  way  on  Maharashtra's  plains  they  look ; 

That  way  to  mountains  and  the  Arab  sea ; 
A  forest,  full  of  many  a  tangled  nook, 

(  lothi's  the  gray  crags  with  green  embroidery. 

Fair  is  the  scene,  and  sweet  the  seasons  all; 
Tlie  folk  ^fahrattas  ;  pastoral,  simple,  brave. 

Tliitlicr  iiiv  fairv  nrcliitepts  T  call, 

And  tluTe  a  lovolv  Indian  home  I  'd  have ! 
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^ke  to  abodes  of  the  East,  the  stateliest  planned, 
W'ith  white  wide  walls,  high  domes,  gates  gold  and  red ; 
-"^ared  chabootras,  dark  with  shade,  shall  stand 
^^und  the  first  court,  where  steps  of  marble  spread 

^^lore  a  pierced-work  porch,  whereby  you  pass 
■^^  inner  coolness,  through  a  columned  cloister, 
*AOse  roof  —  rose-crystal  —  polished  thin  as  glass, 
"^^ghts  the  veined  pavements,  all  of  alabaster. 

^^ted  strange  woods  shall  frame  the  chambor-doors, 
^-^untains  of  fragrant  waters  will  be  there ; 
^^'^g  the  ways,  and  winding  stairs,  and  floors 
*f^licious  things  of  Art  shall  make  it  fair! 

Ml 

^oms  of  unnamed  hues  and  odors  fine 
^  ^  ^lall  deck  the  courts  for  you  —  the  Flower  of  All ! 
^s  in  the  orange-walks  and  lanes  of  vine 
^hall  know  your  name,  and  come  when  you  do  call ! 

^"wers,  too,  shall  glow  of  never-fading  bloom, 
^n  screens  of  Jasper  wrought,  fencing  the  Rower, 
^^^h  as  one  sees  in  that  white  Temple-Tomb, 
beared  by  great  Shah  Jehan  on  Jumna's  shore. 


LOTUS  AND  j^. 

To  keep  for  ever  famous  Muintaz*  name  — 
The  Lady  of  his  Throne  —  a  hundred  gems, 

Gut  to  their  banung  hearts  one  flower  to  frame ; 
Then  inlaid  on  the  alabsi  in  anademHj 

And  wreaths,  and  arabesques  of  rare  oonoeit^ 
A  changeless  garden,  where  the  happy  ej^ 

Lights  nowhere  but  some  posy,  oostly-fiW6et» 
Fills  it  with  joy  of  daintiest  jewelry. 


I  will  have  columns  snoh  as  Solomon 
Commanded  of  his  Djins  —  namipg  Hie  Name 

Cut  in  the  blue  of  that  dread  signet  stone. 
His  magic  Sapphire ;  columns  sooh  as  came 

Across  the  Aramoean  sands,  across 

ITie  Erythroean  billows ;  syenite, 
Black  porphyry  purple-veined,  the  satin  gloss 

Of  onyx  ;  coral,  crystals,  chrysolite. 

With  abaci  of  silver.     T  will  have 

A  milk-white  warm  pavilion  in  the  midsti 

Such  as  Siddartha,  Prince  of  India,  gave 
To  bright  Yasodhara.    Whisper  thou  Jid^t 
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Love  is  rich;"  and  what,  then,  shall  prevent 
Our  Palace  with  such  Amethyst  lamps  to  light 
gleamed  o'er  Cleopatra's  aleep,  and  sent 
Says  of  soft  splendor  through  th'  Egyptian  night ; 

lulling  Miziir  and  Algol  ?     What  forhids 

Fo  ordain  sucli  hanging  as  Aladdiu  chose 

blue  and  amher  silks  ;  and  coverlids 

Stiff  with  sewn  gold  and  seed  pearls !     Ay.  or  those 


rpets  of  Iran  woven  thick  with  tints 
Df  peach  and  tulip ;  and  sweet  secret  times 
Leila  and  MajnCu ;  and  pictured  hints 
Df  lovers'  bliss ;  and  tender  subtle  rhymee 

9m  I'ersian  verse  —  ae^ildehs  gay,  where  tall 
fhd  lienna-stained  small  feet  of  Shiraz  girls 
My  as  snow  on  roses.     Therewithal 
A  plensaunce  shall  extend,  where  a  stream  purls 

1  from  the  crags,  tlie  sunny  lawns  along. 
Iparkling  from  stone  to  stone ;  bordered  by  ranks 
Uue  and  crimson  lotus,  and  a  throng 
Of  plumed  palms  shading  all  the  dapphd  hanki 
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With  shif  ting  &n8 ;  and  uncknieath  the  palms, 
Moon-flowers,  musk-roses,  and  the  silvery  spear 

Of  aloes,  and  the  champak's  star  of  balms. 
With  milky  mc^ras,  breathing  far  and  near 

Breath  as  from  Paradise ;  Oh,  and  the  walks 
(New-watered  every  dawn)  cut  low  and  high 

With  runnels,  where  the  mountain-water  talks 
Music  to  doves  and  mynas,  nesting  nigh ; 

Ofttimes  o'erleaped  by  golden-coated  hordes 
Of  autelope,  the  bucks  leading  the  way ; 

The  limpid-eyed  light  does  following  their  lords, 
Their  shyness  gone ;  friendly,  and  safe,  and  gay : 

For  ill  our  Palace  peace  and  love  shall  reign, 
And  all  fair  creatures  of  the  air  and  earth 

He  friends  of  man,  who,  elsewhere,  pays  his  pain 
With  pain  and  harm  to  these ;  though  Death  and 

Are  one  for  all,  and  Life  the  self-same  sadness, 
Where  Love  and  Pity  rule  not !    There  shall  be 

For  gentle  service  faces  full  of  gladness ; 
Willing  swift  feet,  and  happy  vassalry ; 


MOONSTONE, 


8l 


or  good  it  is  to  obey  where  Love  is  master, 
And  freest  he  who  serves  the  noblest  Queen ; 

lierefore,  thou  minister !  bring  —  fast  and  faster  — 
Moonstone,  and  Malachite,  and  Almondine ! 


A. 


Aquamarine  —  from  Fancy's  treasure-hall ! 

Yet  sad  to-day  for  me  this  sea-green  stone; 
For  on  the  Channel-sands  your  light  feet  fall, 

And  I,  among  these  millions,  walk  alona 

But,  wave-stained  jewel  1  shine  with  brighter  thoi*  ^ 
It  was  across  the  Deep  —  years  back  —  she  cat^^^ 

The  billows,  which  are  of  thy  color,  brought 
That  gentle  face  to  us.     For  this  I  name 

The  T>eryl,  water-tinted,  as  one  stone 
To  spell  you.     On  its  lucent  face  is  writ 

fiaKpov  (iTTeaTL  totto^ — ''all  alone, 

Far  hence,  among  the  wine -dark  waves,  they  sit:^^ 

The  "ha|'])y  Isles,"  he  means,  who  carved  that  lin*-*    ' 

For  ancient  sailors  told  a  mystic  story 
How  some  had  seen,  had  touched  —  in  joy  divine  -"^ 

}falaron  nhoiia,  at  the  "Groups  of  Olory," 


"  Sen-Paradise  "  —  so  biiits  this  Oreek  ! 
1,  if  wave-colored  gem  could  guide  us  there; 
d  we,  far  voyaging,  might  sight  suine  peak 
Unknown,  uunamed  —  cleaving  the  tranquil  air 


til  pinnacles  which  feel  no  storm,  and  steeps 
Lawuy  and  lovely,  where  Death  does  not  come, 
T  change,  uor  hate,  uor  care;  but  alway  sleeps 
Ihe  purple  main  around  the  perfect  home  I 

here  we  should  find  delightful  friends  and  lovers, 
-And  hear  no  word  of  woe  on  any  lip ; 

iDg  glad  eyes,  as  when  the  Dawn  discovers 
Bticy  o!  blue  and  gold,  and  ill  dreams  slip 

ttn  that  gloom  which  bred  them  :  where  thf  woiid^T 
"whence"  and  "why"  and  "whither"  would  lie 
known ; 

e  should  lie,  like  Gods,  aViove  the  thundiT, 
ft  Past  perceived,  the  Future  sure  and  sliewn; 

n  were  great  magic !     But  the  Isles  in  mind 
Rise  farther  than  the  farthest  ocean,  Dear  I 


jidering  y 


f 


R. 


UE8,  with  Pearls!    That 's  Nature's  jewelry  1 
ook  in  your  mirror  when  you  speak  my  name, 
I  while  you  say  it  you  may  plainly  see 
hose  charming  reasons  why  I  write  the  same ; 

rl-rows  which  gleam  through  rose-leaf  lips  of  grace  — 

•  •  •  •  •  •  • 

k.h,  no !  —  I  will  not  weave  such  worn-out  posies ; 

ad  a  higher  fancy  for  this  place 

Than  rhymes  which  jingle  " rubies,  pearls,  and  roses." 

'  these  are  Mdnikas  —  stones  true  and  good, 

iVTiich  my  spell  brings  from  Burmah's  steaming  grove. 

jh  have  the  color  of  the  drop  of  blood 

)hed  on  the  white  neck  of  a  wounded  dove. 

iiuch  was  carved  the  magic  vial  filled 

V"ith  water  from  the  "  Fount  of  Youth  "  that  wells 

ind  the  "  Sea  of  Darkness ;"  water  spilled 

y  Sultan  Suleiman.     Ben  Ali  tells 
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This  legend,  done  in  PersiaD,  from  the  Book 
"  Lights  of  (Janopus  "  —  how  the  Hebrew  Khan 

Sat  on  the  cloud-roofed  mountam-tops  whicli  louk 
This  way  on  Ind,  that  wuy  to  Kliorasan. 

Angch  and  Djins  and  Peris  round  the  king 
I'aiil  lionmge,  mixed  with  man  and  beast  arid  lii"!- 

For  un  liii  finger  was  the  Sapphire-ring 
Graved  with  the  name  of  God,  which  whoso  bi'"'''' 

Hoiiriiig,  iiheyud.     Wherefore  the  Eagles  flew 

Aj;ainst  llie  sun,  to  shade  him ;  she-beiirs  brongii' 
Willi  liunfv  ;  snakes  their  jewels ;  flowers  u[^« 
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seemed  to  wrap  some  phantom-head  ;  but,  somi 
shape  of  grace  whose  light  and  color  gleitmed 
gold  of  setting  sun,  pearl  of  new  moon, 
'ith  winga  of  waving  sapphire,  hair  wliich  streamed 

led  jacinth  on  the  breeze ;  garments  of  amber 
(raped  vaguely  from  an  azure  girdle-band ; 
It  breasts  of  rounded  rose,  veils  tliat  enehnmber 
,  half-spied  awful  countenance  ;  a  hand 

■issuing  from  the  shade,  holding  a  cup 
bt  from  the  sunset's  ruby,  —  light  c 
Dlid  splendor  —  "  Uriuk  tUis  liquor  up  ! " 

voice  cried  :  "  Drink,  dread  King  I  The  high  behest 

I  Him  Whose  Name  is  on  thy  Wgnet-Stone 
^Is  I  bring  water  from  the  Well  of  Life ; 
iD  men.  Suleiman  !  to  thee  alone 
kid  profTera  this  !  a  draught  with  power  so  rife 

hC  quaffing  it,  thy  flesh  and  blmd  shall  take 
as  an  Angel's,  eomely,  changeless  youth ; 
\  without  end.  delight'^  nf  sense  to  make 
^ottsl  years  seem  few ;  insight  of  Truth 
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*'  Such  as  thy  Soul  hath  craved  for.     Drink  or  spill 
Have  here  this  Vessel  with  its  dancing  draught ; 

My  errand  is  performed  !    Judge  how  ye  will, 
Suleiman  and  the  Counsellors !  '*     A  waft 


Of  sighing  wind  scattered  the  waning  shape ; 

In  the  King's  grasp  the  Euby  Vial  shone ; 
Far  down  the  Pass  —  from  splintered  cape  to  ca 

Faded  the  breaking  cloud-flecks,  one  by  one. 


But,  wlien  the  strange  Voice  ceased,  Suleiman  mus( 
"  Yea  !  good  it  were  to  drink  this  gift  of  God ; 

Good  to  repjiir  my  days  and  nights  misused, 
Treading  with  wiser  steps  life's  ways  retrod : 

'•  (rood  to  win  back  tlie  fiery  speed  of  youth 
Tn  veins  wliich  slacken  ;  good  to  ever  guard 

My  kingdom  ;  to  strip  bare  beautiful  Truth 

With  eves  undimnied,  heart's  hot  desire  unmanr^^^' 

"  Wholly  possessnig  her,  naked  and  pure  ; 

^lyself  ever  renewed,  joyous,  and  strong ; 
(rood,  too,  it  were  to  have  my  years  endure, 

Thai  God's  fair  Temple,  —  which  I  fashion  long^ 
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ly  grow  to  perfect  glory ;  and  ray  wars 
lose  in  sure  peace, —  I  seeing,  age  by  age, 
people  prosper  umler  wider  stars, 
U  larger  lauds  ;  till,  on  the  great  last  page 

[  this  World's  Book  Suleiman's  name  shall  sliiue ! 
ea  !  I  will  drink  !     Yet,  ye  who  gather  near, 
isl  Angels!  Heasts  and  Fowls,  Servants  of  mimi  ! 
[ow  counsel  ye  your  King?     Fain  would  I  hear." 

Eh  loud  acclaim,  "  Drink,  happy  King  I  "  said  they; 
Lnd  one  with  dark  plumes  folded,  evil-eyed, 
thrah  the  Dev  —  who,  later,  stole  away 
(uleiman's  signet-ring  —  low  bending,  cried : 

ink.  Lord  of  Lords  !  the  gold  of  youth  is  bright. 
ad  dull  the  silver  of  slow-creeping  eld ; 
dear  are  wealth  and  power ;  and  soft  the  night 
ly  dawn  of  lovely  ladies'  eyes  dispelled  !  " 

i  Sbtr  the  Pjin  spake :  —  knowing  ningie  Iwsl  — 
'Drink,  Friend  of  Uod  I  the  Earth's  weal  rests  on  llci 
lleepa  an  infant  on  ii  nursing  breast ; 
t  were  not  well  thv  Throne  should  vacant  be  ! " 
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And  Amberin  the  Peri,  gliding  close 

With  flutter  of  white  plumes,  said,  "  Drink,  my  Kl'i^'^r 
The  joys  of  men  and  Devs  in  thee  repose 

As  gems  are  held  in  cirque  of  golden  ring ! " 

Assad  the  Lion  answered  for  the  beasts. 

Laying  his  shagged  mane  at  the  Monarch's  feet, 

"  Drink,  Master  of  all  forests !     Thy  brave  feasts 
Have  known  no  wine  like  this,  subtle  and  sweet! 

And  Sag,  the  Seal,  moist  from  the  Indian  main. 

Drooped    his   black    fins,   and    bellowed:     * Sov(3 1*^^?°' 
drink  ! 

The  Water-creatures  and  the  Fisli  are  fain 

That  thou  shouldst  live  for  ever  !  "     From  the  briu  *^ 

Of  Baikal  flew  the  Locust,  chirping  :  "  Khan  ! 

Drink!  for  all  things  which  burrow,  creep,  and  bi/i^^* 
Trust  thee  to  help  them,  helping  beast  and  man  : 

And  Who  doth  raise  the  dead  from  one  bone,  Liu. 

"  Gives  tliee  at  one  draught  Angelhood  !  "     Spake  last 
Hud-hud,  the  Lapwing,  piping  :   "  I  have  seen 

The  glory  of  Queen  Balkis  now  o'erpassed 

Drink,  Lord  !  for  never  such  a  gift  hath  been  ! " 


lancing  sternly  round,  ijuotli  Suleiman  : 
e  all  things  hure  ?     Hath  none  some  other  rede '! 
i  I  drink,  and  pasa  to  God  from  Mun, 
f  counsel  uttered  ? "     "  Hast  tliou  need, 

^t  King!"  the  liill-fox  barked,  "to  bear  what  word 
Kflmri  will  speak  ?     She  tarrieth  on  her  nest  I 
[lied  her  in  the  thorns !  "     "  Send  forth  a  hird 
fp  auninioii  her!"  quoth  he     At  such  behest 

■  Krimri,  flying  from  her  tree;  the  Dove 
WTio  liath  the  neck  of  purple,  and  the  wings 
sih'er.  and  the  breast  filled  full  of  love : 
Heaven's    softest    creature.      Spake    she:     "King    of 
Kings, 

(Son  thy  handmaid  that  she  stayed  to  brood 

eggs  wliicb  must  not  chill !    Thy  dread  command 
n  onto  me,  and  I  have  left  my  wood  ! 
Bt  dost  thou  with  the  red  cup  in  thy  hand  ? " 

Id  from  Heaven  a  dranght  of  life  immortal, 
teMa-ul-Haiyatl"  Suleiman  replied: 
aliall  qnaff,  Death's  dark  and  hateful  portal 
can  gape  tor  me ! "    Then,  Kftmri  sighed : 


lO 


TVS 


/I  A' 


D  7 


t.  ►' 


c  S\l«^^ 


v>td^-^-^^- ::.ud^3voo^.^- 


d  c<)^' 


lest 


.Ti> 


^Taos' 


oevet 


davig 


r\lt^t, 


sotv 


)att^- 


Yot 


tUeti 


a-^ay^- 


"  the 


^\x^6 


sa 


\d, 


«*tyO 


Anne  t\^e  ^'"'^  ■■ 

t»«  *^°  didst  ^ea 


ed  t^^ 


ove: 


Its 


\^ 


leve 


^  •t.U-  t^^  A  slaved' 


(( 


t^^^^'  "'     ;,s  t^^^-  '"^^^      \  St  peat's  .tvovf 


•uVeto 


lis 


it^ 


ves. 


On 


.<;C  V'-*^ 


V\ve 


?t 


.  1    tA\V  d^*^' 


aiif 


see 


tbeVv^^«^^"':....dov,---^^^^^' 


Sad 


in  tM  ^V^^"' 


:V. 


RUBIES,  93 

"  As  deserts  know  not,  nor  the  lifeless  main : 
Thy  Earth  around  thee  will  grow  old  and  giay; 

Thy  Kingdoms  pass ;  thy  fields  fall  wild  again, 
But  thou  —  too  favored  —  shalt  be  young  alway 

'*  With  memory  only  old ;  yet,  that  will  taste 

Death  in  the  dust  which  blows  from  every  tomb ; 

Death  in  the  flowers  wliich  wave  in  every  waste, 
Death  in  the  mid-day  light,  death  in  the  gloom  I 

■ 

*  Lord  of  all  Kings  !  forgive !  Love  bids  me  si)eak  I 
If  her  mate  cometh  not  the  wild  dove  dies ! 

t  would  not  drink  hereof,  who  am  so  weak, 
Lest  I  might  lose  by  gaining :  Love  is  wise ! " 

Thereon  departed  Kflmri  —  flying  hard 

To  find  her  nest  ere  the  twin  eggs  sliould  chill : 

And  Suleiman  the  King,  upon  tlie  sward 
With  eager  hand  the  magic  drauglit  did  spill. 


I. 


Idocrase  !  Garnet  from  the  Hills  of  Flame ! 

A  stone  thus  known  bides  in  dark  Hentha's         ^ 


Which,  when  the  Indians  find,  with  joy  they  nar   -^^^' 
And  —  proving  —  toil  no  more ;  their  gain  is  ^^"^■ 

The  "  Xoble  Garnet "  !     There  the  color  lives 
So  fine  and  rich  no  wheel  can  cut  it  dim  : 

Flake  it,  or  break  it,  every  splinter  gives 
One  glorious  crimson  glow  from  core  to  rim ; 

The  color  of  the  blood  of  a  man's  heart 

When  —  between  red  and  purple  —  it  doth  sW^^^J^ 
Through  the  chief  vein  of  all ;  nay,  or  a  part 

Of  the  heart's  self,  carved  where  the  life  lies  d^^T' 


So  if  you  say  "  such  praise  is  common  speech ! " 
And  "I  have  lioard  these  tender  things  before' 

Ah,  Sweetheart  I  let  mv  Indian  Garnets  teach 
A  better  word  to  you,  a  wiser  lore ; 


»♦ 
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these  are  cut,  Dear !  from  a  heart  of  fuitli ; 
"he  color  of  Love's  blood  wilhiD  them  [^lows. 
low  you  a  mystical  Puruna  saith 
There  lurks  iu  Balkh,  tiiider  the  lowtT  snows, 

g«m  so  hued,  like  purple  wine  cougealed. 
(tyled  Vhintasiddki  (tlmt  'a  "  Desire  fulfilled  ") 
1,  whoso  ligbtech  on  it.  goes  afield 
Vhere  two  streams  meet ;  and  —  water  being  spilled 

m  forth  his  palm  to  all  six  quHrters  —  then 

le  u  hispers  "  OM  "  —  the  stone  laid  on  his  tongue, 

\  therewith,  from  the  forest  or  the  glen, 

L  red  she-wolf  advances,  great  with  young, 

o  speaks  a  word ;  and,  if  the  man  hath  learned 
!he  connt«r-word,  that  wolf  will  whine  and  moan ; 
d  —  sudden — to  a  red-haired  woman  turned 
Cry  out :  "  I  am  the  Servant  of  the  Stone ! 

ommand  me  as  thou  wilt ! "     Tlien,  if  Ite  wills 
V  feast  be  spread  for  Iiini  on  plates  of  gold  ; 
nlaee  huilded  in  the  hidden  hilU. 
HTith  courts  and  gardens  woinhuiis  to  hehuld  ; 
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Or,  if  he  will  a  magic  horse  with  wings 

To  lifcar  liim  tlirough  the  Blue ;  or  mail  of  proof 

X(j  stt:i;l  can  pierce  ;  or  if  his  faucyings 

Louii  tuwarils  lovely  wives,  or  wealth,  or  woof 

Of  Kurtliiuir  silks  with  worp  of  silver  thread, 
Or  pL'iirl.s,  or  poisons  —  she  with  blood-briglit  luct* 

Fet(.-hi.-th  tlieiH  all !     You  shake  a  dubious  hisid? 
You  think  the  heathenish  FurJua  mocks? 

Oh,  l>iit  the  Talmud  hath  a  passage,  Dear!  — 

Tbi'  ;^'riivi',  great  Talmud  —  telling  how  oneflwi'i^^ 
l!,ilil)i  boil  /iiicbai,  at  the  hour  of  prayer. 
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And  touched  the  oozy  bed ;  and  saw  —  afifrayed,  — 
Sea-angels  there,  who  rolled  great  pearls  and  stones 

Full  thirty  cubits  broad  and  long ;  and  made 
Blocks  of  their  mighty  beauty.     So  his  bones 

Quaked  at  the  sight,  for  all  their  angry  eyes 

Burned  on  him  ;  and  he  spake :  "  Oh,  Angels !  say 

Why  cleave  ye  these  ? "    They  answered,  in  stem  wise, 
"  We  cleave  these  pearls  and  carbuncles  to  lay 

"The  portals  of  the  Holy  City !  "     Judge 
If  he  came  back  in  better  mind  —  what  time 

They  washed  his  mouth  clean  of  the  weeds  and  sludge, 
And  heard  his  trembling  tale !     Ah,  Darling !  rhyme 

Kelates  not  half  the  marvels  which  lie  hid 
Behind  our  mocking  light !     My  next  slave  goes 

To  stranger  spots  than  he  ;  and,  since  I  bid, 
Brings  thee  a  Gem  from  Aaron's  breast-plate  rows. 


A. 


The  third  row  of  the  holy  Breast-Plate  stood 
"  Agate,  and  Ligure,  and  an  Amethyst" 

Great  Jewels,  graven  vrith  the  tribes  of  God, 
Hallow  my  page !  and  thou,  be  thy  brow 


By  Seraphim,  as  I  hang  this  above  it  ; 

Thy  hands  held  up  by  Cherubim  to  pray ; 
Thy  soul  made  sure  that  splendid  spirits  love  it ; 

Thy  feet  set  fast  upon  the  blissful  way ! 

For,  though  I  bring  thee  liither  but  in  fiction 
"  Ephod  of  blue  and  gold,"  with  mystic  gem. 

Let  my  verse  pass,  but  be  its  benediction 
Lasting,  and  crown  thee  like  a  diadem ! 


Suice  prayer  fulfils  itself  which  rises  rightly 
From  lips  by  gentle  love  made  true  and  sweet; 

So,  let  these  belted  Agates  glitter  brightly  ; 
As  w^hen  Haroiin  cast  beneath  his  feet 
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ip,  and  doaned  white  robe  nud  mitre ; 
3  waist  the  "  curious  girdle  "  tied  ; 
lougs  and  gilded  ouches  tighter, 
Haugiag  his  breast-plate  high  --  Oh,  beautified 

wondrous  work  of  "  gold  and  blue  and  crimson, 
hi  fine-twined  cloth"  —  the  gold  beat  out  foiir-siiiai,! 
^n  each  way ;  aud  gold  chains  linked  the  rinia  <in, 
(nth  fourfold  ranks  of  jewelry  set  fair,  — 

SardiuB,  Tiipa2,  and  the  Jaspis  green  ; 
?ext  Smnragd,  Sapphire,  and  an  Adamant ; 
td  Ligure,  Agate,  Amethyst  were  seen 
[aid  on  chased  beddings ;  and  the  fourth  line  burnt 

^  Beryl,  Onyx,  Chrysolite :  each  stone 
krved  with  a  Tribal  name !     And  he  would  go 
id  the  Veil ;  where  —  shut  from  Kartb,  alone  — 
I  saw  and  Uuard  what  Israel  might  not  know ; 

there  the  Ark  was,  and  the  Cherubim 

it  from  jiurc  gold,  with  golileii  pinions  spread 
ding  the  Mercy-Seat.     Then-  God  with  him 
talked  ;  and  none  other  heard  the  dread  words  said. 
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But,  if  the  days  were  evil  —  if  the  camp 

Had  sinned  —  the  Agate  changed  its  white  to     " 

Waned  the  green  Smaragd  like  a  dying  lamp ; 
The  Sapphire  half  its  heavenly  blue  did  lack  1 

Ah  !  if  our  gems  of  human  love  we  bore 

Behind  that  Veil,  would  many  —  any  — keep 

Their  beauty  of  the  laughing  Day  ?     Would  mor^^ 
Be  dimmed,  than  brightened  ?     See  what  l^orm^^   ^^P 

Of  love-lorn  maids  for  wooers  proved  untrue  ! 

What  cohorts  of  true  wooers  curse  false  maids  .' 
Let  us  not  enter  in  !     Enougli,  if  you 

Are  fair,  and  I  your  poet  fond,  who  braids 

These  jewelled  fancies  for  your  hair !     At  last, 
I  think  where  Love  has  lived,  it  cannot  die ; 

Its  flame  may  wane,  its  lustrous  light  seem  past, 
But  what  once  shone  shines  on  eternally ! 

Yes!  lift  the  Veil!  In  that  dread  darkness  pray  I 
Heaven  make  your  years  all  happy  —  till  we  kiio 

Th'  Angelic  peace  compass  and  fill  you  —  say  I  — 
And  God's  love  come  when  Earthly  love  must  go^ 


i 


%  MBEB !    You  shall  have  Amber  beads  to  bind 

Your  smooth  brown  liair — threaded  with  Lazulite  ! 
fc«nd  my  minion  on  swift  wings  to  find 
Ihese  hidden  spoils  of  Earth  for  your  delight : 

i.d  when  —  round  the  Madonna's  painted  head  — 
Tou  limn  aerial  backgrounds !  do  you  know 
Lat  the  soft  azures  which  your  pencils  spread 
Come  from  this  LazuUte  —  gold-spangled  so  ? 

-Ultramarina"  —  those  same  sea-blue  stones  — 
I)ug  from  dark  caverns  fringing  Baikal's  lake  — 
16  lucent  airs,  and  large  ethereal  tones, 
^nd  passages  of  painter's  skies  do  make. 

bhiuk  if  you  should  delve  such  Lazulite 
As  hides  within  my  heart  —  all  gold  and  blue  — 

he  gold  of  it  would  make  your  days  seem  bright. 
The  blue  of  it  might  arch  fair  skies  for  you : 


102  LOTUS  AND  JEWEL. 

Well !  take  or  leave !  You  are  too  rich  to  need  i 
And  love  is  sorrow  —  so  say  all  the  wise  — 

Though  lovers  never  yet  have  deigned  to  heed  it, 
Smce  first  your  sweet  sex  cost  us  Paradise ! 


Is  Love  so  sad  ?    This  Amber,  clear  and  golden, 

Wept  from  great  trees  which,  when  the  woods      1L-^%^^, 

Waved  boughs,  it  may  be,  over  lovers  olden. 
Shaded  their  slumbers,  built  primeval  man 

His  nuptial  bowers :  for,  see  !  the  bead  encloses 

Winged  things  which  fluttered  in  life's  goodlih^^ ^^^ ' 
Here  is  embalmed  memory  of  meadow-roses. 
An  epitaph  on  unseen  summers  dead. 

So,  too,  for  me,  the  Indian  name  of  Amber 
Enslirincs  the  patlios  of  a  Buddhist  page  :  — 

Ah,  now  !  no  story  for  a  lady's  chamber ! 
Only  the  fable  of  some  old-world  Sage  ! 

Yet,  you  shall  hear:  she  was  Suvarna,  "Shining," — 
llie  soft  name  pictures  all  the  grace  we  praise 

In  Beauty's  inner  beam,  sul^tly  combining 
Body  and  Soul,  a  perfumed  lamp  whose  rays 
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tem  dim  through  alabaster.     Legends  note  us 
Her  "  eighteen  perfect  points,"  the  fragrant  hair ; 

s  clear-cut  as  petals  of  the  lotus ; 
rhe  sbaiKsly  nose,  the  little  faultless  pair 


^ears  carved  shell-wise,  and  the  close-set  bosoms 
lounded  "  like  tortoise-sbell ; "  the  brown  soft  am 

1  hands,  fine  feet,  mouth  "  red  as  bimha-1; 
lait  of  a  pacing  roe.  form  allowing  charms 


Sachi's,  Queen  of  Henv'n.     Lonls  did  adore  her. 

,nas  and  Khans  from  many  wondrous  lands :  — 
gs  came  on  elephants  to  kneel  before  her, 
heir  kingdoms'  jewels  in  their  humbled  hands. 

nn  she  would  dance  it  seemed  like  Music  moving, 
Risible,  living !     When  she  sang,  the  Rose 
(got  its  nightingale!  the  Koil  loving 
Stayed  in  his  midway  note  to  listen  close! 

ien  one  had  seen  Suvnma  —  says  ray  storj-  — 
ftcsh  from  the  bath,  in  rolies  of  gold  and  red, 
F  beauty  glittering  forth  with  youth's  full  glorj*, 
bad,  in  her  palace,  on  an  ivory  bed ;  — 
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All  women  seemed  her  shadows!     Still  —  'tis  wiitten— 

I-uvers  \iv\yi  many,  but  belovfed  noue : 
Not  uti(-e  with  Kama's  arrow  saiik  she  smitteu; 

Tliis  siiii-hi'ht  Lady  wearied  of  the  sun ! 

Tlieii  she  heaitl  Buddha  preacli ;  and  fierce  upon  her 
Fell  jias.-iiim  for  that  holiness  he  taught: 

Shi;  would  "  I'lliikshrini "  live ;  no  heart  shoiiIJ  owu  h*r! 
V\v.i.-A  sliuiild  her  soul  be,  and  her  footsteps  brougbt 

Into  Uio  "  Xohle  Path  " !    So  went  she  lonely 

Clitiil'iti;.'  the  hill-side  to  Lord  Bnddhn's  Cuve; 
1  [uciui'iidj,'  fur  Hest  and  Itighteousness,  —  those  onlj'" 
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e  was  the  braided  splendor  of  her  Iresses  I 

lere  the  deep  wonder  of  her  large  dark  eyes  1 

e  the  browD  Deck  and  breast,  made  for  caressea, 

le  flower-suft  moulti,  the  shadowed  charm  which  lies 


of  uape.  and  sweep  of  silken  shoulder; 
le  supple  tapering  waist,  the  swelliug  round 
ip  aud  shapL'ly  limb :  —  her  own  beholder 
Lvama  marvelled  at  the  form  she  found. 

as  I  so  fair  ? "   she  sijjhed :   "  Well  might  they  love 

me, 
ijas  and  Sirdars !    And  what  days  we  had, 
J,  glorious  days !  before  the  ache  did  move  me 
3  hear  this  RishL     Am  I  sane  or  mad 

mount  his  hill  ?    The  Gods  have  given  me  beauty 
B  to  the  Ketuk-flower  they  gave  perfume ; 
,  gold  bamls  to  their  bees !     Is  it  not  duly 
lie  Ijee  should  suck  the  honey  of  the  bloom  ? " 

fewith  her  tears  welled,  falling  —  pear!  by  pearl  — 
ito  the  pool,  which  broke  itsglas.s  with  ripples; 
ished  the  image!     Then  the  Indian  Girl 
ed  the  silk  choli-strings  beneath  bor  nipples  ; 
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And  drew  her  sari  round ;  and,  rising,  turned. 
Taking  the  downward  path,  and  softly  saying : 

"  Nay !  —  for  such  grace  and  youth  must  not  be  sp"*^^ 
I  was  not  made  for  penance  and  for  praying : 

"  Some  last,  best,  lover  waits  me !  **  So,  she  runs 
Laughing,  adown  the  slope  —  distantly  hearing 

Gay  murmurings  of  the  town,  and  pleasant  tones 
Of  pipe  and  lute ;  and  feet  of  hamals  bearing 

Brides  to  their  bridegrooms,  "  They  who  will  may  tr^^^^ 
The  Noble  Road,"  quoth  she,  "  be  mine  the  vallej 

Where  ])leasure  lives ! "     But  Buddha  overhead  — 
Calm  in  his  cave  —  beheld  Suvarna  s  folly  ; 

And  pitied  her;  and,  pitying,  sought  to  save: 

So  (saith  tlie  tale)  by  magic  utterance  stripping 
His  own  form  off,  assumed  the  aspect,  brave 

And  winsome,  of  a  Nautch-Girl,  featly  tripping 

• 
Along  the  Damsors  path ;  more  heavenly  fair, 

Comelier  and  brighter  than  Suvarna's  brightness ; 
Witli  tender  wistful  gaze,  and  gracious  air. 

Soft  happy  smile,  and  steps  of  dancing  lightness. 
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zed,  enclipiited,  "  Ah.  thou  loveliest  Oue  I " 
ivitrua  cries :  "  Oh,  not  of  Earth,  but  Heaveii ! 
■at  i5  thy  name  ?  what  errand  goest  thou  oii  \ 
tiful,  perfect,  Sister !  art  thou  given 

ta  comfort  and  couGrm  lue  ^    Come  with  me ! " 
ftoswered  the  stnmger,  — soft  as  running  water, 

Wood-dovea  cooing  —  "Sweet  such  company  ! 

[  am  content ! "     And  so  Suvarua  brought  her 

ilh  lender  hand  in  tender  hand  enlacing, 

And  hearts  close-beating,  and  commingling  eyea, 

down  the  hilL     As  that  bright  {>air  went  pn^cing, 
Veiled  witli  gentle  Iwvc  Suvania  sigha- 

liva  I  how  fair  thou  art !  tli"  Asoka's  honey 
praws  not  the  sunbird  as  thou  drawest  me! 

than  to  list  the  wisdom  of  the  Muni 
It  were  to  rest  thy  hend  upon  my  knee, 

[lid  weave  thy  waist  a  girdle  with  mine  arms, 
And  press  a  tlinusand-times  thy  mouth  nf  wondiT: 

let  us  sit  —  the  sun  grows  hot !  thy  charms 
uk  shade,  like  pahn-bvidsin  the  month  of  thunih'!  ! 
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So  sat  they  down  ;  and,  locked  in  close  embraces 
Fed  on  each  other's  fairness  —  love  for  love — 

Hands  joined,  arms  twined,  locks  intermixed,  soft;    ^^^ 
Nestled  together  like  a  dove  with  dove : 

Till,  fondling  her  to  rest,  her  silk  lids  kissing, 

Toying  with  taper  hands,  and  smooth  dark  skin  ^ 

Suvarna's  self  sank  into  sleep,  yet  pressing 
That  beauteous  maid  her  circling  arms  within. 

All  the  fierce  noon  and  afternoon  they  slumber ; 

At  eve  the  Indian  girl,  starting,  awoke : 
•  ••••• 

I  said  this  was  no  tale  for  lady's  chamber ! 
Ah,  can  you  bear  to  hear  what  terror  broke 


On  sad  Suvarna's  gaze  ?     Clasped  to  her  heart 
xV  festering  corpse  tainted  the  air  ;  its  bones 

liiilged  the  shrunk  flesh ;  the  putrid  inw^ard  part 
lilotcheJ  it  with  green  and  purple ;  cold  as  stones 

Cflared  its  glazed  orbs ;  all  the  fair  grace  was  fled 
Like  gold  fruit  mouldered,  or  a  lily's  crown 

Withering  to  foulness !  Oh,  that  awful  Dead !  — 
Suvarna  flung  her  horrid  playmate  down, 
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(hrieked,  veiling  her  eyes ;  and  ran  a  space, 
inging  her  palms.     Then,  nigh  at  hand,  she  saw 
Buddha  looking  on  her  tearful  face 
^li  countenance  of  majesty  and  awe. 

ghter ! "  spake  he,  "  for  this  thing  thou  hast  left 
^  path  which  should  have  led  thee  unto  bliss ! 
s  the  flower  fades  and  the  fruit  is  reft, 
^6  ends  in  parting,  Beauty  fails  to  this  ! 

le  was,  so  shalt  thou  be,  and  thy  kind  ! 
J^,  if  it  chagrined  thee  to  kiss  a  skull, 
ne  with  Love !  always  —  red  lips  behind  — 
n  those  white  jaws  for  flames  of  funeral ! 

.  worse  things  be  than  funeral  pyres,  or  parting ; 
3  Spirit,  sick  with  passion  and  sweet  pain, 
back  from  Death  to  Life  for  direr  starting 
Earth's  wild  wheel,  and  builds  its  house  again  : 

e,  what  thou  art,  thou  makest !     Trishna  breeds  it ! 
ine  is  the  prison,  and  the  jailer  thou  ! 
nake  which  poisons  man  his  own  heart  fe.od*^  it ; 
1;  —  if  thou  wilt  —  wake  from  this  madness  now. 


no 
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"  Vanquish  thy  longings  !    Come !  there  is  no  sorrcw 
Like  Pleasure ;  no  delight  like  passions  slain  ! 

But  if  thou  lust  for  life  the  stem  To-morrow 
Will  find  thee  lost  in  thy  self-chosen  gain, 

"  As  the  gmy  crane  dies  by  the  dried-up  lake 
Where  she  laid  foolish  eggs.     Meditate  Truth ! 

Enter  the  Noble  Way !     Wise  barter  make 
For  blest  Nirvana  with  thy  grace  and  youth  !" 


Then  did  Suvarna,  with  impatient  hand, 

Tear  from  her  neck  the  amber  beads  and  cjold: 

Shook  down  her  tresses  from  their  jewelled  band, 
And  cut,  and  cast  them  from  her ;  wild  and  bold 

And  meekly  followed  Buddh.     Was  that  done  well 
Ah,  Love  !  love  is  so  lovely,  who  c<in  say  ? 

I  onlv  know  this  life '  if  Love  be  Hell 

Then  Hate  is  Heaven !     Let  us  not  ^o  her  wav  ! 


^ 


V. 


D. 


lMONDS  I    Now  —  womanlike  —  your  eyes  grow  brighter 

^lashing  the  sparkle  back  of  such  fair  things  ; 

id  both  hands  up  I     I  sent  a  demon-fighter 

1*0  wrest  these  wonders  from  barbaric  kings  :  • 

sA,  almdsh,  hlra,  hetih  !  white,  and  blue, 
*he  flaming  golden  sort,  the  black,  and  pink  ! 
"^  be  brave  carcanets  and  cirques  for  you 
^-blaze  with  beams,  cut  sunlike  I    Did  you  think 

ts  were  poor  ?  .  Nay  !  if  our  fancy  choose 
'o  delve  old  Earth,  down  to  her  deepest  treasures, 
spoil  black-bearded  Sultans,  see  !  the  Muse 
)enies  her  children  no  such  airy  pleasures. 

i  wise  men  wot  Golconda's  brilliant  gem, 

Pried  in  the  fire,  turns  black,  mere  common  fuel. 

t  these,  my  fairy  stones,  outvahie  them, 

Time-proof  and  flame-proof !     Here  *s  a  beauteous  jewel 
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My  minion  brings  —  the  "  Syamantakan  ; " 
Satrajita  the  King  worshipped  the  Sun 

At  dawning  when  his  rosy  course  began, 
At  evening  when  his  golden  road  was  run ; 

Eeciting  holy  Gayairi,  and  given 

To  all  high  deeds,  a  pious  Prince  and  tried ; 
Wherefore  one  morn  —  't  is  said  —  that  Lord  of  H- 

The  Regent  of  the  Sun,  stood  by  his  side ; 


Unclasped  a  crest-gem  from  his  crown,  and  bound 
On  Prince  Satnljita,  bending  in  prayer, 

The  folk  of  Dwaraka,  much-wondering,  found  it 
At  the  King's  throat,  burning  the  dazzled  air 

With  beams  of  glorj^ :  and  the  influence  shed 
From  that  enchanted  stone  caused  rain  to  fall ; 

Averted  serpents,  pests  ;  quickened  the  dead  ; 
Brought  victories  to  the  Realm,  fortune  to  all 

Tf  good  men  wore  it;  but  an  e\'il  one 

Died  of  its  lustre.     Oh,  you  laugh  !  yet  listen: 

Trasena,  the  Kind's  brother,  put  it  on 

And  rode  a-hunting  with  that  gem  a-glisten 


it 
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"er  his  head-clotli ;  and  a  Lion  slew 
Ilorsem.iii  iind  horse  ;  but  Jimbabdn  the  Bear 
llt;(l  thb  strung  beast,  and  took  the  spoil,  aud  threw 
The  sTUi-geni  to  his  youngest  cub  to  wear : 

vErishna  tracked  their  foot-prints ;  pierced  tlie  wood  ; 

me  to  the  cavern  bUck,  heard  the  Bear  mother 
1:  "  Sleep,  my  Babe  !  now  will  our  days  be  (ftiod  ; 
B  ia  the  Sun's  great  Diamond,  and  none  other ! " 


seeing  Krishna,  "  Ahi !  ahi  I "  roared : 
len  JambabtLn  rushed  forth,  and  waged  fierce  fight ; 
t  lost  the  Sun-stone  to  its  doughty  Lord  ; 

'^--■—— 

Hid,  nido.  Sanskrit  stoiy  !     Yes ;  but  wrought 
^ith  loudies  of  old  wisdom  'broidered  in  it ! 
lah  "  Syamantokan  "  in  light  of  thought 

granted  from  One  Source  —  for  joy  or  dulor  — 
To  whomso  hath  it.  Prince,  or  Man,  or  Beast, 
etj  as  each  crystal  by  its  inner  color 

ins  the  pure  beam  enkindled  from  the  East, 
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So  shall  the  nature  of  each  soul,  endoubled 
By  will  on  mind,  dye  fair  or  dark  that  ray. 

Oh,  you  may  wear  this  Diamond,  Dear !  untroubled ; 
Look  !  on  your  neck  it  glitters  clear  as  Day! 


E. 


iifEKALDS !    The  color,  Fanny  !  of  the  light 
Sifted  through  lime-leaves  on  a  summer-noon  ; 

^  curl  of  crested  wave,  when  foam-bells  bright 
Fringe  the  green  furrows  of  the  sea  in  June. 

Such  should  true  emeralds  be !  green  —  it  is  said  — 
As  throat  of  paroquet ;  or  spark  quick-twinkled 

J'rom  fire-fly's  lamp ;  or  fresh  unfolded  blade 
Of  water-grass ;  or  lotus-leaf  unwrinkled 

^ew  risen  'mid  the  pool,  or  glow  whicli  fringes 
The  gleaming  amethysts  in  the  peacock's  train  : 

Sourindro  Mohun  holds  "all  Virtue  hinges 
On  tints  like  these,  and,  if  there  show  a  stain 

"  Yellowish  or  clouded,  do  not  seek  to  heal 
Snake-bites  with  such,  nor  carve   a   love-name   on 
them ! " 
But  mine  are  "  Marakats"  whose  hearts  reveal 

Greener  and  greener  glories  as  you  con  them ; 
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A  necklace  for  a  queen  !     Not  that  you  need  it  1 
One  gem-mark  was  already  on  your  neck 

Set  by  the  Power  who  made  us  —  as  I  read  it  — 
Your  throat  with  one  soft  little  foil  to  speck 

• 
For  contrast's  sake :  as  lovely  dames,  who  brightened^ 

With  high-bred  charms  King  Louis'  court  or  Ann 
Laid  on  their  damask  cheeks  patches  which  heighte: 

The  tender  pink,  just  spied  above  their  fans. 

Yet,  be  you  heedful  of  this  lucent  jewel, 

Soft  as  the  moon-ray  seen  through  leaf-green  wav" 

By  those  sea-maids  whose  love,  earnest  but  cruel, 
Draws  down  the  sailor,  dead,  to  their  cold  caves : 

For  wise  men  write  that,  like  as  diamonds  hidden 

lender  the  pillow  of  a  sleeping  bride, 
Will  make  her  closed  lips  open,  all-unbidden. 

To  tell  if  ever  any  lips  beside 

Touched  their  ripe  crimson,  so  the  Emeralds  hue 
I)V  reiison  that  this  is  tlie  stone  of  Faith  — 

Reports  when  plighted  lovers  prove  untrue. 
Ever  so  widely  parted !     Mansoor  saith : 
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It  ooviigeons  for  txue  love,  like  sprays  of  hfenna; 
"*^ti  withers,  at  a  broken  vow,  to  white, 
*^lls  in  tintless  fragments.     Avicenna 
"^^^e  bi*eathe  upon  it,  at  the  morning  light, 

^  »    if  the  One  belov'd  were  false,  a  mist 

^'^Ould  pass  athwart  its  verdant  lustre,  telling 

Of 

^^^t;hs  forsworn !    When  frail  Zuleika  kissed 

^5uf,  —  her  Lord,  in  Pharaoh's  palace  dwelling, 

YLt\ 

^^Vv  by  his  signet.     Doubt  you  that  was  so  ? 

^t;  think  how  stones  are  built  in  Earth's  al)ysses ! 
*^t;  wonderful  dark  secrets  Gnomes  must  know ! 
"•-Cfcw  they  may  liear  men's  whispers,  sighs,  and  kisses, 

Livj 

^  ^^g  in  gems  —  as  Celsus  held  they  live !  — 

^^len  Gteorge  the  Third  was  throned,  an  emerald  fell 
^   fcom  his  crown;  and,  did  the  Fates  forgive  ? 
"^^erica  was  lost !  you  know  it  well ! 

^   ^till  you  smile  —  American  by  birth  — 
^   "^  liinking  that  loss  a  gain  !     Well,  1 11  be  grave  ! 
"^~5m  the  emerald  noblest  stone  of  Earth 


^^^en  you  shall  hear  the  Queen  of  Sheba  gave 
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An  emerald  vase  to  Suleiman  the  King, 

Cut  from  the  mother-crystal — flawless,  shining — 

Hy  life-long  labor.    Oh,  a  perfect  thing. 

Leek-green,  playing  to  blue  and  gold  I     Beclining 

Within  his  summer-tent  Suleiman  bade 
Amru  his  steward  bear  it  to  the  Palace : 

At  the  first  step  which  bearded  Amru  made 

Down  sank  he  dead  I    The  precious  carven  chalice 

Had  fairn,  in  ruined  beauty ;  but,  a  wretch  — 

White  with  the  tliird  degree  of  leprosy  — 
Bogging  against  the  gate,  his  arm  did  stretch, 

And  canglit  the  glowing  cup, —  and  saved !     And, 

Clean  grew  his  flesli,  again,  as  babe's  new-born ! 

Tlien  the  King  gave  command  Balkis  the  Queen, 
He  brought  to  audience  on  the  morrow's  morn  ; 

And,  awful-eved,  he  told  what  deeds  had  been  : 

How  tliis  was  dead,  that  healed.     But  she  replied, 
liow-laugliing  ;  "  King!     It  was  not  cut  to  give 

Into  the  hands  of  liars !     Amni  died 

Touching  the  Gem  of  Truth ;  thy  slave  will  live 
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"^x^ceforward  whole,  because  whole  was  his  mind ! 

Tl^e  mother-stone  of  this  had  virtues  vast; 
"^^y    true  lips  must  touch  it!    False  will  find 

-*^«^^ Hermon  honey  slay  therein !    T  will  cast 

^ ^    ills  from  such  as  keep  a  sinless  heart!'* 

en  quoth  King  Suleiman,  '*  Which  man  is  he, 

my  poor  Syrian  who  did  bear  the  smart 

God's  hard  hand — yet  love  Him  ?     Let  liim  be 

^i?'  Steward !    Let  the  dreadful  Cup  be  laid 
"^"^^ithin  the  Temple  of  the  Lord ! "     So  fell  it 
keeping  of  the  Priests.     When  Cu'sar  made 


Vid&a  a  spoil,  some  Roman  lord  did  sell  it 

^ne  who  kept  that  "  furnished  upper  room  " 
-^^  whose  sad  walls  the  Master  sat  at  meat 
■^t:h  His  disciples,  ere  the  deed  of  doom, 
--^nd  the  Last  Supper's  bread  did  meekly  eat ; 


tI  the  I^st  Supper's  wine  meekly  did  pour 
ying :  "  These  l)e  my  Body  and  my  Blood ! 
this  in  my  remembrance!"     At  that  hour 
"^ilie  emerald  cup  of  Sheba  *t  was  which  stood 
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At  Christ's  nght  hand ;  and  in  that  cup  did  gUsten 
The  noblest  wine  which  ever  vine  did  shed ; 

Soothing  with  peace  the  souls  of  all  who  listen. 
Feeding  the  spirits  of  the  quick  and  dead. 

Then  the  Crusaders  won  it !    Ninety  fell 

Fighting  round  Godefroi  for  the  beaker  golden : 

That  Cup  which  kissed  the  mouth  of  Christ  —  they  tF=3lJ 
Was  wet  with  gore !    A  Paynim  of  the  Soldan 

Lay,  slain  by  twenty  wounds,  clutching  the  thing. 

The  soldiers  of  the  Cross  f reiglited  a  ship  — 
Proud  Genoa's  swiftest  caravel  —  to  bring 

The  prize  to  Italy :  and  no  man's  lip 

Dared  touch  it,  all  those  quiet  centuries 

It  lav  ill  San  Lorenzo.     Next,  it  came 
To  France,  —  or  Spain,  some  tell :  but  he,  who  is 

Our  Master,  and  the  noblest  English  name 

( )f  living  singers  —  holds  (in  Arthur's  lay), 

Arimatlia?an  Joseph  brought  it  here 
To  (Uastonbury,  where  the  black-thorn  spray 

Blossoms  at  Christmas,  every  mindful  year; 
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^  tltat  ODC  saw  it !  saw  the  glorious  Grail ! 
Itercival's  Sister  —  pious,  meek,  a  maid) 

1^  with  a  suJJen  radiance,  rosy,  pale, 

wn  a  long  silvery  moon-path,  through  the  shade: 

"  rose-red  "  —  lie  sings  —  "  and,  iu  it.  beating?. 
I  though  alive,"  and  music,  heavenly-tender 
ter  thau  we  can  blow  or  touch,  with  meetings 
f  tones  celestial ;  and  a  bnrniug  splendor 

Ibigels'  feathers,  fanning  airs  unfelt ; 
ind  crimson  samite  draped  ;  and  stars  which  darted 
tlipT  and  thither,  leaving  lines  that  melt 
tsparkles  on  the  Blue ;  and  dim  sha]jes  started 


from  the  Void  !     Vet,  only  three.  —  or  two  — 
ieved  with  Arthur ;  he  "  who  knew  alway 
Uf  no  vision,  and  the  high  God  knew 
tision."  iior  Ijord  Christ     But  still  I  say 

Jnp  was  F.merald,  glassy-green  !     1  trow 
now  it  is,  but  dure  not  have  it  given  ; 
even  Galahad  dare  ?     Tould  Arthur  ?     Xo  I 
lips  of  Christ  \     Rich  wine,  vintaged  in  Heaven  ! 


\ 


L. 


LiGURE !  the  holy  "  Leshem,"  now  I  bring, 
Judaea's  Gem,  Jacyuthus  styled  of  old  : 

Mark  how  the  sunbeams  flood  with  gold  this  .thinj 
And  how  its  dark  heart  stains  th'  imparted  gold 

Jacynth,  the  stone  which  has  a  sister-flower ; 

The  jewel  wine-red,  and  the  blossom,  too : 
These  both  were  snow-white  onoe,  until  the  hour 

When  God  Apollo  Hyacinthus  slew. 


£ver  since  then  ii,  2t  is  on  the  blossom 
And  St  at  writ  upon  the  stone  as  well ; 

And  the  life-blood  from  the  Greek  boy's  hurt  bos<^ 
^lars  both  with  blackness,  —  so  old  legends  telB- 


Ligures  they  wore,  set  in  an  iron  torque 

At  Rome,  on  midnights,  laying  Lc^mures 
Wlien  May's  Tdes  came,  for  then  the  Ghosts  did  ^i^'*^  ' 

Then  were  the  Lcmurnlia.     All  the  trees 
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in  the  Court ;  streets  sleeping  still  —  no  sound  I 
»e  if  an  owl  screeched,  or  a  towu-dog  bayed 
;  the  sheeted  Shades  imss  o'er  the  ground 
toe,  a-glide,  with  eyes  which  made  afraid. 

be  would  steal  —  the  House-master  —  barefoot, 
[tly,  not  speaking  any  word  for  dread ; 
IDKppiug  oft  his  Bngers,  if  some  root 
iiit!  or  fi<^  tripijed  him.  like  some  one  dea*:! 

ilish  tricks.     But,  when  —  all  mute  —  he  came 
to  the  fouutAin,  there  he  laved  his  faee, 

hands ;  and  rubbed  the  Ligtire,  whispering  name 

every  restless  Lnr  haunting  the  place. 

tin  his  mouth  he  put  the  nine  l>ean3  black, 
t  must  not  glance  behind,  turning  to  go ; 
»,  one  by  one,  he  flung  them  o'er  his  back, 

tattering  "hisfahis  vieam  redimo 

mm  ! "    "  With  these  black  beans  1  buy  content." 
patoiiiMants  !    "Good  Souls,  quit !  " 
nine  times  beat  a  shet;t  of  brass,  and  sent 
I  Ghosts  to  Hades,  wltere  their  fellows  flit 
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Pour  Ghosts!  Love  would  not  fear!  Love  dread 
death, 

Nor  doom,  nor  darkness !  See  this  Jacynth  br< 
From  Hedjaz  !     On  its  gold  a  verse  which  saith 

*'  With  thee  was  well,  Belovfed  1 "  — and,  inwrougl 

The  Cross  of  Christ  with  Islam's  crescent  moon  !  .  . 
A  Christian  maiden  loved  a  Muslim  youth. 

And  he  loved  her  ;  oh,  heart  and  soul,  Majnun 
Loved  Mariam  the  Nazarene.     In  sooth 

One  look  wrought  all !     Young  Majnun  did  repair 
^losque- wards  to  pray  ;  the  loud-voiced  Muazan 

Stood  wliite  against  the  blue  ;  in  either  ear 

Pressing  his  thumb,  and  crying, ''  AslChad-do-an 

"  Ln-xlUihl-hd-la-ho  ! "     -  Ye  Faithful  1  know 
Tlioro  is  no  Goil  Imt  (Jod  !"     Ilijaid-a^-sahi'it 

"  (^luickcn  your  steps  to  pray  ! ''     As-sfd-la-to 
KJii/riii}  mill  (iii-)iaum,  "Better,  Believers!  that 

"  V(*  pray  than  sleep  ! "     This  cry  was  in  his  ears, 
Tlie  faith  of  Allah  in  his  heart  tinn  kept; 

Wlien  Mariam  passed  —  and  glanced:  and  lo!  they" 
Found  their  crowned    inst^int :    Love,  full-plunifcE 
leapt ! 
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a.utiful  was  she  aa  upon  its  stalk 
Tr*he  tulip  newly  nodding ;  heavenly-sweet 
■Tli^  music  of  her  voice  ;  when  she  did  walk 

3r'he  glad  grass  seemed  to  kiss  her  light  fine  feet  1 

*"  «■«=«,  form,  as  't  were  a  Houri  in  the  house  ; 
^^Syes  so  divinely  lustrous  that  their  splendor 
* Hed  eveiy  heart  with  worship ;  and  her  brows 
^XlDrawn  like  black  bows  over  the  eyelids  tender, 

"^^•^^ci  shadowy  lashes  ;  and  her  teeth  of  pearl 

^tSetween  the  rose-leaf  lips ;  and  rounded  arms, 
^  high  white  bosoms  !     Such  a  Christian  Girl 
"^iTje  Prophet  had  forgotten  for  her  charms 

"^^**jina  and  Khadidja  !     So  they  loved, 

^liody  and  soul  and  blood  blended  to  one 
**■      burning  passion ;  and  this  passion  proved 
borrow,  as  always.     Majnfin  was  Said's  son 


^^eiled  rot  their  trembling  joys.     Cruel  ones  ever 


■■«;ykh  of  the  Gate,  a  hot  Believer :  she 

S^ole  child  of  Nicolas  the  Merchaut.     Never 
^■led  they  to  meet  if  night's  complicity 
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Watched  tiiem,  moeoaed  m  Ii^Mpi'a  fSm  &m 
Should  diBW  an  Tatom^  vith  Soicevy; 

InoeDsed  a  Maid  of  Chriat  Aoold  yieibd  ber  pbw 
'Mid  sainta.  a  Mnaliqi'a  U^t  o'  liore  to  ba 

But,  through  the  jealooa  lattice  of  her  hower 
Sometimea  he  took  the  oomfoTt  of  her  eyea. 

And  by  the  lute's  low  Tojca^  or  «oiae  dropped  flower 
Knew  it  waa  veil  vitb  her,  07  otherwiae. 

For  maoy  waters  shall  not  overflow, 

Nor  sharpened  daggers  daunt,  nor  angry  faces 
Affright,  nor  bitter  doctrines  check,  nor  woe 
Change  a  true  love,  which  in  the  holy  places 

Kneels  nearest  God,     Yet,  on  our  little  star 
Purged  must  it  be  by  Sorrow's  fellowship ; 

And  pale  the  visages  of  lovers  are 

With  earthly  griefs,  when  happy  Up  meets  Up 

In  those  Elysian  meads  where  Death  is  dead. 

So.  on  this  parted  pair,  and  on  their  city 
Fell  evil  times ;  the  Plague,  with  footsteps  red 

Strode   through   the   Land,   slaying  —  sans  pau  -« 
pity  — 
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ife,  hQsband,  youth  and  age.    A  strong  man  stood 
Oue  momeat  whole,  —  the  next,  there  crept  a  thrill, 

i  the  cold  breath  of  Azrael,  through  his  blood  ; 
His  eyes  dimmed    breath  came  quick,  body  grew 
chill; 

isms  rent  his  frame ;  his  poisoned  flesh  waxed  white 
With  blotches  1  soou  he  sank  in  mortal  pain  ; 
tve  where,  after  deep  trance,  Nature's  kind  might 
Flung  the  taint  forth  :  —  then  quick  he  rose  again. 

bus,  on  the  self-same  day,  the  Pestilence 

Smote  these  fair  lovers,  fated  bitterly. 

ghed  MajnOn,  'loid  his  friends :  "  Now  go  I  hence, 

Kever  again  my  Lady's  face  to  see  ! 

Sever  again  in  this  world  !    Nay  — and  worse  I 

Never  in  that  beyond ;  for  she  will  be 
fhere  Christians  are.     Sing  not  another  verse 

Of  the  Death-Siira  I     Pray  no  prayers  for  me 

Allah  [     If  a  Mussulman  I  die 
'I  shall  gain  Paradise,  but  not  with  her ; 

take  me  where  slio  goes  !     Lord  Isa,  I 
Am  Naznrene,  as  Mariam  1 "     The  stir 
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Of  Mollahs  rending  robes,  and  curses  bitter 
Of  angiy  kin,  his  earnest  accents  drown ; 

In  a  waste  place  the  bearers  of  his  litter 
Unburied  flung  that  outcast's  body  down. 

But  while  for  Mariam's  sake  Majnfin  fbrswore 
Friends,  Faith,  and  Paradise,  his  lady  lay 

Sick  as  to  death —  not  knowing  how  tliey  bore 
Her  chosen  forth  —  and  all  that  piteous  day 

"  MajnAn  \ "  she  sighed,  "  Oh,  Majnftn,  Pearl  of  Lo" 
Death  cometh,  and  we  shall  not  meet  again  ! 

Nevermore,  my  Soul's  Life !  the  black  grave  covers. 
Thy  poor  white  Dove,  whose  feathers  thou  weit 

"  Ofttimes  to  smooth  and  kiss ;  and, —  woe  is  me! 

Whither  I  go  there  canst  thou  never  come  ; 
For  thou  art  of  the  l^opliet's  tribes  ;  and  we 

Another  people,  with  another  home 

"  Be  von  d  this  world.     But,  see  now,  Jesu  tender  ! 

In  all  thy  Father's  Houses  which  would  give 
Rest  to  my  soul  ?  what  untold  joy  and  splendor 

Could  comfort  Mariam,  if  she  might  not  live 


^TCT,  and  forever,  aud  forever 
Pith  MajnCkn,  be  that  Heaven,  or  be  it  Ilell  ? 
te  may  come  where  Thou  art  never  —  never — 
t  Christ,  iny  Lord  !  then  let  me  go  to  dweU 

what  plat*  for  his  peape  Allah  is  keephiy  I " 
ijid  those  around  her  betl  chided  ihu  Maid, 
miog  she  raved ;  but  dreamlike,  as  if  sleeping, 
bft  went  she  on,  and  this  in  whispers  said : 

Lr  Uod,  forgive  :  if  pardon  for  such  sin 
latli  lieen  or  can  ha  ;  still,  1  munot  take 

,th  Iwyond  tlie  tomb  he  walks  not  in, 
L  heaven  he  will  not  share.     Therefore,  I  make 

id  choice,  but  settled  :  — letting  go  Thy  love 
ix,  gentle  Christ  I   lest  I  lose  his,  and  sit 
td  Thine  angels  in  the  bliss  above 
'iniiiiig  Thy  bless('d  peace,  and  hating  it 

p  lack  of  I\Tfljni^n.     Is  it  Hcfivon's  command 
Fone  shall  attain  it,  save  at  thy  fair  feet  ? 
lie  will  not  attain  !     But  I  must  stand 
ieside  Majnfin  before  the  judgment -sent ! 
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"  Oh,  any  Death  save  parting  I  any  doom 
Except  what  sunders  us  !    Forgive,  dread  Lord! 

Friends,  is  it  evening  ?  round  me  swims  the  room ! 
Listen !  bury  sad  Mariam  in  the  yard 

''  Where  lie  the  Muslims  of  our  quarter.     Yea ! 

I  bid  ye  list  —  I,  who  was  Nazarene 
All  my  tnie  maiden  years,  die  here  to-day 

A  Mussulman! !    What  his  faith  hath  been 

"  That  same  is  mine  !  hear  me  !     I  testify 

There  is  no  God  but  Allah,  and "     They  smot-  ^ 

The  little  trembling  lips,  and  drove  that  cry 

(.)f  tender  heresy  back  in  her  throat, 

Wlioso  milky  beauty  throbbed  — and  hushed.     And,     ^^len. 

Scorning  the  renegade,  they  tore  the  Cross 
From  lier  cold  breast,  and  bade  the  "  bearing-men  ' 

In  that  waste  spot  her  shamed  body  toss 

Where  Majnun's  lay.     So,  thus  it  was  beheld, 
When  tlie  Moon  rose  upon  t]\e  dismal  plain. 

The  jackals,  prowling  'mid  the  corpses,  yelled 
And  fled,  to  see  a  dead  man  rise  again ; 
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ijiiun  rose,  healed  by  hia  trance ;  and  spied 
l^-pale  yet  breatliing,  moving,  beautiful, 
in  his  lady,  Mariaiii  at  his  side ; 

and  hfe  uot  finished !  —  Dutiful 


iBDderest  lips  he  touched  her  face,  her  head  ; 
Baed  with  hia  breast  her  bosom  ;  chafed  her  feet 
ftly,  like  two  fair  white  birds,  half-dead  ; 
fipake  her  name,  murmuring  such  love*words  sweet 

l>TOUgli  the  numbed  sense  to  the  drowsy  heart 
\  their  awakening  music,  and  she  lifted 
ken  lids, —  and  gazed  —  and  with  glad  start 
\  to  hia  neck.     Oh,  when  were  lovers  gifted 

|Kh  a  splendid  moment  ?  For  some  space 
they  together,  feeding  life  with  kisses, — 
8  a  cordial  —  then  they  left  that  place 

I  faint  rejoicing  steps.     And  what  long  blisses 

beirs  for  many  years  verse  cannot  telL 
:l  do  you  like  my  Jacynth  for  its  story  ? 
here,  at  Death,  those  loving  souls  did  dwell 
knows  ?     God's  many  names  mav  have  one  gloiv  I 


A. 


"  What  !    A  gold  coin  amid  these  jewelled  treasu 
Why  send  me  such  a  relic  ? "  — so  you  say  — 

"  Good  to  enhance  some  antiquary's  pleasures ; 
Stamped  for  dead  people,  in  a  buried  day  !  * 

True,  now,  but  look  a  little !     If  one  ponder 
The  legend  of  this  piece,  its  gold  may  shine 

With  lustre  leaving  dull  the  gems  of  wonder 
Which  I  did  lay  hi  those  dear  hands  of  thine. 

An  Aureus  of  the  lioman  Empire  —  see  ! 

And,  on  its  face,  hi  plain  imperial  letters, 
MAriCUS  AUKELIUS  ANTOXINUS  — He 

Was  blaster  of  our  earth.     Rome's  irou-fetters, 


Linked  over  lands  and  seas,  were  held  by  him. 
The  awful  purple  of  the  Ciiesars  wearing  ; 

And  triumph-crowned  !  for,  mark,  along  the  rim 
L)P:VICTIS  MARCOMANNIS.     Ilewas  beariii" 


year  Pannonian  laurela  (one  —  six 
«ra  of  our  Lord ).     Gaze  on  tlie  face 
red  from  one  most  noble,  wise,  aud  gieat, 
t  of  his  age,  aud  foremost  of  his  race- 

ider  I     t'ious  souls  have  been,  but  he 

ired  Heaven,  worshippod  himself !     And  just  havi.^ 
been; 

,  higher  than  Law,  bowed  down  lo  be 
s  officer !    VVell-taugbt,  in  books  deep-seen, 

^  lie  sat  at  school !     Master  of  war, 
lodshed  he  stayed ;  pitied  his  vanquished  Scks  ; 
ned  hia  haters !     Set  far  off,  a  Star 
Bovereiguty.  he  ranked  himself  with  those 

to  serve  Man !     Enriched  with  all  the  East, 
all  the  West ;  Lord  of  the  wealth  of  Rome  ; 
an  earth,  drank  from  the  stream,  made  fenst 

fruits  and  roots !     Yet,  to  rear  porch  aud  dome 

[y  Bt  Athens,  splendid  on  old  Nile ; 
rdower  lemming,  scatter  truth,  spread  good  ; 
3p  the  thonghts  which  help  mankind  ineanwbiltN 
r  those  he  poured  his  sesterces  in  flood  I 
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Majestic,  melancholy,  lofty,  mild ; 

Hulier  than  saints,  than  B^es  more  enrapt; 
Ouu  huur  listeuing  to  Froato  like  a  child, 

The  next,  in  royal  paludamentum  lapped 

Governing  the  world !     Ah,  measure  what  ii  man 
White  in  an  age  dark  and  unheautiful : 

Highest,  yet  humblest:  since  the  kings  began 
Nu  heart  so  kingly,  lai^,  and  dutiful. 

liegard  him  1  doc9  my  Emperor  pleasure  you  ? 

lii'itig  Imt  a  man  I  only  know  that  here  — 
1  f  we  shall  set  apart  some  three  or  two  — 


AN  AUJiBl-S.  135 

ictory.     At  his  life  —  too  pure  to  please  — 
ridius  Casstua  aimed,  joining  foul  hands 
fa  CiEsar's  beauteous  Empress  ;  foilinf;  tbeae 
loving  peoples  and  the  loyal  bauds 

'  that  arch  rebel,  sent  his  severed  head 
tribute  to  the  Court ;  but  Marcus  sighed 
Ig  the  bloody  gift ;  and,  musing,  said : 
lappier  I  were  to  jmrdou  !"  when  he  spied 

iccnsing  list,  setting  in  dendly  row 

lines  of  the  plotters,  royally  he  rends 
kcroll  to  shreds  ;  quoth  ho  ;  "  Let  me  not  know 
^e  enenjies,  till  I  have  made  them  friends ! " 

ras  he  lived,  so  died  he ;  grand  and  meek, 
kintiuniug  Antonine's  sublimity, 
\  for  last  watchword,  hardly  strong  to  speak, 
re  the  centurion  "  Equauimity." 

Marcus  teach:  "If  thou  with  Gods  would'st  dwell, 
Bp  a  contented  mind  ;  follow  that  guide 
D  Jove  hath  lodged  within  thy  breast  to  tell 
I  will,  and  lead  thee  to  the  better  side. 
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**  Either  the  Universe  is  Chaos,  Chance ; 

Or  else  the  Universe  is  Order,  Law ; 
If  that  —  die !  and  let  pass  the  drunken  danc^    ^ 

If  this  —  live  and  rejoice,  in  Love  and  Awe. 

"  Offer  that  inner  rule  of  Heaven's  high  Lord 

A  strong  soul  ripened  by  the  life  below ; 
A  soldier  at  his  post  waiting  the  word ; 

A  heart  too  grateful  to  be  loath  to  ga 

"  All  which  befitteth  thee,  befitteth  me  ... 

Thou  Scheme  of  God  !     Wliat  to  thee  cometh  r^- 
To  me  comes  right :  if  life  or  death  it  be 

Su  let  it  be ;  good  is  it  in  my  sight, 

"  If  good  in  Jove's  !     0  Mother  Earth  1  I  take 
My  rest  with  tliee,  right  gladly  lying  down ; 

What  I  shall  the  poets  praise  Athens,  and  make 
Songs  to  the  City  of  the  Violet  Crown, 


"  And  none  prjiise  Joves  great  City,  where  we  spei 
Our  span  of  years  ?     'T  was  sweet  therein  to  dw 

Yet  l>eing  bid  to  quit,  go  well  content ! 
No  tyrant  orders  ;  no  harsh  laws  compel ! 


J^^ 
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Tio  opened  thee  the  City-gates,  now  closes  ; 
Pho  named  thee  freemau,  aciKls  thee  off  the  wall : 
lert  obedifnt !     Is  there  one  supposes 
lie  Ruler  uf  the  Rulers  knows  not  all  ? 

i^rt  submissive,  gldd  !     Die  uiirepining  ! 
Ihere  is  a  Greater  guardeth  thee  than  ihou, 
aer  than  to  thyself  thy  life's  comhiniiig 
^as  to  the  Cosmos ;  death  is  better  now  \ " 

fe  he  not  perfect  *     Will  you  scorn  to  wear 
lis  aureus  mid  the  gems  ?     Yet  lurking  wonders 
)Iex  male  minils,  studying  your  strange  sex.  Bear ! 

tor  gazing  on  his  countenance  one  ponders 

grudge  Faustina  bore  him.     She—  his  wife  — 
haring  the  Purple,  Lady  of  his  glory, 
led  the  imperiiil  honors  of  his  lil'e 
ith  sliameful  passions.     Nay.  I  spare  the  story  I 

r  knew  it  —  to  the  lowest  Roman  slave : 
uvtng  he  would  not  punish  ;  dead  he  made  her 
Kqaies  splendid  ;  stateliest  moiirnitig  gave, 

lod  in  a  glorious  milk-white  tomb  he  laid  her. 
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Ah,  you  will  wear !     You  sternly  judge  Faustiiie ! 

Yet  one  point  more  :  —  his  sword  he  whetted  shan^  -^^■arp 
To  smite  the  followers  of  the  Nazarene ; 

Hated  the  Christians,  and  burned  Polycarp  — 

For  Rome's  great  sake  !     You  lay  it  by  again ! 

But,  this  —  at  best  —  we  are ;  doubtless,  't  is  pit^ 
He  could  not  love  our  gentle  Christ,  nor  win 

One  woman's  breast     Still,  when  he  died,  his 

Voted  him  God ;  and  every  citizen 

Bought  bronzes  of  him,  built  them  shrines  at  ho"  -^=^2De  ; 
Made  him  their  household  liir,  their  Man  of  meu  ;       -^ 

Faustina's  fool,  Christ's  foe,  crowned  saint  of  Rr_-         -■nje.' 


I. 


See  now !  an  Ivory  Casket  for  your  treasures, 
Cut  from  a  tusk  some  lord  of  Elephauts 

Yielded,  besieged  amid  his  forest-pleasures, 
By  circling  foes.     The  creamy  surface  vaunts 

Turquoise,  in  blue  stars  set,  with  lolite. 
That  violet-tinted  gem  which  somewhile  hides 

In  Indian  hills.     Azures  and  purples  bright 
Play  daintily  across  its  sparkling  sides  ! 

And,  look !  the  Casket  bears  so  rich  a  labor 
Of  chiselled  work,  and  stones,  it  may  have  been 

By  day  the  white  delight,  at  niglit  the  neighbor 
Of  the  soft  slumbers  of  some  Hindoo  Queen. 

It  may  be  wrought  —  who  knows  ?  of  ivory 
Taken  from  tooth  of  Raja  Megh  Koomar. 

A  famous  Prince  of  Magadha  was  he, 
Gentle  in  peace,  and  generous  in  war, 
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An  elephant,  in  his  kst  life  but  one,  — 

'T  is  the  Jain  story  —  for  a  woodland-fire 
Brake  forth,  consuming  trees  and  grass.     Undone 

The  forest-creatures  died.     Wider  and  higher 

The  red  tongues  raged  ;  whereat  this  kingly  beast 
Betook  himself  for  flight ;  when  —  from  the  reeds 

A  striped  busli-mouse,  of  all  things  last  and  least, 
Leaped  forth,  and  ran  between  his  feet,  and  pleads 

To  Raja  Megh  :  "  Ahi !  great  Prince  !  permit 

I  take  asyhun  from  this  dreadful  flame 
IJetwixt  thy  micjhty  legs  1 "     Megh  looked  on  it  : 

"  Small  art  thou  ! "  quotha  "  yet  is  life  the  same 

*•  Brother  !  for  thee  as  me.  Stay  where  thou  art  I 
I  never  spurned  aught  living,  nor  shall  now  ; 

Sit  close  and  fear  not ;  I  will  not  depart !  '* 
Therewith  he  faced  the  fire,  wielding  a  bough 

Of  tliick-loaved  SU,  to  beat  the  heat  away : 

AVhich  curled  and  hissed,  and  scorched,  blisterinCT       ^^^^ 
limb 
And  all  his  leni^th  of  trunk,  so  sore  —  they  say  — 

Megh  died  ere  night;  but  saved  the  mouse.     And  J'^'^'^ 
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le  next  life  tho  just  Ciods  made  a  king. 
irk,  tou,  your  casket's  milky  sides,  huw  full 
lagery  '     Here  'n  a  subtle  thing  — 
bauynu-tree,  wliei-tjat,  with  steadfast  pull, 

a  tusked  Elephant  to  lay  it  law ; 
id  'mongst  the  dropping  branches  two  which  bear 
Ig-tailud  cliugiiig  monkey,  feeding  so 
I  the  red  figs,  he  has  no  eyes  Lo  fear 

B  two  rats,  one  so  black,  aud  one  so  white, 
hich  nibble  at  the  branches  t  but  beneath 
\  gapes,  where  yon  see  the  lurid  light 
snake-sliapes  twisting,  and  grim  signs  of  death. 

,  T  interi>ret  ?     Life  'a  the  banyan-tree  ; 
hich  Death,  the  elephant,  in  dust  would  lay  ; 
'the  poor  foolish  ape  ia  Man  ;  and,  see ! 
ik  block  rat  is  the  Night,  the  white  the  Day, 

li  ever  gnaw,  in  turn,  at  life's  thin  branches 
lereto  man  clings  ;  till,  blind  with  senw  and  sin, 
itii  world's  figs,  down  rolls  he  to  those  trenches 
j;  by  Death's  feet,  with  si-vpents  hid  therein. 
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But  here 's  a  fairer  legend  carved  1     A  balance 

Wherein  they  weigh  a  Prince  against  a  Dove  z       ^ 

An  Eagle  looking  on !  the  Eagle's  talons 
Bloody ;  the  Prince's  face  alight  with  love ! 

Shall  I  interpret  ?    Eaja  Sagaras 

Tliis  is  ;  for  kindly  heart  of  large  renown : 

One  morning,  when  in  full  Divan  he  was, 

A  white  dove  through  the  lattice  fluttered  do^  ^^ira, 

Her  silver  plumage  pink  with  blood,  and  ruffl 
And,  following  on  fierce  wings,  an  Eagle.    S 

Nigh  dead  with  fear,  her  fainting  pinions  mufiS 
In  the  King's  breast-cloth,  seeking  sanctua 


Close  to  his  heart.     Then  screamed  the  cruel  l^  ^  ^^ 
"  Give  me  my  prey,  just  King  !  "     But  Sagam:^^'*  "^ 

Fondling  the  Dove,  said  :  *'  Never  is  it  heard 

A  prince  repelled  his  supph'ant  I "     Hot  as  l>xr'^^'? 


Glared  tlu'  great  Eagle's  eyes  while  it  did  cry  - 
"  I  conjure  thee  by  justice  !     She  is  mine! 

We  drave  her  from  the  wood,  my  mate  and  I, 
We  hunger  !  give  the  pigeon's  meat  —  or  tbi^  ^^ 


f  •' 


I  hast  tliy  right,"  answered  the  King,  "  but  I 
■Tight  to  ransum ;  bring  me  scales,  and  weigh 
b  against  this  dgve's."     So,  fearlessly 
F  he  a  sword,  and  lopped  his  haud  away. 

1  weighed  more !     More  of  his  bleeding  Hesh 
e  that  kind  Prince  ;  yet  stiJl  mounted  the  scale  ' 
lat  he  would,  heaping  fresli  gifts  on  fresh, 
i  proves  aye  tlie  lieavier  I     To  prevail 

balance  then  himself  he  laid, 
and  faiiiling,  ■■  for  "  quoth  he,  "  a.  King 
ierer  dead,  aud  eagle's  food,  than  made 
Btue  through  ages,  doing  such  a  thing  ! " 

i  —  the  legend  runs  —  the  Drums  of  Heaven 
tender  music,  and  strange  blossoms  mined 
the  sky ;  and  from  those  oceans  seven, 

Bh  ring  our  Earth,  t^me  Spirits  of  Cliss,  constrained 

sweet  deed  to  show  themselves,  aud  praise 
Baja  carven  here :  also  the  Dove 
«IT  her  feathers,  and  groat  I'ma  was 
'»  fiiir  Queen.  Mother  of  Light  iind  Love  t 
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And  the  black  Eagle  into  Dharma  turned 
The  God  of  Justice ;  and  the  Eaja's  hurts 

Were  healed ;  and  all  the  hearts  of  people  burn( 
With  worship  1    So  had  Mercy  her  deserts.  . 

Another  sculptured  side !    A  mango-tree 
Laden  with  fruit :  one  who  a  hatchet  bears 

Of  black  hue  ;  one  breaking  a  branchlet,  —  see ! 
Blue-visaged ;  while  a  tliird,  red-featured,  teai 

IiJiw  mangoes  down  :  a  fourth  sits  in  the  leaves 

Katiiig  tlie  ripest ;  —  he  is  yellow  :  five 
Is  this  liglit  tinted  Kislii  who  receives 
The  fallen  fruit,  and  passes.     Shall  I  give 

Interpretation  ?     'T  is  a  parable 

Of  mortals  usin^jj  life  and  living  thines : 

A  Hindoo  Artist's  fable;  he  would  tell 

r>y  colors  who  is  wise,  and  which  man  brings 

Shame  on  himself  and  sorrow  to  his  kind. 

Black,  with  vile  selfishness,  is  he  that  croes. 
To  hew  the  tree  for  mangoes  to  his  mind  ; 

Conipierors  and  criminals  are  such  as  those. 
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^iid  not  quite  black  —  but  blue  —  this  egiJti.st 
AVlio  breaks  a  branch  to  reach  some  rosy  fruit ; 
ch  be  seducers,  profligates ;  I  wist 
Small  thought  have  they  of  the  sad  withered  shoot  1 

little  fairer-tinted  —  red  —  is  he 
^Vho  will  not  harm  brauchlet  or  trunk ;  yet  mounts 
t»  the  thickest  harvest  of  the  tree, 
Tlucking    what    comes :    and    this    man  —  yellow  — 
counts 


tter  complexion  still,  who  only  takes 
The  ripe  fruits,  made  for  eating.     But  the  best 

Tiold  liim  in  that  patient  saint  who  makes 
"The  fallen  ones  suffice !    His  hues  attest  — 


^hite  or  wheat-colored)  —  tliat  the  carver  meant  him 
*rbe  sweet  contented  soul  that  seeks  small  share 
^^^tefuUy,  and  goes  by:  since  Heaven  hath  sent  him 
To  serve  and  work,  not  feast  and  wanton  here. 

^\i !  the  last  panel !    Asia's  secrets  those, 

Cut  with  pruud  patience  on  the  creamy  tooth ! 

*iere  you  divine  a  form  serene  which  shows 

Smooth  perfect  limbs,  and  glorious  grac^  of  youth; 

10 
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One  side  all  male,  and  one  all  tender  woman  ; 

The  right-half  God,  but  Goddess  all  the  left ; 
With  braided  hair,  full  bosoms,  beauties  human : 

Over  its  head  a  bat,  and  water-eft ; 

Beneath,  a  climbing  plant  shoots  three-fold  leaves, 
With  pale  blue  flowerets.     'T  is  our  Hindoo's  wi 

To  teach  how  "  Maya's  "  subtle  art  deceives 
By  double  sexes,  forms  of  things  which  play 

In  various  disguise  of  "  He  "  and  "  She," 

Of  serpent,  beast,  and  bird  ;  of  moving  lives, 

And  lives  not  movinfc.     "  All  is  fantasy  ! 
There  is  one  Being  only  !  "  this  he  strives 

To  carve  upon  the  casket,  showing  us 
Ardhanarishwara  —  female  and  male  — 

Who  hath  both  natures;  and  the  bat  proves  thus 
That  mouse  and  bird  unite,  as  skin  and  scale 

Meet  in  tlie  eft.  The  plant  with  triple  leaf 
All,  that 's  a  marvel  of  our  Indian  jun<ile  ! 

Dull  l)(>tanist8  —  who  Hout  the  sweet  belief 
That  Drvads  live,  and  with  harsh  Latin  bunjiile 
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B  use  and  beauty  —  those  have  never  told 
lalf  ardently  Besmodium's  miracle ! 
ou  should  watch  its  buds  of  blue  and  gold 
md  light  green  leaflets,  you  would  see  them  tell 

lute  by  minute  tlie  day-watches  all, 

tnd  all  the  hours  of  night,  ever  alert ; 

t  petiole  rising  while  the  others  fall ; 

lU  herb  which  lives  and  moves,  and  doth  assert 

oul  of  sentience  overpassing  bounds 

et  for  the  leafy  world.     Have  we  not  seen 

mnny  Singhalesian  garden-grounds, 

"he  grasses  shrink  where  our  quick  steps  had  been, 

iest  and  timid  as  a  maid  that  blushes, 
5ut  is  not  to  be  touched  ?     Flowers,  too,  there  be 
icb  sparkle  flame  in  opening  ;  one  that  flushes 
carlet,  at  sunset  only.     Briefly,  he  — 

:  Hindoo  —  thinks  men,  creatures,  trees  all  one  •, 

le  calls  Dcsmodium  a  mystic  name. 

:  close  tin*  Casket's  lid  !     I  were  undone 

f  this  should  weary  you.     Now  shines  the  flame 


D. 


Of  Dawn-stone  !  rare  Sandastros ! — piedra  pu 
My  servants  bring  this  gem  from  Yucatan : 

See !  in  on  i  light 't  is  ruddy  like  Aurora, 
And  i^.  another  pallid  gold.  ...  A  man 


Died,  save  for  this  !     Ah,  but  so  long  ago 
You  net'd  not  sigh  ;  yet,  if  you  ask  the  story. 

Believe  tliat  every  jewel  here  below 

Ilath  some  Familiar  dwelling  in  its  qIoty. 

How  shall  we  question  now  ?     Mark,  on  the  geir 
Strange  signs  incised  —  Mexican  symbols  grav 

By  ilontezuma's  priests  —  the  speech  of  them 
Was  Aztec :  let  the  stone  be  three  times  wave 


And  say,  in  ancient  Aztec  phrase,  demurely, 
"  Sprite  of  the  Jewel,  speak  !  whence  sprin<T:esi 

What  is  thv  tale  ?"  —  Oh,  it  will  answer,  surelv 
Beliold!  a  little  brown-eyed  damsel  now 


thou 


I  *  I't'di^^,  in  fi'aLlieiX'd  garb,  and  plaited  tre.sses, 
-<As  the  soft  Indians  used  when  Cortez  came ! 
^^*^ten  !  with  low  obeisance  she  addresses 
"H^he  mistress  of  the  stone  : 

"  My  wearer  s  name 
AJVas  young  Ayani  —  daughter  to  the  priest 

Of  Tezicatlepotchli,  God  of  day ; 
Xi  Anahuac,  at  the  yearly  feast, 

The  fairest  captive  youth  they  chose,  to  lay 

]3ound,  on  the  Blood-Eock  of  the  Pointed  Hill  — 
The  TeoK^lli  —  for  thus  was  our  Law  :  — 
iTie  people  beat  the  snake-drums,  and  blew  shrill 

Their  pipes  of  bone,  whilst  the  Chief -Priest  did  draw 

*'  His  knife  of  splintered  itztli  through  the  ilesh 
Cutting  from  East  to  West;  and  so  did  take 
The  throbbing  heart  away,  and  burn  it  fresh 
Upon  the  Sun-God's  altar.     But  to  make 

"  Costlier  that  noble  offering  to  Heaven, 
For  twelve  glad  moons  before  the  day  of  doom 

Honor  and  love  to  the  fair  boy  were  given  ; 
They  built  him  in  the  Golden  House  a  room 


i;o 
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"  Like  a  God's  chamber,  gay  with  many  a  thing 
Of  grace  and  ornament ;  and  richly  laid 

With  cougar-skins  and  mats :  where  slaves  did  bri 
Each  eve  —  baskets  of  grapes,  and  cakes  new-m 


"With  cactus-wine  and  honey,  spreading  soft 
His  bed  for  love  and  sleep ;  since  always  there 

Tender  ones  waited,  waving  high  aloft 

Fans  of  pied  feathers,  that  the  fragrant  air 

"  Mij'ht  kiss  his  brow  and  cheeks.     And  lovely  jirai 
Opened  beyond  the  chamber,  where  there  grew 

All  the  fair  fruits  our  southern  summer  liardens, 
Stately  great  trees,  and  blooms  of  every  hue. 


*'  And  there  wouhl  lie  Ayani,  with  her  lover. 
For  she  was  noblest,  and  our  law  was  this ; 

That— till  those  twelve  good  moons  were  j)ast  and  ov 
The  sweetest  lips,  the  proudest  breasts  were  his. 


•or-- 


"  The  Ix'st  the  Land  could  give.     Mine  was  tlie  jewtn 
Her  throat  bore  when  its  dusky  beauty  spread 

In  those  swift  hours  of  joy,  tender  and  cruel, — 
A  pillow  for  his  hap})y,  fated  head. 
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X  liere  would  Ayaiii  lie,  making  delight 
I-'or  him  whose  heart  must  smoke  upon  the  stone  : 
rir-ding  with  buds  of  river-roses  white 

IThat  breast  the  flint  must  open,  flesh  and  bone ! 


nd  she  would  sing  our  ancient  temple-song  — 
and  bewitching  —  saying  Life  is  this  : 
c^ream  whose  vague  delight  lasts  never  long ; 
swift  night  swallowing  up  brief  day  of  bliss  : 


',  with  low  kissing-cry  would  call  away 
The  humming  birds,  tliat  quivered  at  the  blooms, 
^>  nestle  in  her  neck  and  hands,  and  lay 
T?he  honey-quest  aside,  trilling  their  plumes 

To  please  the  pair.     This  glory  of  my  gem, 
Which  trembles  with  the  colors  of  the  Morn, 
■^ath  no  such  radiance  as  the  tints  of  them  — 
Wmged  jewels  of  their  Garden.     One  was  borne 

"On  pinions  of  pale  green,  melting  to  black 
By  bronze  and  russet  passages,  its  head 

Alight  with  blazing  ruby,  and  its  back 
Afire  with  flashing  sapphire.     Some  word  said 
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"  Would  bring  that  tiny  splendor,  glittering. 

Forth  from  the  trumpet-blossom's  perfumed  cup, 

To  brood  amid  Ay&ni*s  hair,  each  wing 
Brilliantly  spread,  and  the  crest  lifted  up 


"  A  tongue  of  flickering  flame.     And  one  bird  — 
All  silver  and  soft  blues,  with  tufts  of  silk 

At  each  wliite  flank  —  would  fly  fond  to  her  breast. 
And  hang  between  its  hills  of  tinted  milk, 

"  Darting  in  play  his  bill's  black  slender  curve, 
Now  this  side  and  now  that,  as  if  what  grew 

On  those  hill  tops  were  sweet  enough  to  serve 
For  flowers  and  nectar.     And  another  flew  — 

"  Wliene  er  Ayuni  summoned  —  to  her  lip, 

A  little  starry  speck  whence  keen  beams  gleamed 

Of  ^^n\d  and  purple,  in  bright  fellowship 

With  dark  green  gorget,  and  a  neck  that  seemed 

"  Pluninged  from  rainbows.    *  Feed !  my  Eose-ball.  F^^ 
Tlie  ilirl  would  murmur,  and  the  bird  would  poise 

His  hrii^lit  enamelled  breast,  and  blossomy  head 
Tn'fore  her  open  laughing  mouth,  with  noise 
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Of  w liirring  wings  ;  pluugiug  the  amethyst 
*^f  Iais  stnall  Frontlet,  nnti  his  go  Id -mailed  neck 
Into  tliat  rosy  hollow  —  sweet,  I  wist, 
-■^3  ajiy  rose's  heart  —  and  feign  to  auck 

■"^y  Mini's  honey  \     Yet  annther  minion  — 
*-oi^eIotted  all  bi  crimson  scales,  and  thighed 
'  itH    topaz  and  with  tuniuojse  ;  either  pinion 

^p*Ocnj,pm.pig —  he  would  perch  upon  her  e-ar, 
^^P*^  in  its  pearly  cavern  ;  you  had  thought 
^^■^6   fire-opal  from  Papantla  there 
^^"^^'^igeoned  and  blazed!     With  other  cries  she  brought 

**^»  fair  woodliind  creittiires  ;  lizards  plaU.>d 
*-*-1j  gray  and  amber  armor;  mottled  sn.ikos 

^~"  Hio  lithe  d  and  sheeny;  great-eyed  musk-deer,  sated 
'■tl  browsing  Uowers.     The  jacamar,  who  makes 

I*  *iest  in  reeda.  left  its  ret!  eggs  to  go 
I   "  nero  the  girl  called  ;  the  grnnling  peccaries 
p**"!  at  her  through  tlie  aloes ;  *vhite  as  snow 
I    "Hieogreta  clusU'ted  round  lier.     He  that  lie-8 


154  LOTUS  AND  JEWEL. 

"  Couched  in  the  canes,  a  terror  of  the  wood,  — 

The  clouded  jaguar,  —  when  Ay&ni  sung 
Dropped  the  red  fragments  from  his  jaws,  and  si 

At  the  brake's  edge  to  hear.    Slowly  unclung 

''  His  coils  the  anaconda  from  the  limb 

Where  he  lay  knotted ;  and,  all  spell-bound,  drei 

His  massive  freckled  folds  through  twilights  dim 
Of  the  deep  forest,  hastening  near  to  view 

"  That  sweet-voiced  woman.    All  along  the  leaves 
Of  the  Eoyal  lilies,  where  their  lush  growth  lies 

Crowning  with  green  and  red  the  river-waves, 
The  plovers  raced  to  greet  her.     Butterflies  — 

"  Azure  and  silver-dappled,  black  and  gold  — 

Drew  towards  lier  as  tliey  draw  to  some  bright  bl  ^crJssom 
Ah,  for  a  jewelled  queen  !  *t  was  to  behold 

Ayani  with  the  sun-birds  in  her  bosom, 

"  And  tliose  gay  fluttering  fulgencies  alight 
On  her  dark  hair !     She  had  such  charm  of  love 

T  would  stay  the  nursing  toucan  in  her  flight, 
And  fetcli  the  hungry  condor  from  above 
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fb  circle  tii^jh :  the  clavin  —  singing  sweet 
Beyond  all  warblera  —  and  four-handed  folk, 
ionebted,  furred,  hook-tailed,  all  to  her  feet 
prept  wooingly,  and  took  the  gentle  yoke. 

n  joy  and  peace,  of  young  Ayaiii.     So 
Flew  the  delicious  days,  till  that  day  came, 

last  of  love.    '  Honey  ot  life  1     Dost  know  ? ' 
llie  captive  said  :  '  to-morrow  morn  the  flauid 


Will  eat  the  heart  which  so  adores  thee  ? '     '  Dear ! 
Slie  Girl  made  answer:  '  I  was  set  to  soothe 
^  dying  times,  not  love  thee :  yet,  this  year 
Bath  made  our  spirits  one !    Ayfini's  youth, 

Ayilni's  mirth  and  comfort  go  with  thee  ! 
^las,  the  hateful  stone  1  the  cruel  knife ! 

awful  God  !     But,  if  this  offering  be, 
llow  shall  1  live  alone,  who  am  thy  wife, 

Oreat  with  Uiy  child  ?     Look  now  '  't  is  dark  I  array 

thee 

[n  my  bark  mantle;  bind  round  thy  waist 
f  belt  of  feathers.  T"h' !  If  any  stay  thee, 
Piia  jewel  is  the  sign  !     Speak  nothuig  I     Haste ! 
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" '  Show  them  my  stone,  and  pass !     Hide  in  the 
Less  bitter  are  the  beasts  than  men  who  pray ! ' 

Vainly  he  clung  and  kissed ;  vainly  withstood, 

She  thrust  him  forth  to  save  him.     When  'twa^^s^  — ^ 

"  They  found  him  fled.    Then,  all  the  angry  folk 
Cried  death  against  Ayani,  who  had  cheated 

Great  Tezicatlepotchli  of  his  smoke 

Of  sacrifice.     But  she  their  spite  defeated  ; 

''  For,  lying  bound,  she  summoned  from  the  brak< 
By  some  low  word  her  woodland  creatures  kne^ 

And  understood  —  a  slender  ribboned  snake 
Which  coiled,  obedient,  round  her  wrist,  and  dar^^^ 

"  One  ruby  blood-drop,  with  right-loving  tooth.  — - 

So  did  Ayjlni  win  escape.     My  gem 

Hath  this  for  story  !  " 

If  thy  tale  be  truth, 
Sprite  of  the  Stone !  who  would  not  pity  them  ? 


E. 

T?Tt 

^^'E  !  and  Essonite !  the  last  and  rarest  — 
^t Vx  Evening  Emerald,  sumamed  Peridot ! 

^ill  fair  ladies  envy  you,  my  Dearest, 
^^  this  full  Jewel-Casket  you  have  got ! 

^^ !    Not  many  an  eye  hath  viewed  the  wonder ! 

O         ^cret  of  Brazilian  streams,  which  bring 
^  in  twelve  moons  to  sight  —  the  schist- drifts  under 
*^e  tender  glories  of  this  subtle  thing. 

^"^etimes  a  honey-yellow,  sometimes  green 
r>^    "^8  leaves  against  the  light,  then  shot  with  flakes 
J)ale  sea-blue,  but  all  three  Colors  seen 


^^ 


s  Nature  wills ;  for  the  keen  crystal  takes 


touch  of  wheel.     Its  fragile  charms  forbid 
goldsmith's  labor  ;  when  the  Maker  made 
Tilase,  **  Let  there  lie,  in  My  Rivers  hid, 
One  perfect  thing  man  shall  not  mar  ! "  He  said. 
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And  Essonite  —  styled  "stone  of  Cumamon " — 
The  garnet  Greek  and  Tuscan  used  to  grave 

With  beauty,  best  and  sweetest  under  sun. 
Faces  of  Gods,  and  Heroes  great  and  brave  \ 


Guld,  lircd  witli  crimson  beams,  so  glows  this  gca. 

Cut  to  a  beetle's  shape,  the  sacred  Scarab 
Of  dead  Egyptians.     Note  the  signs  of  them  — 

yiiiiiiit  hieroglyphs !    Some  (Ethiop  or  Arab 

Wore  this  in  life  and  death ;  and  no  man  knows 

His  name  or  deeds!     But  your  name  men  siialll'i"'* 
Heading  these  jewelled  letters  which  compose 
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^^^W  spirits  tread  green  meads  in  Heaven. 
^^    the  "  precioos  olivine  "  men  trace 
^  of  Nile ;  and  sometimes  it  is  riven 
^  'those  black  massy  bolts  hurled  out  of  space 

TJt\i\ 

^Vir  Earth.     Whence  come  they  ?    Birds  of  wonder, 

jTit^g  Q^  fearful  pinions  from  the  Vast 

^^in  all  swims ;  lighting,  mid  flame  and  thunder, 

^lie  scorched  fields.     The  Indian  blacksmith's  blast 

<^^s  a  sword  therefrom  of  splendid  water : 
-^       pluck  a  jewel,  Dear !  for  Love  can  bring 

^^ess  from  grief,  high  hope  from  death  and  slaughter, 
"^^ght  out  of  Darkness,  good  from  everything  ! 


i^ » 
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QH 


Xaila. 

;,  Foolish  One !  who  wonderest  if  the  eyes  of  lovers 
see 

The  glory  of  the  Living  God  in  faces  blank  to  thee  ; 
If  unto  them  the  form  belov'd  veils  more  than  mortal 
charms, 
And  Paradise  stands  open  when  "  my  Lady  "  spreads  her 

arms. 
The  Khalif  unto  Laila  said :  "  Art  thou  that  Maid  of  fame 
For  whom  a  wanderer  in   the  waste   the   lost  Majn(in 

became  ? 
^7  Allah !  not  to  me  thou  seem'st  as  fair  as  hath  been 
told, 
'^'  ^  Hose  of  all  our  roses ;  no  white  pearl  set  in  gold ! 
^^^  all  the  trees  no  cypress,  of  all  the  stars  no  moon!  " 
-■^eace,  Ix)rd,''  sad  Laila,  answered,   "thou  art  not  my 
Majnfin ! " 


She.  Under  the  marble's  milk-white  satin. 

With  cherubim,  seraphim,  trumpets  of  Fac:  -^^    ^      * 
And  stately  scrolls  of  imperial  Latin 
Blazoning  proudly  each  deathless  name ; 


-ve 


I  think  I  could  rest  in  a  well-pleased  slumbc^^^"^""^^ ' 
I  think  my  flesh  would  be  fain  of  the  grai 

If  I  niiglit  be  of  this  glorified  number. 
And  such  a  toinb,  such  epitaphs,  have ! 

Ifc.  Oh,  easily  lulled  !  and  comforted  lightly  ! 

If  I  might  choose,  I  would  have  them  giver 
To  the  ([uick  flames,  burning  clear  and  brigh' 
Whatever  is  left  of  me,  after  I  live. 

(Ir  else,  in  the  kind  great  arms  of  tlie  sea  — 

Which  nothing  can  cumber,  and  nothing  Bt       ■^'nn  — 

Lay  it  and  leave  it.     So  might  I  be 

Safe  back  with  the  winds  and  the  waters  ap5^^^^ 
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^t  IdBSt  ooufess  't  weie  a  record  splendid 
To  li^  like  Philips,  with  lovely  verse 

Sounding  the  triumph  of  life  well  ended, 
Tenderly  wreathing  the  minstrel's  hearse; 

Was  it  not  grand  to  win  such  sweet  riddance  ? 

"  Master !  peaceful  hereunder  recline ! " 
To  be  laid  in  earth  with  that  gentle  biddance  ? 

• '  Till  Angels  wake  thee  with  songs  like  thine ! '' 

Fair  is  the  verse ;  but,  I  think  the  Master 

Would  rather  live  on  a  choral  lip ; 
Would  liever  some  warm  heart  beat  the  faster 

For  musical  joy  and  fellowship, 

In  anthems  rolling —  solemn  and  certain  — 
Or  madrigals  left  us  to  play  and  to  sing ; 

Than  have  Angels  set  to  draw  Death's  curtain, 
And  lauds  as  loud  as  the  praise  of  a  King. 

?.  Well !  tell  me  then,  was  there  ever  graven 
A  farewell  softer  to  spirit  fled 
Than  Franklin  hears  in  this  quiet  haven 
Where  moor  the  fleets  of  our  mighty  Dead  ? 


1 66  OTHER  POEMS. 

Cenotaph  ?    Yes !  —  but  the  beautiful  message 

Where  is  one  like  it  ?    "  Great  Sailor-Soul !  ^ 

Sailing  now  on  some  happier  passage. 
Voyaging  hence  to  no  earthly  Pole !  '* 


\ 


He,  Nay !    I  have  seen  what  was  like  it,  and  bettei^  ^>,:^ter; 
Far  away,  on  a  Syrian  hiU : 
Not  one  word !  not  an  Arabic  letter 

Marked  where  the  dead  man  lay  so  still ; 


But  round  his  headstone,  for  sorrow  and  storv, 

A  long  black  braid  of  tresses  was  tied ! 
Think  how  she  loved  him  to  give  the  glor}' 

Of  her  hair !     Would  you  Dear !  if  I  had  dl   —  J^ieJ  ? 


$lltalattta« 

Obeek  Atalanta !  girdled  high, 

Gold-sandalled ;  great  majestic  Maid  I 
Ser  hair  bound  back  with  silver  tie, 

And  in  her  hand  th'  Arcadian  blade 
To  pierce  that  suitor  who  shall  choose 
Challenge  her  to  the  Kace  —  and  lose ! 

And  —  at  her  side  —  Hippomenes  ! 

Poised  on  his  foremost  foot,  with  soul 
Burning  to  win  —  if  Pallas  please,  — 

That  course  deep-perilous  whose  goal 
Is  joy  or  death !     Apples  of  gold 
His  trembling  fingers  do  enfold ! 

Oh,  girls !  *t  is  English,  as  't  is  Greek ! 

Life  is  that  course:  train  so  the  soul 
That,  girt  with  health  and  strength,  it  seek 

One  swifter  still,  who  touches  goal 
First  —  or,  for  lack  of  breath  outdone. 
Dies  gladly,  so  such  race  was  run ! 
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Tet  scorn  not,  if,  before  your  feet 
The  golden  fruits  of  life  should  roU  — 

Faith,  worship,  loving  service  sweet — 
To  stoop  and  grasp  them  I    So  the  Soul 

Buns  slower  in. the  JCace.by  these. 

But  wins  them,  and — 


XlfiC* 

{From  Victor  Hugo^ 

Let  us  be  like  a  bird,  one  instant  lighted 

Upon  a  twig  that  swings ; 
He  feels  it  yield  —  but  sings  on,  unaflrrighte:==== —  ^ 

Knowing  he  hath  his  wiugs  I 


Soul  of  me  !  floating,  and  flitting,  and  fond  1 
Thou  and  this  body  were  life-mates  together; 
Wilt  thou  be  gone  now  ?    And  whither  ? 

Pallid,  and  naked,  and  cold, 
Not  to  laugh,  or  be  glad,  as  of  old ! 


€|ie  Wtft^^  of  tt^t  Jbta. 

S^iicture  by  Mr.  Burne  Jones,  with  the  motto 

—  habes  quod  totd  menie  petisti  . 
Jhfdixl) 

'■^Oh  is  the  one  we  must  pity,  Master  ? 
^^  lio  is  in/elix  —  the  boy,  or  she 

ing  him  down  from  his  bark's  disaster 
o  the  pebbled  floor  of  her  silvery  sea  ? 
^Ix  light  keen  laughter  drawing  him  down  ; 
^^f  ul  to  clasp  him  —  her  mariner  brown  — 
^^less  of  life-breath,  which  bubbles  upward, 
'^   the  fair  strong  body  her  own  may  be. 


o  was  the  one  that  longed  too  madly 
c^  have  the  wish  —  and  is  sorry  to  have  ? 
5^ou  mean  your  sailor  faced  over-gladly 
Xe  toils  of  the  bitter  and  treacherous  wave  ; 
-    clepths  which  charm,  the  danger  which  pleases 
^    death  that  tempts  man's  spirit,  and  teases ; 
^   now  he  has  won  it,  his  prize  of  daring, 
i^gged  to  the  cold  sea-maiden's  cave  ? 
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Or  was  it  she,  the  Merman's  Daughter,  — 

Half  soft  white  woman,  half  glittering 
Who,  sporting  by  starlight  upon  the  water 
Saw  him,  and  passioned  —  and  so  preva 
Sent  the  gale,  or  the  mountainous  billow, 
To  wash  him  down  to  the  oozy  pillow 
WTiere  night  and  day,  she  will  lull  her  lo 
'Mid  whispering  sea-shells,  and  green 

And  she  is  to  find  -:-  poor  Child  of  ocean. 
His  mouth  set  fast,  and  his  blue  eyes  di 
And  lips,  and  limbs,  and  hands  sans  motio 
And  sweet  love  dumb  in  the  breast  of  b 
And  her  own  wild  heart  will  break  to  kno 
Men  cannot  breathe  in  her  Blue  below, 
Nor  mermaidens  come  to  the  Blue  of  his  I 
Is  that  your  moral,  my  Painter  grim  ? 


Say,  rather :  "  terqxLc  quaterqne  feliccs  !  " 
Fortunate,  both  of  them,  winning  their  \v/i 

If  you  paint  the  deep  gray  Sea's  abysses 
Dare  also  to  plunge  to  the  depths  of  111 ! 

For  Peace  broods  under  the  rough  waves'  riot, 

And  beyond  dark  Death  is  delightful  quiet; 


saveii ; 


1! 


THE  DEPTHS  OF  THE  SEA, 

<1  once  to  have  loved  is  good  for  the  Sea-girl, 
And  once  to  have  died  is  better  still ! 
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all  them  happy  —  yea, "  three  and  more  times," 

3he  hath  her  Boy ;  he  hath  his  rest ; 

d  to  finish  love  and  life  beforetimes 

For  Sailor  and  Mermaid  is  —  may  be  —  best, 

hink  she  feels,  by  her  subtle  laughter, 

at  to  clasp  him  was  good,  whatever  comes  after ; 

d  what  should  a  weary  mariner  wish  for 

Better  than  sleep  by  Love  caressed? 


4t|)t  l^cateidp  JbtcctL 

"  SOMKnUBS,"  Bighed  Lalage:  "in  honrs  of  sadness 

A  sudden  pleasure  shinfe  apoa  tlie  booI, 
The  heftit  beats  goick  to  iuU-heard  notes  of  glad:;^ 

And  from  the  dark  mind  all  its  cloads  unroll : 
How  is  this.  Poet  T    Yon,  who  know  things  hidd  ^ 

AVheiice  sounds  that  under-song  of  soft  cont«uV 
What  brings  such  peace,  unlooked-for  and  unbidc 

Say,  now !     Oh,  is  it  truth  or  accident  ? " 


"  Dear  Maid,"  I  said  !  "  wisely  you  ask  a  poet, 

For  there  '9  my  answer,  on  your  upper  lip ! 
The  Talniiul  wTitcs :  tlint  dimple  —  as  you  show 

Between  the  rosy  mouth  and  nose's  tip, 
Was  stamped  by  God's  own  hand,  the  day  lie  ni* 

"Wlien  uiit^i  each  He  whbpered  '  All  goeth  we^S 
Rut  pressed  His  finger  on  our  lips,  and  laid  us 

Viuler  His  secret  not  to  know  —  nor  tell !" 


J 


^n  Sbitu, 


k  farewell !     I  sliall  uot  see  ngaiii 
y  sikiuing  shores,  thy  peoples  of  the  Sud 
Qtle,  softr-maunered,  by  a  kind  wonl  wou 
Buch  quick  kiuduess!     O'er  the  Arab  main 
tjing  flag  streams  back ;  and  backwards  stream 
'  thouglits  to  tliose  fair  opeu  fields  I  love, 
(T  aud  village,  maidnu,  jungle,  gruve, 

temples  aud  Uie  rivers  '    Must  it  seem 
K^at  for  one  man's  heart  to  say  it  bolda 
Konny  many  Indian  sisters  dear, 
biany  Indian  brothers  ?  Umt  it  folds 
of  trne  friends  in  parting  ?     Nay!  but  there 
;ers  my  heart.  leave-taking ;  and  it  roves 
a  hut  to  hut  whispering  "  he  knows,  and  loves ! " 
by  1  Ctood-night  t    Sweet  may  your  slumbers  be. 
'  and  KuSi !  and  Sarlswati  t 

%tTrA5,  1886, 
S.S.  Siam. 


A  OLOUD  was  <Hi  the  Judge's  brow 
Tbe  day  we  walked  in  Aitwar-PSt; 

I  knew  not  Uwn,  but  sinoe  I  know 
Wbat  held  hia  eunest  featoree  aet : 

That  great  cause  in  the  Suddur  Court ! 

To-morrow  judgment  should  be  given ; 
And,  in  my  old  friend's  troubled  thought 

Conscience  with  prejudice  had  striven. 

Nay,  nay !    No  juster  Judge  on  bench ! 

But  Justice  in  this  cause  of  "  Wheatetone'S 
Was  hard  to  do.     I  could  not  wrench 

His  sombre  eyes  from  Poona's  street-stone-s 

Silent  we  threaded  Moti-chouk, 
Faced  silent  past  the  Dharma-sala; 

At  last,  half  petulant,  I  spoke ; 
'■  Here  is  our  Sanskrit  School  —  Pat-sbala  - 
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!  listening  to  their  gray  Guru 
The  Braliman  boys  read  Hindu  cases ; 
bBtmian  and  the  Code  for  you, 
Mauu  for  them  !     What  solemn  faces 

Eange,  in  dark  ring,  around  the  book 
Wherefrom  the  old  Acht'irya  preaches  I " 
Be  paused,  and,  with  a  wistful  look. 
Said  :  "  Might  one  know  what  If anu  teaches  ? 

)o  drew  we  nigh  the  School,  and  paid 
Due  salutations ;  while  the  Master  — 

Proud  to  be  marked  by  Sahehs  —  made 
The  strong  shlokes  roll,  fuller  and  faster: 

Ha  tismayita  lapasd 

VadSdishtwa  cha  nanritan 
fa  parilArttay  it  datwd 

NarttH  pyapavadid  vipran" 

Ji'amiUra  hi  sakdyartkam 
Pita  mata  cha  tUhtataa 
jnatir  na  putraddram 
Tuktati  dKarma  h^valas" 
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All  down  to  kaaarlrinam 

Gravely  the  Shastri  chants  the  verses, 
Rocking  his  head ;  while,  after  him. 

The  turbaued  class  each  line  rehearses. 

"  What  is  the  lesson  ?  **  asked  my  friend, 

With  low  salaam,*  reply  was  given : 
"Manu's  Fourth  Chapter  —  near  the  end  — 

At  shloke  two  hundred  thirty-seven." 

Then,  turning  to  the  brightest-eyed 

Of  those  brown  pupils  round  him  seated, 

"  Ounput,"  the  Shastri  said,  with  pride, 
"  If  it  shall  i)lease  my  Lords,  can  read  it.'' 

We  nodded ;  and  the  Brahman  lad  — 
At  such  great  charge  shy,  but  delighted 

In  what  soft  English  speech  he  had 
The  I  )evanagiri  recited : 

''  Be  not  too  ])roud  of  good  deeds  wrought ! 

When  thou  art  come  from  prayer,  speak  tx^  '^/r.'- 
Even  if  he  wrongeth  thee  in  aught 

Bespect  tliy  (hiru  !     Give  alms  dulv  ; 
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let  none  wist !     Live,  day  by  Jay, 
til  little  and  witli  little  swelling 
;alo  of  duty  done  —  the  way 
e  wise  aiit-pcople  bnild  their  dwelling  , 

hiimiing  any  living  thing ; 
at  thou  nia/st  Itave  —  at  time  of  dying,  - 
■nd  Lf)  hold  thee,  and  to  bring 
y  fuotslt'i's  safe ;  and,  so  relyiny, 

« to  the  farther  world.     For  none 

■e  Justice  leads  there  !     Father,  mother, 

not  be  nigli ;  nor  wife,  nor  son, 

r  friends,  nor  kin  ;  nor  any  other 


!  only  Jnstice  !     All  alone 

;fa  eateTelU  here,  and  each  one  leavetli 

life  aloue ;  and  every  one 

t  fruit  of  all  his  deeds  receiveth 

-alone;  bad  deeds  and  good! 
It  dny  witen  kinsmen,  sadly  turning, 
ke  tliee,  like  tlie  clay  or  wood, 
Inng  committed  to  the  burning. 


i 


"  But  Justice  sliall  not  ([uit  thee  then, 
If  thou  hast  servod  Ijcr ;  tlierefuru  never 

Cease  serving ;  that  she  hyld  thee,  wlieu 
Tlie  darkness  iaUs  which  falls  forever, 

"  Which  lidth  no  star,  nor  way  to  gui(J«. 

But  JuHticB  knows  the  road  ;  the  midnight 
Is  noon  to  her.     Man  at  her  side 

Goes  through  the  gloom  safe  to  the  hiil  lighL 

"  And  he  who  loved  her  more  than  all. 
Who  purged  by  sorrow  his  offences. 

Shall  shine  in  realms  celestial 

With  glory,  quit  of  sins  and  senses." 

\\'h(tt  niady  my  friend  so  softly  lay 
His  hand  on  Ounput's  naked  shoulder 

With  geutle  words  of  praiso,  and  say,  — 
His  cvfs  firo^'ii  happier  and  holder,  — 

"  i  too  have  been  at  school  1    Accept 

Thanks,  Guru  !   for  these  words  imparted  "  I 

And  when  we  turned  away  he  kept 

Silence  no  more,  hut  smiled,  light-hearted. 
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^  next  day,  in  his  Indian  Court, 
liat  summing-up  he  did  declaim  us  — 
Lght  in  the  teeth  of  what  was  thought  — 
^^AT'hich  made  "  His  Honor  "  feared  and  famous. 


(From   Victor  Hicgo.) 

^      ^^'fi,  in  the  dark  room,  had  dry  bread  for  dinner, 
^       ^y  of  something  wroug  ;  and  I  —  the  sinner  — 
^^  lip  to  see  that  prisoner  in  her  cell, 
^  ^lipped  —  on  the  sly  —  some  comfits  to  lier.     Well ! 
^^^st  the  laws,  I  own  !     Those,  who  with  me 
^Port  the  order  of  society, 
^^  furious !     Vainly  murmured  little  Jeanne, 
^deed,  indeed,  I  never  will  again 
*"^»  my  nose  with  my  thumb  !     I  won't  make  pussy 
^^^tch  me  ! "  they  only  cried,  "  The  naughty  hussy  ! 
'^^  knows  how  weak  you  are,  and  wanting  sense, 
^d  sees  you  only  laugh  at  grave  offence  : 
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<  iovcniuicnt  is  not  possible  !     All  day 
(!)rder  is  troubled,  influence  slipa  away, 
Nu  rules,  no  regulations  I  nought  can  mend  1:* 
You  ruin  everything  I "    Then  I  —  the  ofTentC- 
I  hang  my  head,  and  say,  "  There  "s  no  excuse— 
1  know  1  L'rr ;  I  know  by  auch  ahuse, 
Such  wrong  indulgence,  nations  '  go  to  pot ; ' 
Put  mo  ujioii  dry  bread  I "     "  Why  should  we— 
We  will  1  you  merit  it !  "    But  my  small  u 
From  Ikt  dark  comer  looking  unafraid 
With  eyes  divine  to  see,  full  of  a  sense 
01  scttU^d  jnstice,  in  their  innocence, 
Whif  jHiretl.  for  me  to  hear,  "  Well,  if  tliey  di 


^^OSE  tomb   have   they   builded,  Vittoo !    under   this 

tamarind  tree, 
^i  its  door  of  the  rose-veined  marble,  and  white  dome 

stately  to  see, 
•  he  holy  Brahman,  or  Yogi,  or  Chief  of  the  Rajpfit 

line, 
>se  urn  rests  here  by  the  river,  in  the  shade  of  the 

beautiful  shrine  ? " 

ly  it  please  you,"  quoth  Vittoo,  salaaming,  "  Protector 

of  all  the  poor  ! 
''as  not  for  holy  Brahman  they  carved  that  delicate 

door; 
for  Yogi,  nor  Eajpilt  Rana,  built  they  this  gem  of 

our  land ; 
to  tell  of  a  Eajpftt  woman,  as  long  as  the  stones 

should  stand. 


l82  OTHER  POEMS. 

"  Her  name  was  Moti,  the  pearl-Dame ;  "twas  iai  in  ll* 

aiiciuiit  times ; 
But  her  moon-like  face  and  lier  teeth  of  pearl  iw  siaij 

of  still  in  our  rhymes ; 
And  iH'caiise  she  was  young,  and  comely,  and  oi  ]j>"l 

repute,  and  had  laid 
A  babe  in  the  arms  of  her  husband,*  the  Palait-^'ur* 

she  was  made : 

■'  For  the  sweet  chief-queen  of  the  Eana  in  Jouiilipntr 

city  had  died, 
I-oavhig  a  motherless  infant,  the  heir  to  that  rate  »i 

pride ; 


A   RAJPUT  NL'RSE. 
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good  Eajpflta  have  told  ua  ;   so  Mnti  was  prniid 
and  true, 
the  Prince  of  the  land  on  ber  bosoin,  and  lier  own 
brown  baby  too. 


the  Uajpiit  women  will  have  it  (I  know  not  myself 

of  these  things ) 

!  two  babes  lay  on  her  lap  there,  her  lord's,  and 

the  Joiidhpore  King's ; 

al  was  the  blood  of  her  body,  so  fast  the  faith  of 

her  heart, 
Bed  to  her  new-born  infant,  who  took  of  her  trust 

its  part 


Would  not  suck  of  the  breast-milk  till   the  Prince 

had  drunken  his  fill ; 
told  not  sleep  to  the  cradle-song  till  the  I'rince  iivas 

lulled  and  still  ; 

f  lay  at  night  with  hia  email  arms  clasped  round 

the  Rana's  child, 
tliose  hands  like  the  rose-leaf  could  shelter  from 

treason  wild. 
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•■  For  treason  was  wild  In  the  country,  and  villanouj  men 

had  sought 
riie  lifu  of  the  heir  of  the  gadi.^  to  the  Viilatp  ii\  s^ti 

Ill-ought ; 
■\Vith  hrilits  to  the  base,  and  with  knife-thni^ts  tor  tln' 

fjiitSiftil,  they  made  their  way 
Through  the  Jiiic  of  the  guards,  and  the  gatewnys.  to  the 

hall  where  the  women  lay. 


■■  TIktc  Muti.  the  foster-mother,  sat  singing  the  chiitiM 

ti.  rest 
III.'!   h.'ihy  iiL  play  on  her  crossed  knees,  ami  tl"'  ''■''"-' 

Mill  held  to  her  breast ; 
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have    bought    the    help    of    the  gate-guards,    or 
slaughtered  them  unawares, 
X     that  is  the  noise  of  their  tulwars,^   the   clatter 
upon  the  stairs  ! ' 

one  breath  she  caught  her  baby  from  her  lap  to  liei 

heart,  and  let 
King's  child  sink  from  her  nipple,  with   lips   still 

clinging  and  wet, 
tore  from  the  Prince  his  head-cloth,  and  the  putta 

of  pearls  from  his  waist, 
Ijound  the  belt  on  her  infant,  and  the  cap  on  his 

brows,  in  haste ; 

I  laid  her  own  dear  offspring,  her  flesh  and  blood 

on  the  floor, 
the  girdle  of  pearls  around  him,  and  the  cap  that 

the  King's  son  wore  ; 
e  close  to  her  heart,  which  was  breaking,  she  folded 

the  Eaja's  joy, 
- — even  as  the  murderers  lifted  the  purdah' — she  fled 

with  his  boy. 

*  Indian  swonb- 
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"Bat  there  (so  they  dmiaed)  in  lib  jewels,  la^ 

Bona,^  the  Heir; 
'The  oow  with  two  calveB  Imb  escaped  ob.'  crw 

is  right  and  fair 
She  shoold  save  her  own  bntcha ;  *  no  n 

of  the  dagger  ends 
Thip  Bpark  erf  Lord  Baghoba's  simli^t ;  stab 

four  timee^  O  (rienda  I ' 


y*«ciM 


tbiiceud 


"  And  the  Eajpftt  women  will  have  it  ( I  know    -^'^**  ^  '^ 

can  be  so ) 
That  MSti's  son  io  the  putta  and  golden  cap  co*::^"*"  '''*^' 
Wlien  the  sharp  blades  met  io  hU  small  heart,  --^f^^"-^  "s'"' 

one  moaH  or  wince. 
But  died  with  a  babe's  light  laughter,  becaua^''   ''^  "^'^ 

for  his  Prince. 


"  Thereby  did  that  Eajpflt  mother  preserve  the  1*^^  ^^  ™' 
Kings." 
"  Oh  !  Vittoo,"  I  said,  "  but  they  gave  her  mucl*    ^'^^  ^^^ 
beautiful  things, 


"  Little  King." 


'\ 


A   RAJPUT  NURSE, 


187 


garments,  and  land  for  her  people,  and  a  home  in 

the  Palace !    May  be 
had  grown  to  love  that  Princeling  even  more  than 

the  child  on  her  knee." 


y  it  please  the  Presence ! "  quoth  Vittoo,  "  it  seemeth 

not  so !  they  gave 
gold  and  the  garments  and  jewels,  as  much  as  the 

proudest  would  have ; 
the  same  night  deep  in  her  true  heart  she  buried  a 

knife,  and  smiled, 
ng  this:    'I  have  saved   my  Bana!    I  must  go  to 

suckle  my  child !  * " 


.FWm  Ac  PtnUm: 
[Btard  at  a  iPiirtc*,  w  Maomayar  Palace,  Jf^j-mm"-  IMS] 

"  O  VACB  of  the  tulip,  and  boBom 

Of  the  jasmine,  whose  Cypress  are  jocm.  ^ 
Whose  fete  are  yon,  cold-hearted  Blos8oc«*» —  *~ 

In  the  Garden  of  Grace,  where  you  gre'^^*'- 
The  lily  boasts  no  more  her  fragrance, 

And  the  rose  hangs  her  head  at  your  fe^^^'* 
Ah  1  whose  is  that  mouth  like  the  lose-buc^*^' 

Making  honey  seem  no  longer  sweet  ? 


You  pass,  taking  hearts;  you  ensnare  one 

Like  wine ;  and  your  eyes  dart  a  liglit 
As  of  arrows.    Whose  are  you,  most  fair  on-*^^^ 

Witli  brow  like  the  crescent  of  night? 
Have  you  come  to  make  me,  too,  your  vietii*^^^^^ 

So  be  it !    Ah,  loveliest  lip. 
Give  now  to  this  slave  who  adores  you 

One  drop  from  that  death-cup  to  sip." 


I 


sin  conceived,"  you  tell  us,  "  coudemned  for  the  guilt 

of  birth," 
11  the  moment  when,  lads  and  lasses,  they  come  to  this 

beautiful  Earth ; 
the  rase-leaf  hands,  and  the  limpid  eyes,  and  the 

blossom-mouths,  learning  to  kiss 
n  nothing,  my  good  Lord  Bishop!  which,  any  way, 

shakes  you  in  this  ? 

1, 1  —  I  believe  in  babies !  from  the  dawn  of  a  day  in 

spring 
tn,  under  the  neems,  in  my  garden,  I  saw  a  notabh^ 

thing, 
I  ago,  in  my  Indian  garden     *T  was  a  morning  of 

gold  and  gray, 
the  Sun  —  as  you  never  see  him  —  had  melted  the 

last  stars  away. 
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My    Arab,   Viefure   the    house-door,   stood   stampiog  '^ 

giavel  tu  go. 
All  wild  for  our  early  gallop ;  and  you  heard  the  a"' "' 

tlie  crow. 
And  the  ■'  nine  little  sisters  "  a-twitter  in  the  thorn-liv'lij 

ami,  farther  away 
Till!  copjiersmith's  stroke  iii  the  fig-tree,  awakiui;  '"^ 

erniUTcls  to  play- 

My  fl"^t  was  raised  to  the  Btirruj*,  and  the  bridle  gntln'W' 
What  made 

Syce  (Irtpal  stare  straight  before  him.  with  risag?  ^^ 

ftiid  dismayed  ? 
•\\'liat  iiia.1.-  hitii  whJMK'r  in  (ciror  ?  "  0  Shiva,  thf  ^wt^"' 
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held    our    breaths!    The    serpent    drew    clear    its 

lingering  tail 
re  gazed;  you  could  see  its  dark  folds  and  silvery 

belly  trail 
ling  the  baby's  bangles,  and  chmbing  liis  thigh  and 

his  breast, 
it  glided   beneath  the   fingers  on  those  cold  scales 

fearlessly  pressed. 


i^as  crowing  —  that  dauntless  baby !  —  while  the  lank 

black  Terror  squeezed, 
luzzle  and  throat  'twixt  the  small  flank  and  arm  of 

the  boy  !     Well  pleased, 
^as  hard  at  play  with  his  serpent,  pretending  to  guard 

the  milk, 
stroking  that  grewsome  comrade  with  palms  of  nut 

brown  silk ! 


le,  untended,  and  helpless,  he  was  cooing  low  to  the 

snake ; 
3h  coiled   and  clung  about  him,  even  more  (as  it 

seemed)  for  the  sake 
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Of  till-  toncli  of  hia  velvety  body,  anil  the  love  oi  i;'.' 

liiiighiiiy  eyes, 
Ami  the  tiowi-ry  cliisp  of  his  fiiigers,  than  to  make  li: 

milk  a  prize. 


For,  ii])  to  the  boy's  face  mountiug,  we  saw  the  coliwJi|' 
Ilirr  wiukijil  head  iii  the  lota,  auil  diiuk  with  hiui,-il''"' 


^Mieri'iil,    \\\\\\    a    chuckle,  tliat    baby  puslieJ  ott  li^ 

wTpout's  head, 
Aiiil  —  lui'k:  — the  red  jaws  opened,  aiid  the  tenibkl''''" 

\v;ls  spread ! 
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horrible  mottled  murder  of  its  mouth  in  the  tender 

chink 
:he  baby's  plump  crossed  thighlets;  while  peacefully 

he  did  drink 
it  breakfast-milk  he  wanted,  then  held  the  lota  down 
the  snake  to  finish  at  leisure,  plunged   deep  in  it 

fang  and  crown. 

e  times,  before  they  parted,  my   Syce  would   have 

sprung  to  tlie  place, 
ury  to  smite  the  serpent ;  but  I  held   him  fast,  for 

one  pace 
been  death  to  the  boy  !     I  knew  it  I  and  I  whispered, 

"  Gopal,  wait ! 
)prao !  ^  he  is  wiser  than  we  are ;  he  has  never  yet 

learned  to  hate  ! " 

1  coil  by  coil,  the  cobra  unwound  its  glistering  bands. 
Jig — all  harmless  and  friendly  —  from  under  the  baby's 

hands ; 
)    crowed,   as    his    comrade    left    him,    in    year-old 

language  to  say 
od-by !   for  this   morning.  Serpent !   come   very  soon 

back  to  play  I " 

1  "Be  quiet!" 
13 


8a^  I  thought,  as  I  mounted  "  Wurciali,"  aud  gall  -^[w 

MaidaQ  thrice, 
"HOleikiiium  '3  due  to-morrow,  by  '  btiby  and  cocle^  Jitiice  1 
And  I  never  can  now  believe  it,  mj  Lord !  lliaC  '*'^  ^"^^ 

to  this  Earth 
Beacty-damiied,  with   the  seeda  o£   evil  sowu  S"     " 

thick  at  our  biith  ! 


from  a  <&tltl)  l^pmn. 


"  The  beautiful  blue  of  the  Sky  is  the  Guru  of 

And  his  Father  the  Water  white  ; 
And    bis    Mother    the    hroad-hrowed    Earth,     -«=ss*i£Ji  ki 
bountiful  span ; 
And  the  sweet-bosomed  Night 
I3  the  black  Nurse  who  lulls  him  to  sleep,  with    "^Cfle  stais 
in  her  ears ; 
And  the  strong-striding  Day 
Is   tlie   Hamal,   with   glittering   turban   and  pn.*'''.  fiu 


The  children  to  play." 


I 


A  FAREWELL.  1 95 


{From  the  French.) 

To  four-score  years  my  years  have  come ; 
At  such  an  age  to  shuffle  home 

Full  time  it  seems  to  be : 
So  now,  without  regret,  I  go, 
Gayly  my  packing-up  I  do ; 

Bonsoir,  la  Compagnie ! 

When  no  more  in  this  world  I  dwell 
Where  I  shall  live  I  can't  quite  tell ; 

Dear  God  !  be  that  with  Thee  ! 
Thou  wilt  ordain  nothing  save  right, 
Why  should  I  feel  then  grief  or  fright  ? 

Bonsoir,  la  Compagnie ! 

Of  pleasant  days  I  had  my  share ; 
For  love  and  fame  no  more  I  care ; 

Good  sooth,  they  weary  me  ! 
A  gentleman,  when  fit  for  nought. 
Takes  leave  politely,  as  he  ought : 

Bonsoir,  la  Compagnie ! 
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%  1to^t;4»ons  of  I^airi  <£luatrc. 

Come,  rosy  Day ! 

Gome  quick  —  I  pray  — 
I  am  so  gliui  whcu  I  thee  set ! 

Because  my  Fair, 

\¥lio  is  so  dear, 
I3  rosy-red  and  white  like  tliee. 


She  lives,  I  think 
tin  heiiveiilv  drink 
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Only  to  hear 

Her  voice  so  clear 
The  village  gathers  in  the  street ; 

And  Tityrus, 

Grown  one  of  us, 
Leaves  piping  on  his  flute  so  sweet. 
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The  Graces  three, 

Where'er  she  be. 
Call  all  the  Loves  to  flutter  nigh ; 

And  what  she  '11  say,  — 

Speak  when  she  may,  — 
Ls  full  of  sense  and  majesty  ! 


^ttf^ 


^ 


^att#*^ 


'Ss^ 


to«e 


'J\iee 


da? 


ao^ 


oig^^ 


lu 


-it 


aix 


^X\^o^ 


atx< 


\  ^TU 


ot^^ 


t:\\ow 


aT^ 


rt,  t^^e 


ve 


tlov.' 


Me  ^'•' 


..  s\ao^^ 


U\  N^e. 


\\o 


VVVBg  ^^°^^'^ 


f  Avt  to 


1\\ee 
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(A  Bihari  Mill  Song,) 
I. 

I's  wife,  shredding  betel — betel-leaf,  and  cloves, 
spices  — 
savory  mess,  and  made  it  rich  and  fragrant ; 

[URIJI ! 

iddy,  husking  sathi,^  boiled  and  strained  the 

ming  rices, 

he  dall  and  conjee  on  it :  so,  't  is  ready !  — 

:iJi! 

2. 
-law  !    beside  me   sitting,  is   it  fitting  ^  if   T 

lusband's  elder  brother  food  to  eat  now  V  — 
:iJi! 

iay  rice." 

00  wife  may  converse  unveiled  and  freely  with  the 

lers  of  her  husband,  but  not  with  the  elder  brothers. 
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"  HaiiglitfT-iii-liuv !    fold   close   tliy   sari  owr  (a«  siid 
lUH'k,  iiur  tarrj' ; 
Hart!  tliy  hands  alone  in   ser\'ing  IJasti's  Itmtlier  - 
llL-iiiJi; 

3- 
f^ictinfi   down    to   eat,   he   marked    her,   ]!a?li>  Vr"'-;-'' 
maiki'd  her  beauty, 
Kvil  oyi's  from  feet  to  forehead  wan  tier  iiii;.  {-omlir.ni 
—  IliiiUi! 
'■  Kldur  l.iulhLT  of  my  husband!  I  have  simply  f;!^"' 
duly ; 
Tun   iniiili    salt   unto   the   conjee   have   I  aJili-d'  " 
Uiiiiji: 
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5. 
•  they  killed,  and  hares,  and  peacocks,  shooting  hard 

with  arrows  sharpened, 
sti's  brother  pierced  his  brother  with  an  arrow;  — 

HuRiJi ! 

•  ••••• 

ther-in-law,  beside  me   seated,  what   calamity  hath 

happened  ? 
e  !  the  spangle  ^  on  my  forehead  to  the  earth  falls  !  " 

—  HuRiJi! 

6. 

iiighter-in-law !  say  no  such  evil !  speak  no  word  of 

ill-betiding! 
asti  Singh  has  gone  a-hunting ;  have  thou  patience ! " 

—  HURIJI : 

•  ••••• 

k !  the  tramping,  and  the  champing !  all  the  riders 

homewards  riding ! 
nly  Basti's  horse  returning  riderless,  ah  !  —  ITuriji  ! 

7. 
k !  the  bright  swords  in  each  scabbard !     Look  !  the 
arrows  in  each  quiver ! 

The  tikuli,  a  spot  of  rod,  wliito,  or  yellow  p.nnt  placed  on  the 
ead.     It  is  a  very  bad  omen  to  have  it  come  oflf. 
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Only    I^ai^ti's   sword   and   quiver    soalced  witii  bW> 
blood; — HuRIJiI 

At  the  fimt  watch,  comes  in  darlmess  to  lier  huU'>i 
by  the  river 
Basti'-s    elder    brother  knocking,  softly  knocking:-' 
HlRlJl! 

8. 

"  If  you  bi.*  a  jackal  prowling,  il  you  be  a  dog  at  piD^- 
If  you  be  the  village  people,  get  you  henee  nor^"- 
Hriuji! 
"  Nav,  no  dog  or  jackal  am  I;   nor  the  peoijle  of  the 
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10. 

)w    me!"     "Nay!"    he    said,    "but    only,    Basti's 

widow !  if  thou  swearest 
lou  wilt  keep  his  bed-place  for  me  at  thy  soft  side'* 

—  IIURIJI 

,   my   husband's  elder   brother !    if   his   death-place 

thou  declarest, 
lis   I   swear,  none   else   shall    have   it  —  show   me  1 

show  me!"  —  HuRUi! 


II. 
beneath  the   eyes   of   midnight,  under  peepul  trees 

which  listen, 

irer  plain,  and  down  the  nullah,  through  the  river,  — 
HURIJI ! 

the  road  with  horse-hoofs  dinted,  by  the  paths  where 
blood-drops  glisten, 

)  the  twisted  tree  he  led  her :  "  Look !  thy  Hus- 
band ! "  —  HURIJI ! 


12. 


,  my  husband's  elder  brother !  oh,  thou  Slayer !  oh, 
thou  Liar  I 
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Fetch    me    flame,    the    while    I    build   th^  pile  far 

burning : "  ■=—  Hdeiji  ! 
"  Swear,  tmce  mora,  none  else  shall  have  you,  'i^^  I  go  ta 
,  fetch  you  fire." 
"  Yea  I  I  swear  I "  aaid  Basta's  widow,  boildii^,       hu 
—  HuEiJi ! 

13- 

Hasten  1  hasten  !   Basti's  brother  I     She  hath  \^^  ^ 
hold  and  lonely. 
On   tlie   dry  wood  1     Slie   hath   mounted !    Ft^^    ^^ 
breast-cloth,  —  Hcitui ! 
She  hath  drawn  hid  fire  nnd  set  it.     Haste  not  — ^' 
are  ashes  only 
Left  of  I'asti  Singh  the  Rajpoot,  and  his  tnie 
HuRiJi ! 

But  all  the  tffir^  of  all  the  eyes 
Find  room  in  Gunga's  bed  : 
And  all  tlie  sorrow  is  gone  to-morrow 
When  tlic  scarlet  Jlames  have  fed. 
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2Fn  a^emorp  of  ^.  ^., 

^TAT.  21, 

accidentally  droimcd    in    Loch  Maree,  Scotland,  on  the 
2dth  of  Anguaty  1887.) 

ar  to  die !  too  sweet  to  live,  and  bear 
efs  which  burden  all  our  being  here  ! 
jcious  to  give  up,  could  Love  but  stay 
'oke  of  Fate,  and  parting  pangs  delay  ! 
ce  her  —  since  'tis  willed  — Angels  of  Ileav'n  ! 
>ister-Angel ;  her  so  briefly  given 
ce  and  gladden  Earth.     Ah,  wild  Scotch  Lake  ! 
11  not  curse  thee,  for  her  gentle  sake  ; 
riiel  Water-Xymphs  !  who  drew  her  in, 
If  forgive,  she  was  so  fair  to  win  ! 
3cks  and  Rowan-trees,  who  saw  her  die, 
f^nld  not  save  lier!  we  shall,  by  and  by, 
the  hard  secret  of  a  woe  like  this, 
se  —  clear-eyed  —  how  Sorrow  brings  to  Bliss. 
^  tliore  comes  no  comfort !     Xono  !     "We  wave 
hands  towards  that  gloom  beyond  the  grave ; 
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We  speed  vain  messages  of  leiid'T  lliougUt 
To  that  new-vanished  Spirit;  who  saitli  naiiglii 
Still,  she  must  know !  must  hear !  must  yearu  to  s 
All 's  well  with  her;  that  Love  and  Death,  alway, 
Are  friends ;  and  last  pains  light,  and  swift  to  hea 
And  the  Loch's  winding-sheet  not  cold  to  feel ! 
She  speaks !  with  higher  life  made  glad  and  full ; 
Our  ears  for  Angels'  whispers  are  too  dull ! 
Have,  then,  thy  early  peace,  Sophie !  and  we  — 
By  this  trust  lightened  —  Love's  blind  agony. 


€)nta)i||  tontten  for  t^e  J^ame. 

Dear  Maid  !  the  waters,  closing  o'er  thy  head, 

Snatched  thee  from  Earth,  but  opened  Heaven,  ir"  '"  — 

Sadly  we  give  thee  back  to  God  That  j?ave, 

111  this  faith  firm  —  that  He,  wlio  walked  the  w;^^        ^'^ 

Held  thy  Soul  up,  when  thy  sweet  Body  sank; 

And  led  thee,  loving,  to  the  Blissful  Bank. 

Bray  for  us,  new-made  Angel !  —  now,  that  we 

Sink  not  l)eneath  the  waves  of  Sorrow's  Sea. 


FROM   THE   SANSKRIT. 


»     ■• 
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^B^rtjS^l^ma,  or  ttje  ^ta^t^n  of  f$tat. 

[From  the  llitu.  Satilidra  of  KcUiddsa.'] 

II  fierce  noons  beaming,  moons  of  glory  gleaming, 
-ill  conduics  streaming,  where  fair  bathers  lie ; 
1  sunsets  splendid,  when  the  strong  Day,  ended, 
elts  into  languor,  like  a  lover's  sigh  — 
So  Cometh  Summer  nigh. 

shadows  black  as  night,  laced  with  gold  light 
here  beams,  flame-bright,  pierce  courts  of  calm  retreat ; 
I  rills  which  warble  over  glistening  marl>le ; 
)ld  jewels,  and  red  sandal,  moist  and  sweet. 
These  for  the  time  are  meet 

uchi  springing ;  of  the  glad  days  bringing 

)ve-songs  for  singing  which  all  hearts  enthrall ; 

e-foam  that  hovers  at  the  lips  of  lovers, 

irfumes  and  i^leasures  in  the  Palace-Hall : 

In  Suchi  these  befall. 

14 


2 TO  FRO.\f  THE  SAA'SKRIT. 

For  then,  liicir  hips  loose-cioctureil.  bosoms  tiuctiitfti 
With  ilu^t  of  necm-spray,  and  with  iiL-arUtrin;."  ir.i;" 

Thi.-ir  iicw-lavfJ  hair  uubound,  aud  spreailiug  vuimJ 
raiiit  Ki.'cnts,  the  Pakee-maida  iu  teuiler  play 
Thu  ardent  hearts  allay 

Of  priiici-ly  phiymates.     Through  the  painte<l  gati'i' 
TliL-ir  fivl,  with  lac-dye  neat,  and  uuklets  riufiiii;;. 

In  music  trip  along,  echoing  the  song 
Of  wild  swans  —  all  men's  souls  by  subtle  sinking 
io  Kama's  service  bringing ; 
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breathings  tender  from  the  fans  of  chanda, 
ors  that  wander  from  those  gem-bound  breasts, 
5S  of  Stream  and  bird,  and  low  notes  heard 
3in  sitar-strings  amid  the  song  s  unrests. 
Wake  passion ;  with  light  jests 

side-long  glances,  and  slow-moving  dances 
ch  maid  enhances  newly-stirred  delight; 
!t  leaps  the  fire  of  love's  divine  desire 
kindled  in  the  season  when  the  Night 
With  whitest  stars  is  dight ; 

on  the  silvered  terraces,  the  faces 
ove's  slumber  graces,  lip  to  fond  lip  lie  ; 
I — all  for  sorrow  there  must  come  To-morrow  — 
be  moon,  who  watches  them,  pales  in  the  sky, 
While  the  still  Night  doth  die. 


I  breaks  red  dawn  !     The  whirling  dust  is  driven 
er  earth  and  heaven,  until  the  sun-scorched  plain 
ad  scarce  shows,  for  dazzling  heat  to  those 
ho,  far  from  home  and  friends,  journey  in  pain 
Longing  to  rest  again. 


?I2  .  FSOM  THB  SAKSKitlT. 

In  troops  irtumiDg,  viUi  Buuiles  dry  vaA.  baraing  ^g 
For  oool  streaBu  Teaming,  herds  cS.  ont^pe 

Haste  where  the  \auKj^lcf,  basked  black  and  fajgFjJL 
Qives  clouded  proaiae.    There  ¥riU  be  —  thej  l=4ope. 
Water  beyond  the  Tope  t 

In  full  glare  failing,  his  hooded  terrors  veiliBg, 
His  slow  coils  trailing  o'er  the  fiery  dost. 

The  cobra  glides  to  n^hest  shade,  and  liidee 
His  bead  beneath  the  peacock's  train  :  he  must 
His  direst  foeman  trust ! 


Pea-fowls  fin'lorn,  o'crmastered  and  o'erbome 
By  blaze  uf  moni  cower  dowu  with  weary  cries. 

No  stroke  tliey  make  to  slay  the  gliding  snake 
Wlio  creejifi  for  shelter  underneath  the  eyes 
Of  their  spread  jewelries ! 

The  ti^er  scowling  —  that  kingly  tyrant,  prowlinS", 
For  sore  tliirst  howling,  orbs  a-stare  and  red, 

Sees  williniit  fear  the  elephants  pass  near. 

Lolls  his  Innk  tongue  and  hangs  his  bloody  head. 
His  mighty  forces  fled. 


/ 
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For  heed  the  elephants  the  tiger,  plucking 
Dry  leaves,  and  sucking  with  their  hot  trunks  dew, 

►y  heat  tormented  still  they  trumpet  shrill. 

And,  nowhere  finding  water,  still  renew 

Their  search  —  a  wof ul  crew ! 


Vith  restless  snout  rooting  their  rank  food  out, 
Where,  all  about  the  slime,  thick  grasses  grow, 

'he  gray  boars,  grunting  in  dire  ill-contentiug, 
Dig  lairs  to  shield  them  from  the  torturing  glow, 
Deep  —  deep  as  they  can  go. 


he  ficog,  for  misery  of  his  pool,  drawn  dry 
'Neath  that  flame-darting  sky,  and  waters  drained 

own  to  their  clay  —  crawls  croaking  forth  to  stay 
Against  the  black-snake's  coils,  where  there  is  gained 
A  little  shade;  and,  strained 


>  patience  by  the  rays  which  flicker  and  blaze 
From  the  scorched  jewel  on  his  venomous  head, 

tiat  worm  whose  tongue  —  as  the  blast  burns  along  — 
Licks  it  for  coolness,  all  discomfited 
Strikes  not  his  new  friend  dead  ! 
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en  springs  to  view,  blood-red  and  fierce  of  hue, 
A.S  blooms  sprung  new  on  the  kusumbha-tree, 
B  wood-fire's  tongue,  fanned  by  the  winds,  and  flung 
Furiously  forth  —  thorns,  canes  and  brakes  yau  see 
Wrapped  in  one  agony, 

ruin  riven  !     The  conflagration  driven 
Tn  crimson  levin,  roars  from  jungle  dells, 
sses  and  blusters  through  the  bamboo  clusters, 
Crackles  across  the  curling  reeds,  compels 
All  that  in  woodland  dwells 

Badlong  to  fly  !     Dreadful  those  flames  to  espy 
Coil  from  the  cotton-tree,  snakes  of  hot  gold, 
lolently  break  from  root  and  trunk  to  take 
The  seething  leaves  and  boughs  in  deadly  hold ; 
Then  passing,  to  enfold 

3W  plunder:  beasts  and  birds,  a  sight  of  wonder. 
Through  the  smoke  thunder  —  all  their  enmity 
lin  quite  aside ;  seeking  the  river  wide 
Which  flows  by  sandy  flats ;  in  company 
As  friends,  they  madly  flee  ! 


2l6 


FROM  THE  SANSKRIT. 


Hut  tliri>,  iny  IVst-Belovetl  3  mny  Si-rhi  visit  fail 
With  siiiij;-!  iif  wcret  waters  ctxilin;;  the  quiet  air: 
I'liiliT  Iiliiit  Iicils  of  lotus-buds,  and  p;'italas  wliii  \\  fin'^1 
IVaiity   and   Uilin,   while   Moon-time   wenws  .vir  ili) 

li;qipy  head 
lis  silvery  vi-il.     So  nights  and  days  of  Summor  d'-'!^ 

fur  thee 
Auijil  ilic  i'leiisure-palaces,  with  love  and  moWy! 
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From  the  Vird(a  Parva  of  the  Mahdhhdrata. 

bis  indubitably  genuine  portion  of  tbe  p'eat  Hindoo  Epic 
€S8es  special  interest  by  reason  of  its  spirited  narrative,  and 

of  the  light  which  it  casts  upon  ancient  Indian  life  and 
kners.  The  five  Pandu  Princes,  with  their  Qiieen-(.V)n8ort, 
upadi,  have  quitted  the  Forest,  in  which  they  had  passed 
Ive  years  of  exile,  to  dwell  in  disguise  at  the  court  of  King 
itaofthe  Matsyas.  The  subjoined  version  follows  closely 
Sanskrit  text,  but  omits  several  detached  passages  and  lines, 
;he  sjike  of  condensation.] 

Spake  Janmejaya  :  I  am  fain  to  hear 
How  fared  my  lordly  forc^fathers  disguised 
In  King  Virata's  city.     Did  they  '.scape 
Diirj'odhana,  and  undiscovered  dwell  ? 
Also,  thou  Brahmana!     QueiMi  Draupjidi  — 
Stricken  with  so  much  ill,  so  true  to  vows. 
Dear  to  all  Gods,  delightful,  —  prospered  she  ? 

Quoth  Vaisamp.lyana :  Hear,  Chief  of  Men  ! 
How  thy  proud  forefathers  sojourned  uiimnrked, 
\n  King  Virata's  town.     Thnt  son  of  Heaven, 
X^rince  Yudhisthira,  of  the  rightet)us  soul, 


tiS  FItOM  Ttm  SANSKXIT. 

SommoQed  bis  brothers,  and  spoke  thtu  to  tfaeiiL^cai: 
"  Twelve  raio-timeB  have  we  vpesat  banished  {ronu^esB  \ai 
The  thiiteMitb — bard  to  peas,  ia  cornel    OiOMic^  imoi 
Some  place  for  as  —  Aijnna,  Konti's  soul — 
Where  we  may  dwell,  onlmown  by  enemiee." 

Aijmta  answered ;  "  Dbarma's  help  will  keep 

Oar  ways  ooncealsd,  then  King  of  men  t    But  < 

Will  tell  thee  of  bat  spots,  pleasant  and  good. 

Take  which  thoa  may'at    Bound  onr  forbidden      letbn 

Stretch  Chedi,  and  Panob&la ;  Matsya, 

Pattachaliara,  Diisarna,  Suiasen, 

Naoraslitra,  Salva,  Malla,  Avanti, 

Yugandhara,  Surashtra,  and  the  plains 

Of  Kuutirashtra,     Which,  then,  choosest  thou 

Prince  of  all  Princes !  for  this  troublous  year ! " 

And  Yndhisthira  said;  "Oh,  mighty -armed ' 
Thou  speakest  sooth  ;  it  will  be  as  He  wills 
The  Lord  of  Justice.  Let  us  seek  forthwith 
One  of  those  lands,  quiet,  auspicious,  fair, 
And  trustful  sojourn  there.  Matsya's  Chief, 
The  old  Virata  hath  a  virtuous  name; 
Kindly  and  strong  he  is ;  dear  to  all  men ; 
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loveth  fartJiermore  our  PanJavas. 
^s  o'ertide  this  year  in  Mfitsya 
li  King  Vin'ita.     Say  tlieu,  Kuru  Lords! 
»hat  guiae  think  ye  to  present  yoorselves 
Bervice  at  the  Court?" 

AuHwered  Arjuu: 
leak  first,  thou  First  of  men  I     To  what  low  task 
("st  thou  bow  down  ?     Lofty,  and  true,  and  mild 
f  wilt  thou  face  the  griefs  which  threaten  thee  ? 
bear  sucli  burden  of  indignities  ? " 

kit  Yudhiflthira  gave  reply :  "  Hear  now, 
ht  I  will  do  at  King  Vir-'ila's  Court, 
it  lordly  brothers  !  giving  forth  myself 
Irahman,  known  as  Kunkn,  skiUcil  in  dice, 
kiing  to  play  at  gamea,  I  shall  become 
'King's  attendant :  I  shall  deftly  move 

cut  in  tusk  of  elephant,  and  stained 

yellow,  white  and  red,  on  clieckered  cloths, 

St  of  doiibli?  lilnok  and  sfarlet  dice, 
ailing  roytil  hours.     Nor  so  emplo)-ed, 

the  King  know  me.     But  if  he  should  ask 
icnce  nnd  what  art  thou  ?'     I  shall  answer  thus. 


FROM  THE  SAXSX^UT. 


'  I  was  Prinoe  Yo^iiithiz^s  o 

So  in  Virfita,  parpme  I  to  live; 

And  thou,  iny  Bhinutl  iBwhstoffiaBUioat* 


Qaoth  Bbima :  "  As  a  Cook  will  I  appesr 
At  Kiog  Virtta'a  Court    If;  nsme  sIwU  be 
Vallavft:  I  am  aldUea  m  kttcliea  ciaft; 
I  will  diesa  diritea^  Fnnee !  as  none  befora 
Have  dieted  tiiis  Lead.    Qveat  loads  of  wood 
My  brawDy  back  shall  carry,  bico  to  serve; 
And,  seeing  my  tireless  strength  the  palace-tolSi 
Will  entertain  me  friendly,  and  my  hand 
Will  be  set  over  all  the  meats  and  drinks. 
Also,  if  it  be  ordered  tliat  I  fight 
Fierce  bulls  and  fiery  elepluuits,  these  arms 
Hliall  vanquish  them ;  and  if  they  match  with   i 
W^restlers  and  boxers  I  shall  meet  them  all 
Anil  lay  them  low,  to  make  Vituta  sport; 
Yet  BO  as  not  to  slay  —  if  that  may  be. 
Further,  if  any  ask,  '  Whence  comest  thou  ?' 
Or  '  Who  art  thon  ? '     I  shall  this  answer  give: 
'Of  late  1  was  the  wrestler  and  the  cook 
To  Yiidhisthira.'     Thus  I  purpose.  Prince!" 
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Then  Ymlhisthira  said  :  "  And,  what  shall  be 
,The  office  of  our  Kuril  Lord,  our  pride; 
The  lijng-armed,  fearless,  firm,  unconquerable, 
Kunbi'a  dear  sou,  whom  once  Agui  himself 
Enc:ountered,  when  lie  came,  as  Brahmann, 
To  bum  Khi'tudava  wood  ?     What  humble  chare 
IWill  Arjun  take,  foremost  of  warriors  ? 
How  stands  thy  mind  herein,  great  Brother!  any, 
HiniavRt  uf  all  Hills  !    Ocean  'mid  lakes  ! 
^kra  of  Gods !  of  Yasns  tlaming  Fire  ! 
[n  the  woods  Tiger  !  in  the  skies  OarOd  :  " 

teplied  Arjun:  " Excellent  Prince  :  my  mind 
t  to  declare  myself  a  Shandaka, 
,u  Eunuch.     True,  I  know  it  will  be  hard 
Co  hide  the  string-marks  here ;   but  1  shall  wear 

.nghis  upon  my  arms  ;  rings  in  my  ears  ; 
ibell-circlets  on  my  wrists,  and  twine  my  locks 
bito  a  banging  braid.    Thus  shiiU  I  seem 
y  sexleea  thing;  by  name  VriliaunalA; 
&nd  living  so,  as  Shauda,  I  shall  charm 
rhe  Kiiiy  and  palace-inmates  with  my  arts. 
Teaching  hia  women  how  to  sing,  and  dance 
Ikdicflte  measures;  and  delightful  airs 


To  play  tbrai  tm  tbe  vu^jss  <wMli'W— ita. 
Also  the  mys  o(  ooati  I  AftB  raesatitk 
And  lover'a  Moka,  nakiDg  medi  pUMimliy, 
Myself,  tMtaav^iile,  diiwari^^  vndar  tbese. 
And,  Bhiiktal  if  the  KiagthiiA  CoaA 
1 11  eay :  '  I  lived  BrsnpodfB  dli— -boter 
In  TudhitOtim'k  hoose.* ,  80,  keqiiiig  aloM 
Ab  Sre  is  bid  by  ufaas,  I  fhdlpuB 
Goodd«ys,de*rPi^H*I  atKingTMta^ 

Then  Yudhisthira asked:  "MyNaknlal  — 

Haiidsome,  and  gifted  with  all  grace,  and  bom 
For  lofty  life  and  ease,  —  what  menial  toil 
Will  thou  sustain  in  the  King's  vassalry  ? " 

Nakula  made  answer :  "  Brother !  1  will  be 

Virata's  horse-keeper,  named  Gianthika, 

I  know  that  work :  I  have  an  art  to  train 

The  untaught  colts,  breaking  and  backing  th&i 

For  horses  nuto  me,  as  unto  thee. 

Were  ever  dear,  Excellent  Chief !     And  when 

Men  question  in  Virata's  land,  1 11  say : 

'  I  kept  the  hoi-ses  of  Prince  Tudhisthir ! ' 

Thus  shall  I  dwell  at  peace,  friendly  with  all. 

And  none  will  know  that  I  am  Nakula ! "' 
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Nest  Yudhistliira  said :  "  Tliou,  Saliadev  I 
Bow  wilt  thou  bear  thyaelf  before  the  King  ? 
In  what  way  wilt  thou  pass  these  days,  disguised  ? " 

bhadev  made  reply :  "  1  will  become 
I.  herdsman  of  his  cattle,  skilled  to  milk, 
izid  fold,  and  tell  the  kitie.     This  task  1  '11  take 
\»  Taulrij-Kil  the  Cow-herd.     Bauisli  doubt 

;e !  from  thy  mind.     Ever,  in  days  gone  by 
fared  with  oxen,  and  1  know  them  well, 
heir  ways  and  natures,  all  their  lucky  marks, 
ind  wliich  is  good  or  bad,  and  how  to  choose 
foils  of  right  shape  and  color,  bulls  oE  blood 
f  hose  very  sniff  makes  barren  heifers  breed, 
^ther !  that  work  I  know,  and  1  s)iaU  live 
fnrecogniKed,  and  favored  by  the  King," 

Anew  spake  Yudliisthira  :  "  Still  remains 
bis  our  dear  Queen,  dearer  than  realm  or  life  ; 
l>  to  be  cherished  as  a  mother  is, 
!t  elder  sister.     Yet  what  knoweth  she 

M  any  woman's  labor ;  what  safe  place 

Jan  Uraupaili  —  can  gentle  Kriahnit  find  ? 

Twidor  and  youthful,  and  a  high  Princess, 
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SoMy  her  yean  hava  flonradbonto,  usAft 
As  slie  is  pure  uul  buthM,    How.  alu  I 
'  How  vilt^tou  dv^daarCn^Ntdil  iAom 
Was  glad  with  garianda,  &^;rant  with  flue  ain. 
Dainty  with  gema  aad  flowers,  and  goldaD  «totlfcM3f* 

Draupadi  answ^ed :  *  Kay  t  liiere  go  ia  tewm 
The  women  called  Saiiindbzis,  waiting-giris, 
Who  enter  hooaehoM  BWvioe — ekeiHien  afamoial 
I  will  give  forth  I  am  Sairiudhii,  Prince  I 
Skilled  to  dress  hair ;  and  I  shall  say  I  dwelled 
Draupadi's  watting  woman  in  past  days 
At  Yudhisthira's  Palace.    Thus  concealed 
Safe  shall  I  serve  the  well-reputed  Queen 
SudeshnS.     She  will  favor  me,  be  sure ! 
Have  ye  uo  care  for  me ! " 

And  the  Prince  said, 
"  Well  hast  thon  spoken.     Yet  herein,  dear  Queen, 
Hethink  thee,  always,  of  thy  line  and  house ! 
Guarded  and  vowed,  hereto,  thou  knowest  not  wron^ 
Therefore,  so  bear  thyself  that  evil  eyes 
ilay  take  no  profit,  if  they  turn  on  thee." 
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And  Vaisnmp'iyana  went  on  :  —  These  Fivi' 
tnckliiig  their  sworils,  aud  bhiding  round  tlieir  arms 
tring-guaide  of  lizard-3kiu,  with  (quivers  charged, 
'nt  forth,  setting  their  faces  fnr  the  shores 
tli«  Kaliiidi  stream.     Heretofore  lodged 
trackless  brakes,  ou  pathless  niouutain-peaks, 

iw  was  their  forest  sojourn  finished  ;  now 
he  Uope  drew  nigh  to  win  their  lands  again. 
0  to  the  soutliem  bank  they  came,  each  chief 
kaaty  with  woodland-life  and  liunler's  fare  ; 
0  passed  they  Yakilloma,  Surascii ; 

id  left  behind  I'anchala  to  the  right, 
ima  to  the  left ;  and  quitting  then 

le  jungle  country,  entered  Matsya, 
worded  and  bearded,  wayworn,  wearing  guise 
H  stalwart  wrxnlinen. 

Iteacliing  trodden  n;rouud 
auiuidi  spake :  "  Look !  there  be  footpaths  here, 
id  fields  fenced  in :  yet  distant  seema  the  town 
King  Viri'ita.     Halt  we  now  till  dawn  ; 
reat  is  my  wejiriness '. " 

Quolh  Viidhisthir: 
Arjuna  ',  Best  of  Bowmen  !  take  her  up  ' 


t26  FROM  TBB  SAMfOlMiT, 

Oan;  BWMt  Knifanft4    Wk«B  tM  UiuketB  0 


WiA  thews  «  «f  ball  draphanl^  took  sp 

Sweet  Dnrapsdi  >  utd  boie  hex  till  diegr  awrr 

The  tax  town-walls.    Huei^OB  Knntf*  8a» 

Spake,  aayii^; :  *  la  wint  ^aoe  ihalt  m  eonenl 

Oar  wespoasove  we  eater  f    Bflknagtboa 

Our  mien  must  £r^ht  the  townsiaen :  oay,  do  dovt^ 

Gandiva,  this  pTodigioos  bow,  is  known ; 

But  if  we  be  discovered  —  even  one  — 

Then  stand  we  pledged  to  tarry  twelve  years  more 

Witliin  the  forest ! " 

And  Arjuna  said ; 
"  Hard  by  yon  burning-ground,  below  that  crag 
Rising  so  steep  to  climb  —  a  Suini-tree 
Spreads  its  wide  branches.     None  will  note,  mesW"*- 
If  we  should  liide  our  arms  on  't     See !  it  grows 
(,'lose  to  the  death-yard,  in  a  dreary  waste 
Haunted  by  wolves  and  snakes.     Let  us  conceal 
Our  weapons  so  ;  and  afterwards  pass  free 
Into  the  city." 
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This  agreed,  Arjun  — 
bithei  repairing  with  tlie  princely  band  — 
ipped  from  its  notch  Gaudiva'a  string  —  that  string 

iiich,  drawn  in  war,  sang  with  a  thunderous  sony, 
Ktroying  husts,  subduing  with  swift  shafts 

I,  and  Gods,  and  men  and  provinces  ; 
od  Vudhisthira  slacked  th'  unfailing  cord 
\  that  dread  bow  which  routed  Lustile  ranks 
t  Kurukshetra,     Bhima  next  unstrung 

e  weapon  that  Pancbida's  throne  o'erlhrew  — 
lich,  singly  fighting,  broke  a  host  of  foes, 
BBOUuding  like  the  roaring  of  a  stomi 
lien  mountains  cleave —  awful  to  enemies, 
bcorded  too  bis  bow  fair  JJaktiln, 
le  comely  ligbt-hued  Lord  named  for  his  grace, 

I  spoken,  mild,  yet  fearful  in  tlie  field, 
akula  those  notched  horns  loosed,  which  theretofore 
tiquered  the  west.     And  the  twin  Sahadev 
eeil  his,  which  won  the  countries  of  the  South. 
len,  with  their  bows,  laid  they  aside  their  swords : 
;,  glittering ;  and  tlieir  arrows  sharp  as  knives, 
ltd  jewelled  quivers.     Nakula,  climbing  up, 
stowed  all  these  in  strong  and  hollow  forks 
fe  from  the  ruin.     Also  the  hcrnes  hung 
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A  body  in  the  boo^ ;  "^ao,"  eaiAtbej, 
"  The  people,  smelling  winds  ol  dfltili,  and  seoDg 
Hie  ooijee,  will  017:  'Avoid  ym  SAmi-tne!" 

Bat  ontaia  cattte-lMnlns  —  puni^ — uked 
'Why  hang  ye  thiu  k  corpse  upoD  the  tree!" 
Answered  the  FendaTu  :  "Oor  mother  tie: 
Nine  sooro  yeare  old  at  deatJi !    We  haog  her  tbue 
Becanse  it  is  the  otutom  of  our  Tsce  I "  1 

So  did  those  Five  draw  nigh  the  City-Gates! 

But  Yudhisthira  —  ere  he  reached  the  walls 
Entering  that  pleasant  city  —  silently 
Lifted  his  heart  to  call  on  Durga's  help, 
Queen  Durga  of  three  worlds.  Giver  of  good, 
Enhancer  of  the  household,  Kansa's  dread, 
Destroyer  of  the  Demons,  in  bright  wreatlis 
Ever  arrayed,  ever  in  rich  robes  dressed  ; 
The  Goddess  with  the  buckler  and  the  blade, 
Who  ransoms  those  that  love  her,  though  they  ^ 
Sunk  in  their  sins,  as  is  a  cow  in  mire  — 
Protectress  strong,  and  succorer  of  men, 
Delivering  them  from  evil     So,  that  Prince 
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'  him,  and  for  his  Five  invoking  her, 

IS  named  her  holy  names  in  whispered  hymn : 


lory  to  Thee  !    Durga  of  beauteous  brow  ! 

5  Many-faced  and  Many-handed  !     Thou 

It  hast  the  dark  limbs  and  deep  bosoms  I     Now 

Listen  to  us,  and  aid  ! 
Idess  !  whose  anklets  shine  with  liglitnings  thrown 
•m  burning  blue  of  dazzling  sapphire-stone, 
i  dancing  green  of  emerald.     Devi  known 

As  Everlasting  Maid ! 

lou,  who  dost  bear  the  cup  and  lily  flower, 
'•  bell,  the  noose,  the  bow,  the  disk  of  power, 
'  never-failing  weapons.     In  this  hour 

Be  present.  Virgin  Queen  ! 
►u  with  the  shell-shaped  ears  —  open  to  prayer  — 
ere  swing  the  glittering  rings  !    Thou  who  dost  wear 
•  diadem  of  glory,  and  long  hair 

Bound  in  a  braid  of  sheen  ! 


Moon-eyed  !  with  the  garment  rimmed  by  snakes 
^ose  skin  enamelled  dappled  brilliance  makes  — 
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O  golden-girdled  Lady  !  for  our  sakes, 

Durga !  send  becisoa  I 
Thou  with  tbe  serpents  green  luid  gold,  whicli  ^ 
Thy  brond  hips  in,  as  flickering  forests  wind  - 
Bound  Mandoia  \  be  of  propitioo!!  mind, 

Great  Lion-riding  Ono  \ 

"  Give  grace  !    Be  favorable  I    Succor  now, 

For  Thou  art  Jaya,  and  Vijaya  Thou  I 

And  Victory  aits  on  Thy  plume-circled  brow  v 

Vindhya's  dread  denisea  I 
Kali !  strong  Kali !  fed  with  meat  and  wine, 
And  fat  smoke  of  the  sacrifice  divine. 
Whom  all  Gods  follow,  when  the  will  is  Thine 

To  scatter  gifts  to  men : 

"  To  Thee  men  cry  whom  robber-bands  assaO ; 
Who  cross  swift  streams,  or  drive  before  the  gale; 
Who  toil  in  jungles ;  or  in  deserts  fail ; 

Thou  art  their  Name  of  Might! 
And  Thee  rememb'ring  none  is  all  undone ; 
Thou  dost  regard  and  rescue  every  one, 
High  Mahadevi !    Thou  art  Moon  and  Sun, 

Comfort,  and  Peace,  and  Light  1 
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Thus  I,  a  Prince  ^"itliout  liia  kingdwui,  liow, 
lainiiug  Thy  aid  and  faror.  Goddess  I  now ; 
lyijig  — oh,  Lotns-eyed  —  a  humbled  brow 
Before  Thee  —  in  the  dust : 
A  Thou  art  Durga  —  to  Thy  votaries  kind, 
to  true  to  those  that  keeji  a  faitliful  mind : 
to-day  Thy  grace  aud  favor  find 

Who  in  Thee  put  our  tru'it !" 

iaed  80  by  Pandu's  son,  Durga  appeared 
pake:  "Behold  nie,  long-armed  Prince!  my  gr 
lied  thee  I     Thou  wilt  o'ercoine  \     Thy  foes 
il  l>efore  thee,  and  tli&se  Realms  Ije  thine, 
B  Uiy  paths  go  thornless  — yea,  and  now 
ball  not  know  thee  'midst  these  Matsyas, 
M  thou  diddt  invoke  me,  worshipping  me!" 

rith  she  vanished  from  his  wondering  eyes. 

I,  tying  in  his  cloth  the  golden  dice 
h  blue  numbers,  and  concealing  them 

nrui-pit,  Yudhisthira  passed 
irala's  Gate:  whom  the  old  King 

id  approacliing,  like  a  cloud-wrapped  moon 
Ig  the  sky ;  and  to  his  counaellors 
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Spake :  "  Seek  ye  who  tliis  is,  noble  uf  port. 
Faciog  Bo  proudly,  royal  —  having  none 
To  lienld  him,  no  slave,  no  cliariot  — 
And  yet  the  air  of  ludra !     Fearlessly 
He  wendeth,  like  an  elephant  in  rut 
Tnmpliug  the  lotuses." 

Thereat  the  Prince 
Standing  before  Virnta,  of  himself 
Thus  answered  :  "  Know  me,  King !  a  Bniliman*, 
Who,  lacking  means  to  live,  craves  it  of  tiiee; 

Tliy  service  would  I  take  !" 

Well  pleased  thst  Lord 
lieplied :  "  We  welcome  thee  !  have  what  thou  seekst. 
But  say  whence  comest  thou  ?  what  is  thy  name- 
Thy  family  ?  and  what  skill  vauntcst  thou?" 

"  Kanka  I  am  ;  skilled  in  the  play  of  dice," 
The  Prince  said :  "  born  in  the  Vaiyaghra  house, 
A  friend  of  Yudhisthira  in  old  days  '-. " 

At  this  Virata  spake  :  "  Be  my  will  heard '. 
Where  I  am  master  thou  art  man  :  thy  friends 
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Are  mine  ;  and  my  foes  thine.     Here  slialt  thou  find 
( rlad  entertainment,  with  full  meat  and  drink. 
And  all  my  doors  shall  open  stand  for  thee  1 " 

So  Yudhisthira  entered  in  the  Court. 

Came  presently  another  towards  the  King ; 
Lion-like  —  vast  of  bone  —  whose  right  hand  held 
A  cooking-bowl,  his  left  an  unsheathed  sword 
Of  stainless  sheen.     And  seeing  him  draw  near 
The  Matsya  king  spake  unto  those  around : 
^  Whence  Is  this  mighty  man,  this  Bull  of  men, 
liroad-naped,  and  comely,  like  to  Surya  — 
Like  to  Purandara's  great  self  !     Learn  ye ! " 
But  Bhima,  close  approaching,  with  fair  words 
Addressed  VirTita,  saying,  "  Lord  of  Lords ! 
I  am  a  cook,  named  Vallava,  deep-taught 
In  seasoning  curious  dishes,  and  1  seek 
Tliy  8er\'ice !  ** 

"  Thou  a  Cook  !  "  Vmlta  cried, 
"  Who  hast  the  bearing  of  the  Thousand- Kyed  ! 
And  strength  majestic,  like  a  king  uncrowned  ?  " 

"  Yea,  Lord  !  a  Cook,"  quoth  Bhima,  "  and  of  old 


Prince  Tadhistihini  {miised  the  mmkm  I  d 
MoieoTer,  X  can  wratle.  Gbxi  at  Xnili] 
And  show  thee  apart,  ^[htbig  irith  elephanti  '  <"  - 
Or  lions,  since  so  man  baHh  thews  like  mine.' 

Then  said  the  Kii^:  "Beit  as  thoo  dost  adcl 
I  make  thee  Master  of  my  kitdien-gearl " 

So  entered  Bhima  iit  Virilta'fl  Coart. 

Next,  through  the  city-gates  stepped  Dranpadi, 

Her  long  black  glossy  hair,  braided  and  tied, 
Rolled  on  the  right  side  of  her  neck,  lay  hid 
Beneath  a  cloth,  and  the  Queen's  cloth  was  dark, 
Costly,  but  frayed.     The  deer-eyed  Draupadi  — 
Bright-smiling  Draupadi  — paced  here  and  there  — 
Dressed  as  Sairindhris  be,  mournful  of  mien : 
Whom,  so  beholding,  men  and  women  stayed, 
Inquiring,  "Who  art  thou  —  what  seekeat  thou?" 
Whereto  she  said  :  "  A  king's  Sairindhri  7, 
Seeking  such  service  as  may  find  me  food ! " 
But,  looking  on  lier  beauty  and  her  pride, 
None  might  believe. 

Presently,  it  befell 
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Queen  Sudeshiia  from  her  Palace  roof 
d  the  fair  Lady  thus  forloru  and  wrapped 
ae  poor  cloth ;  and  —  calling  —  questioned  her, 
rig,  "Who  art  thon,  and  what  seekest  thou, 
tiful  stranger  ?  "     Answered  Draupadi : 
ving's  Sairindhri  I,  who  service  ask ! " 
L/'  quoth  Sudeshna  :  '*  can  it  be  such  grace 
'US  a  serving-maid  ?  thou  rather  seem'st 
ress  of  many  servants !     Anklets  trim ! 
>s  nobly  moulded  !  feet,  hands,  body  formed 
iirest  wise !     Thy  palms  and  soles  dyed  red 
I  mehndi,  and  thy  speech  sweet  as  swan's  note ! 
lustrous  silken  hair !  and  shapely  breasts, 
:  neck,  sloped  shoulders,  graceful  globing  hips ! 
I  like  a  Kashmir  mare  with  all  good  marks 
L  hast  sure  signs  of  blood  —  eye-la.shes  curved  ! 
like  red  buds  —  waist  taper,  soft  throat  lined 
\  a  conch  shell  —  veins  scarce  ^qqw  —  a  face 
the  full  moon  —  eyes  cut  like  lotus-leaves, 
thou  thyself  fragrant  as  lotus  is! 
me  in  truth  — art  thou  some  Goddess  hid  — 
^hi,  or  Gandharvi,  or  Apsara  — 
uga  Princess,  or  a  Kinnari  — 
iii's  self,  i)erchance  !  which  one  of  these  ? " 
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Sjjake  Drsiipadi :  "  Noue  of  all  tliese  atu  I 
No  (.loddess,  U&udliarvi,  or  KnkLsliniii ; 
But  only  a  Sau-iudhri  girl,  who  knows 
To  comb  and  braid  the  hair,  pestle  Eweetguus 
For  scents  and  ongaents,  and  fair  gariinds  W'*' 
Of  lilies  bine  or  red  and  i^ampak  blooms. 
Of  old  QoeoD  Sa^aoAiBi  I  did  save. 
And  Dranpadi,  wife  <A  liie  Faodarss: 
MiUini  she  voald  call  me — 'ineatfa  maker.' 
Now  roam  I,  having  need  o{  food  and  home, 
And  where  I  find  them  will  I  gladly  bide  f 


Sudeslini't  said,  "  TIiou  should'at  live  nearest  me. 
Fair  wanderer !  saving  that  I  fear  thy  grace 
Would  draw  the  King's  heart  wholly  after  tbec ! 
See  how  my  women  eye  thee  as  thou  goest !  — 
What  would  men  do?     I  think  our  Palace  trees 
Wav(*  worship  as  thou  passest!     Surely  then. 
Too  faultless  girl,  Viruta'fi  mind  will  turn 
Away  from  me.  and  wholly  onto  thee! 
All !  eyes  so  large  and  lustrous  !  him  they  woo 
Must  helplessly  tike  fire!     If  I,  the  Queen, 
Did  house  thee,  should  I  not  destroy  myaelt 
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"hen  the  foolish  crab  conceiving  dies, 

ae  who  climbs  a  tree  falls  headlong  thence  ? " 


padi  answered :  "  Noble  Lady !  none 
do  me  wrong,  or  thee  !     My  spouses  five 

Grandharvas,  Heav'n's  sons.     Their  unseen  strength 

lys  protects  me ;  he,  who  sought  my  love 

onestly,  would  perish  that  same  day ; 
nothing  from  my  beauty,  gracious  Queen  1 " 

shnS  spake :  "  Bright  one  !  if  this  be  true 
:e  thee  to  my  household,  promising 
I  shalt  not  wash  another's  feet,  nor  eat 
leavings  of  another.' 


»> 


So  she  passed 
the  Palace,  and  none  knew  her  name. 

Sahadev,  habited  like  to  those 
tend  the  cattle,  speaking  as  such  speak, 
i  to  the  cow-pens  of  the  King.     Him,  too, 
dering  to  see  such  stature  and  such  strength, 
ba  summoned,  questioning.     The  Prince, 
t  deep  voice,  thus  replied :  "  A  Yaisya  I, 
itaemi  named  ;  a  cowherd  once 
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In  aervtce  of  tlie  Pandavas ;  but  now 
I  wist  not  where  they  roam,  thoae  Uod  LonU; 
Yet  service  must  I  find,  and  if  thou  wilt. 
Great  King,  with  thee  1 " 

■  Thoa  hast  no  oowM^"^'' 
Virftta  said ;  "a  nilor  might'st  thou  bo 
Of  Ocean-giniled  earth ;  a  Harvester  | 

Of  foes  OH  tlie  red  battle-field.     Speak,  aooth ! 
From  whose  land  comest  thou  !     What  f oUowcf l  tJ"* ' 
What  office  dost  thou  seek,  and  tor  wliat  gage?" 

Quoth  Sahadev,  "  Prince  Yudliisthira  owned 
Lakhs  of  fair  kine,  and  I  was  Cow-master. 
I  knew  the  breed  and  points  of  all  which  pZ7i^ 
Within  ten  yojanas.     The  Prince  himself 
Would  praise  my  craft,  since  none  was  skilfuUcr 
To  match  the  cows  and  bulls,  and  multiply 
The  hents,  and  keep  murrain  and  plague  av.-ay. 
I  know  which  beasts  bear  the  auspicious  marks, 
Which  lordly  sires,  almost  by  sight  and  smell 
Will  make  the  barren  heifers  fall  with  calf." 

Vir3ta  answered,  "  Henceforth  shalt  thou  be 
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wrherd.     All  my  hundred  thousand  kine 
ito  thy  charge." 

So  Sahadev 
.  the  Royal  household,  and  none  knew. 

ly  another  stalwart  stranger  strode 

the  dates;  comely  to  view  and  strong, 

ked  in  female  ornaments.     He  wore 

r-rings,  and  shell  armlets  laid  with  gold, 

k  hair  flowing  down  his  neck.     Thus  hid 

jpied  Arjun,  and  bade  inquire 

2c  is  that  man  ? "  and  when  he  nearer  drew 

his :  *'  Art  thou  an  Eunuch  ?  —  thou  s(j  limbed 

a  bull  of  elephants,  thou  framed 

on  war-cars,  wielding  bow  and  spear  ? " 

said :  "An  Eunuch  am  I,  King  ! 

i  to  such  sad  state  how  I  did  fall. 

nd  dance,  and  play  the  bansuli, 

id  drum.     Make  me  thv  slave  to  teach 

Qusic  to  the  women  in  thv  house. 

rihannala,  the  sexless  one, 

er  of  no  man,  and  of  no  man  son  I " 
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And  when  the  King  was  made  oonteiit,  he  sent 
That  Piiiiilu  Prince  —  in  women's  garb  (lisguisci 
Flayiiig  liis  pipe,  aud  singing  dancing-smijjs  — 
To  be  a  teacher  of  the  Women. 

So 

Aijana  entered,  unto  no  one  known. 

Last  was  there  seen,  fast  pacing  to  the  0«U 
Another  I'aiidu  I-ci-d,  like  the  gold  .Sun 
From  clouds  emerging.     Drawing  nigh,  his  g»w 
Marked  heedfully  the  horses.     Noting  this 
The  Matsya  Chief  spake  to  his  courtiers: 
"  I  marvel  whence  he  comes,  this  goodly  man 
Who  eyes  our  steeds  so  steadfastly  ;  go  ye ! 
Bid  him  approach,  he  wears  a  warlike  air ! " 

Therewith  was  Kakula  led  anigh ;  and  said : 

"  Victory,    great  King,    to    thee,  with  heal*  »"'' 

peace ' 
I  am  a  horse-tamer  whom  Lords  have  praised 
In  times  gone  by ;  new  service  now  I  seek ; 
Make  me  thy  stable-keeper." 
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"  I  were  fain," 
le  King  replied :  "  but  what  skill  boastest  thou  ? 
hence  wendest  thou  to  us,  how  art  thou  called  ? " 

e  Prince  said :  "  Satrukarshan !     Harvester 
slaughtered  foes !     I  served  great  Yudhisthir, 
e  eldest  of  our  Pandavas.     I  kept 
s  stables ;  for  I  know  the  hearts  of  steeds 

break  colts  in,  and  cure  the  faults  of  them ; 

bleed  and  fire  and  physic  them ;  to  nurse 
eir  strength  and  speed,  and  even  the  wildest  mares 

gentle  all.     My  name  is  Granthika." 

rata  said,  "  I  take  thee ;  Granthika ! 
ive  charge  of  all  my  horses." 

Thus  he  too, 
issed  into  service  of  the  Court  unknown. 

he  next  section  relates  how  the  disguised  Princes 

t  their  time  in  King  Virata's  Court;  secretly  assist- 

jach  other,  "as  much  hidden  as  if  once  more  in  the 

b."     Yudhisthira,  by  dice-playing,  keeps  the  courtiers 

sed,  and  "  sitting  like  birds  tied  on  a  stick ; "  Arjuna 

16 


24X  FROM  THE  SANSKIUT, 

provides  the  Five  with  food  and  clothes ;  Sabsdev  vilti 
milk  and  curds ;  Nakola  witU  niouey,  gained  by  liiOK- 
bieaktng ;  Illiima,  who  distinguished  himself  gitaU?  U 
wrestling  ami  lightiiig,  brings  credit  on  tiis  kinsmen ;  aiid 
all  watch  anxiously  over  the  safety  of  Dmujtadi,  whcilunnK 
ten  months,  lives  in  tlie  Palace,  weU-Ereat«d  Ij'  Qimd 
Sadesbnfi,  but  distressed  at  the  menial  cooditioD  uf  tlie 
Princes,  and  because  of  her  separation  from  them.  Townl* 
the  close  of  this  year  of  coDcealment  a  terrible  d^F' 
threatens  the  Panda  Queen,  which  lb  narrated  as  foUon:] 

It  fell  fit  the  year's  end,  that  Kichaka, 
The  (.'aptaiu  of  the  armies  of  the  King, 
(Jast  eyes  ou  Draupadi ;  and  seeing  her 
Fair  as  an  Apsar3,  pacing  with  gait 
Of  Ooddess,  heavenly-sweet  —  burned  for  her  love. 
Smitten  by  Kama's  shaft.     Then  to  the  Queen, 
His  sister,  spake  he :  "  Never  until  now. 
Marked  I  this  slave ;  but  now  she  maddens  ice 
Witli  that  diirk  face,  as  new  wine  maddens  men  \ 
Who  is  she  \  and  whence  sprang  she  ?  and  wlm  offu^ 
This  Pearl  of  Shes  ?     I  am  l>ecome  lier  thrall  '■ 
Sick  unto  death  I  am  for  her,  and  she 
My  only  niedichie !    Thy  waiting  wench  — 
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If  she  be  thine  —  was  never  born  to  serve  I 
Divine  she  seems,  and  fitter  to  command 
Kingdoms  and  kings  !     Sister,  give  me  the  girl ! 
She  shall  be  Mistress  in  my  Palace,  decked 
With  gold  and  gems,  royally  lodged  and  fed, 
Shall  ride  on  elephants ! " 

Vira til's  wife, 
Nothing  gainsaying,  Kichaka  sought  soon 
The  Kuru  Queen,  and  so  accosted  her 
As  might  some  fawning  jackal  in  the  woods 
Accost  a  lioness.     "  Celestial  one  ! 
Who;5e,  and  wlio  art  thou  ?     Tx)vely,  winsome  face ! 
Whence  didst  thou  shine  upon  us  ?     Tell  me  !     Sure 
Never  were  seen  such  charms,  never  l)elield 
Such  countenance,  bright  as  the  moon  at  full ; 
Such  brows  like  bows,  sucli  eyes  like  lotus-leaves, 
Such  limbs,  such  hips,  such  feet,  sucli  faultless  form ! 
Art  thou  great  Lakhshmi  of  the  Lilies,  Sweet  ? 
Or  Eati,  Kama's  Queen ;  or  llri,  or  Sri ; 
Kirti,  or  Kanti,  Fairest  ?     Tliou  with  breasts 
So  deep,  so  round,  so  sister-like,  so  close, 
Worthy  to  l)ind  with  gold  !     Ah,  lotu'^  buds  ! 
Those  are  as  barbs  of  Kama,  piercing  me ! 
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Thy  waist,  »  apiui  eu  ulttsji  —  tlijr  BBtuuUi  wtb,  flwli 
Dimpled  wit^  folds  —  thy  sideB  ronaded  and  daric 
As  riTer-baolca  —  eadi  lonlmesa  in  tain 
CoDBometii  me  with  fire  of  lore  and  hope 
like  a  wood  bumingl    Dear  (me,  qoeoch  tihifl  flamel 
Be  the  kind  dond,  laden  with  lain.  whwh  cook! 
Heal  where  thy  night-black  ^ea  have  htixt  ao  de^  \ 
Beetoro  me,  itst  thoa  majest  I    Dwell  no  moie 
In  misery  ill-befitting;  weaUh  is  thin^ 
And  ease  and  joy,  if  thon  dost  de^^  to  take^ 
With  luxury  of  wine-cups,  garlands,  robes. 
See !    I  will  put  away  those  wives  I  have. 
For  thy  sweet  sake :  they  shall  be  slaves  to  thee ; 
And  I  will  be  thy  slave  —  thy  faithfullest  — 
Ever  obeying  every  little  word 
Those  soft  lips  speak ! " 

Draupadi  answered:  "Sl«.ainp 
Forbids  thee,  Senapati !  to  desire 
A  serving-maid  of  low  degree,  a  slave 
Who  dresses  hair.     Moreover,  be  this  known, 
I  am  a  wedded  woman  —  so,  't  is  sin ! 
And  thou  dost  turn  thy  heart  towards  infamies! 
If  tliou  beest  great,  thou  owest  to  thy  state 


/ 
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Good  deeds,  and  noble  life :  but  sinful  men  — 
Blind  by  desire  —  win  woe,  and  dire  disgrace." 

Then  Kichaka,  by  those  high  words  unmoved, 
O'ennastered,  reckless,  lost  —  even  while  he  knew 
Fatal  his  fault  and  every  wise  condemned  — 
Spake  insolent :  "  111  it  beseemeth  thee, 
Fair  though  thou  art,  and  with  a  face  like  Heaven, 
To  slight  me,  who  am  fall'n  to  be  thy  thrall ! 
Night-eyed  Enchantress !  if  thou  scornest  one 
So  gently  spoken,  thou  wilt  grieve  for  it  ! 
Know,  Damsel  with  the  brows !  this  kingdom's  head 
Is  Kichaka,  not  old  Virata :  I 
Hold  up  the  land  !  't  is  I  am  Lord  and  Chief, 
With  none  to  mate  my  strength,  my  will,  my  wealth  ; 
Nor  any  better-favored !    Art  thou  mad, 
I^rofiFered  full  share  of  all  my  luxury, 
To  cling  to  servitude  ?    Take  rather,  girl, 
Humbly  this  love  I  give,  and  have  with  me 
What  women  seek  —  else  shrewdly  shalt  thou  fare  ! " 

Thus  arrogantly  wooed,  the  proud  Princess 
-Answered,  indignant :  "  Sutaputra  !     Shame  ! 
Stay  thy  fooFs  tongue  forthwith  —  if  life  be  dear  ! 
Tive  Gandharvas  there  be  who  watch  o'er  mc  : 


346  FttOli  tMS  SAliSgRtT. 

Thou  can'st  not  hare  me'— tb^  wiD  day  tbea!  Aunl 
Troad  not  a  path  hard  to  be  trod,  a  path 
Which  brings  thee  to  thy  end.    Tboa  gnil^  Lndl 
Thou  art  acbild,  standing  en  the  sea's  brink. 
Who  thinks  to  cross,  and  dips  tme  foi^h  foot: 
Yet  conld'st  thon  croea,  or  coold'st  thon  aoar  k  is. 
Or  creep  into  the  deepest  nnderwtnid, 
Thou  would'st  not  bo  escape  the  wi^h  of  those 
Who  Ood-Iike  guard  me  1    Why,  then,  Kiehab, 
Solicit  me,  like  the  sick  man  that  prays 
For  night  to  come,  when  night  must  make  bim  dieT 
Wherefore  desire  me,  high  beyond  thy  reacli 
As  the  moon  is  for  which  an  infant's  hands 
Stretch  from  his  mother's  lap!*     Thou  seekestdeall'- 
Hide  where  thou  wilt,  lost  art  thou,  Kichaka, 
Except  sense  serves  thee  yet  to  save  thyself." 

Kicliaka,  thus  denied,  with  longings  wild, 

Hastes  to  Sudeshnft,  crying  :     "  Sister  mine. 

Contrive  thiit  thy  Sairindhri  come  to  me : 

Find  lue  some  way  to  win  this  sweet-voiced  wencli  — 

Find,  or  1  die,  Sudeshna  ! " 

'  NiitaWu  is  llie  nnliiiuitr  of   this  plinwe  !      The  orijiiml  """■ 
"  Kiiii  iiiuliiraitM  sayilo  ynllia  SUtachandran  jighriiihvrin  tMHf"' 
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So  the  Queen, 
Pitying  his  passion,  said  "  Look  now,  provide 
Cakes  and  flower-wine  for  me  against  the  feast. 
And  I  will  send  my  woman  to  thy  house, 
lUdding  her  fetch  the  wine.     Then,  being  there. 
Alone,  quiet,  unseen  —  if  thou  may*st  win. 
Soothe  her,  and  win  her.     Brother,  she  is  thine." 

Then  Kichaka  strained  wine,  brewed  rich  and  strong; 
Tor  royal  cups,  and  set  his  deftest  cooks 
To  dress  rare  meats  and  sweets  :  which  being  done, 
Sudeshua  spake :  "  Arise,  Sairindhri !  run, 
I  am  athirst !  Lord  Kichaka  hath  wine : 
Go  to  his  house,  and  bring  me  of  his  wine." 

Quoth  Draupadi :  "  0  Queen,  I  may  not  go  ! 
Thou  knowest  that  he  is  shameless !     Noble  Queen, 
I  will  not  be  a  common  woman  here, 
False  to  my  Lords.     Keep  thou  in  mind,  dear  Queen, 
All  thou  did'st  promise.     This  most  wicked  man. 
Mad  with  his  wish  for  me,  will,  seeing  me, 
Attempt  foul  wrong.     Command  me  not  to  go ! 
Thou  hast,  good  Majesty,  full  many  a  maid ; 
Bid  one  of  these  fetch  wine !  " 
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Sudeshnu  gaid ; 
"  Sorely  he  will  nnt  barm  thee,  sf  nt  hy  me  1 " 
And  tlierewitli  in  lier  hands  the  patra  laid, 
Gfddtiii,  witli  lid  uf  gold,  which  DraujMidi 
Trembling  and  weeping  took,  and  as  she  went 
She  pnijcd  thin  prayer :  "  Since  I  am  innocent 
Otuiy  wifely  sin,  let  innocence 
Protect  me  iinw,  and  shield  from  Kichaka,' 
ThuB  spake  she,  bending  low  to  Siirj-a : 
Whenxiu  lli«  Uul  ti  Bakabaaa  soot  down 
To  guard  her. 

But  when  Kiehaka  beheld 
Praiipadi  couimg,  like  a  frightened  deer, 
Up  (*prang  he,  joyous  aa  the  traveller 
Who  sees  the  boat  will  bear  him  o'er  the  stream- 

"  0  thou  with  glossy  braided  hwks !  "    he  crifd, 
"  'Welcome,  thrice  welcome  !    Truly  this  long  nig"* 
Hath  brought  a  blissful  day,  since  thou  art  here 
To  live  the  Mistress  of  my  House.     Smile  now' 
S;iy  thou  wilt  pleasure  me ;  and  bid  me  bring 
Rnngles  and  chains  of  gold,  with  golden  rings 
Fair-wrought  and  wonderful,  rubies  and  pearls, 


Ami  livli  gilt  clnihs  and  fc>kiiis  uf  deer.     See  here, 
How  soft  thy  eoucli  will  be  I     Sit  by  me,  Dear, 
And  drink  of  honey-wine,  and " 

Draupadi 
Brake  in,  impatient :  **  'T  is  the  Queen  hath  sent. 
She  V)ade  me  ask  for  wine :  she  is  athirst ; 
Speedily  give,  and  let  me  go  ! " 

At  this 
Savs  Kichaka  :  "  Afv  Lotus  !  some  one  else 
Shall  carry  to  the  Queen  ! "  therewith  he  grasped 
Dravipadi's  arm,  but,  feeling  that  vile  touch 
Tlie  Princess  cried  aloud  :  "  As  never  onct? 
Swerved  I  from  wedded  dutv,  ev'n  in  thought, 
So  by  my  truth  of  heart  'scape  I  thee  now ; 
And  I  sliall  live  to  see  thee,  daring  wretch, 
KoU  in  the  dust,  a  carcass." 

Hearing  that. 
Furious  he  seized  her  cloth  and  strove  to  hold. 
But  bursting  from  his  liands,  scornful,  incensed, 
Not  brooking  such  intolerable  wrong. 
The  angry  Lady  —  breathing  hard  and  ([uick  — 


y 


Stniok  him  and  felled  him.  like  a  root-cut  Uv^ 
Then,  while  be  spi'awletl,  alie  turned  and  ran  Bt  spwi 
Sought  fur  the  H^ll  where  King  Viruta  sat  ^^d 

With  Yndliisthira,  bliinia,  and  tbe  Conn.  ^H 

Bat,  fl;iii(^'  thus,  that  guilty  Lori  eui'agi'tl  ^^ 

Bose,  followed  her,  and  iu  the  full  Divnu 
Caught  her  long  hair,  and  dragged  her  down,  and  gpunml 
Her  body  with  hia  foot,  in  ths  Kine^s  si^i^ 
Id  Bight  of  Bhima  and  of  YodhiBthir. 

With  leaping  hearts  those  Panda  Princes  tiun 

Saw  the  foul  deed ;  and  Bhima  gnashed  his  teeth 

Rjiging  to  kill,  and  knit  his  angrj-  brows: 

Sweat  sprang  on  him.  flaiiie  sparkled  from  his  eye?. 

With  wrath  he  quaked,  his  hands  covered  his  moutb, 

He  would  have  started  forth  and  slain  that  Lord, 

But  Yndliisthira,  wiser,  squeezed  his  thumbs 

Commanding  peace,  lest  all  be  known ;  and  wheo 

Like  elephant  in  must  Bhima  glared  hard. 

The  elder  Prince  spake  masterful,  "  Dost  seek 

Trees  to  uproot  for  fuel,  burly  Cook  : 

Go  find  and  fell  them  out  of  doors,  not  here ! " 

So  Bhima  choked  his  rage ;  but  Draupadi 

With  shame  and  auger  wild  —  yet  loath  to  break  ■ 
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Their  secret  —  standing  at  the  entrance-place. 

Cried  loud,  in  tears  :  "  Lords,  ye  have  seen  to-Uay 

Spurned  by  Uie  feet  of  yon  vile  Malayan 

The  wife  of  those  whose  foes,  in  time  gune  by, 

Dared  not  to  sleep  —  no,  not  if  four  broad  realms 

lAy  between  them  and  vengeance.     Ye  have  seen 

H«r  outraged  who  hath  champions  strong  enough 

To  shatter  all  your  state  —  if  they  would  strike. 

Well  for  ye  ia  it  that  these  warriors  skulk ;  , 

Well  for  ye  that  iheit  force  immeasurable 

Sleeps  hke  an  eunuch's  spirit,  witnessing 

Their  dear  chaste  Lady  beaten  as  a  drab ! 

Tlioii  too,  0  King !  no  King  thou  shewest  thyself, 

Else  had'st  thou  nowise  suffered  that  this  miin. 

Base  Thief  —  not  Ariny-ChJcf  —  should  flout  me  thus 

lu  thy  full  Court !     Dishonored  are  ye  all 

Not  knowing  right,  nor  virtue!  —  infamous 

Ihe  tbroiie  ye  serve ;  and  ye  who  serve  the  tlirone ;" 


Then 


len  spake  the  troubleil  King :  "  We  have  not  known 
Your  cause  of  ([uam;l :"  and  the  Courtiers  said, 
*'  Truly  the  InrKo-eyed  One  hath  wrong  herein  ; 
Taultloss  to  view  she  is  —  moat  beautiful ; " 
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But  Yudbisthira,  calm  in  wrath,  addressed 
His  beaaleouB  wife :  "  Sairindhri  I  tarry  not  1 
Go  to  the  Queen.     The  wivea  of  heroes  bear 
DtBtreas  for  those  they  love,  and  bo  attain. 
Those  Oodlike  Lords  of  thine  choose  not  this  hoai 
To  wrpjik  their  ire ;  yet  they  will  choose.     Weep  not 
Nor  play  the  actress  here  I     Thy  Oandharvas 
Will  do  thee  pleasure,  and  requite  this  mas." 

So  went  she  grieved,  her  long  hair  loose,  her  ejw 
Reddened  with  weeping,  to  Sndeshna's  bower, 
And  told  the  deeds  of  Kichaka.    But  when 
The  Queen  had  said,  "  If  he  has  done  this  thiog 
He  should  be  shent,"  the  sobbing  Princess  cried, 
"  Nay !  those  he  wronged  shall  slay  him  !  two  days  heiiffl 
I  think  his  soul  will  sink  to  Yamalok." 

And  when  she  reached  her  room  and  stripped  to  ^^^ 
Her  fairest  body,  fell  she  to  hot  thought, 
ilusing :  "  What  shall  I  do  ?     Where  go  ?    What  P" 
To  kill  this  Lord  ? "  and  as  she  mused,  the  name 
Of  Bhima  came :  "  Bhima  will  aid  —  none  else 
Save  Bhima  can  achieve  ! "     So  she  arose 
And  sought  out  Bhima  in  his  cooking-place. 
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Approaching  as  a  three-year  cow  her  bull 

In  season,  or  a  hen-crane  towards  its  mate 

At  pairing  time;  and  like  a  jungle-vine 

Clasping  a  Sal  on  Gomti's  wooded  banks ; 

Or  like  a  fondling  lioness  that  wakes 

Her  maned  lord  in  the  woods,  so  Draupadi 

Cast  her  long  arms  round  Bhima,  and  so  roused  : 

And  him  addressing,  with  a  voice  as  sweet 

As  the  mid-notes  of  vina,  cried :  "  Arise ! 

Sleepest  thou  now  ?  or  art  thou  dead,  indeed, 

Suffering  that  man  to  live  who  shamed  thy  wife  ?  ** 

Then  Bhima.  sitting  up  upon  his  bed, 

Inquired,  "  What  would'st  tliou?"     And  in  whispered 

wrath 
Xhe  Princess  of  Panchala  told  anew 
Her  tale  of  shame  ;  and  broke  to  bitter  words, 
liamenting  sore  that  Yudhisthir  should  live 
The  King  s  hired  dicer,  careless  of  lier  fame ; 
-And  great  Arjuna  lay  his  bow  aside 
To  wear  armlets  and  ear-rings,  and  to  sit 
The  women's  singing-master ;  Sahadev 
-A  cow-herd  in  the  pens,  all  weaponless  ; 
And  Nakula  training  horses  in  the  stalls. 
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"  Thou,  Bhima's  self,  defamed  to  Vallava 
To  cook,  cut  wood,  and  fight  wild  beasts  -for  aporti 
Kay,  I,  the  Queeu  \ "  so  she  went  on,  "  beguiled 
B;  Yadhistliira's  foult  to  go  in  garb 
Of  waiting-woman,  live  at  orders,  bear 
All  I  have  borne,  unrighted.     See  !  these  bands 
Blistered  with  pounding  sandal  —  hands  of  one 
Who  never  once  before  in  all  her  life 
Touched  pestle,  save  for  Kfinti,  now  I  stand 
Daily  before  the  door  a  pationc  Blare 
Trembling  to  learn  if  1  have  pounded  welll 
What  have  I  wrought  to  vex  the  Gods  so  much  ? 
It  is  not  meet  for  me  longer  to  live ! 

Then  Bhima,  weeping,  lifted  to  his  face 
Those  tender  hands  of  Draupadi,  thus  scored 
With  daily  toil,  and  sorrowful  replied : 

"  It  shames  our  name,  it  mocks  our  strength,  to  see 
These  dear  worn  hands  !    1  would  have  flooded  all 
With  blood,  but  Yudhisthira's  glance  forbade. 
That  wo  dwell  here  dissembling  —  that  these  men 
Still  breathe —  sticks  like  a  spear-blade  in  my  heart 
Yet  grieve  not  thus  !     If  Yudhisthira  heard, 
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>r  ArjuD,  or  the  Twins,  they  would  not  live, 
ind  I  should  weary  then  of  living  I    Wait ! 
our  fates  patiently !  «  little  more  — 
Balf  of  one  moon  —  and  thou  art  Queen  again  ! " 

But  Draupadi  made  answer:  "  Nny.  one  day 
all  loo  lony  1     I  cannot  wait !     Rise  now  I 
.ct,  or  I  die !     The  Queen,  jealous  of  me, 
.ids  Kichaka ;  and  he —  when  I  say  '  Fool ! 
am  the  wife  of  five  great  Gandlmrvas. 
leir  wrath  will  crush  thee  I' —  Kichaka  replies, 
Small  fear  have  I  of  thy  five  Gandharvas, 
iWeetest  Sairindhri !     I  can  match  in  fight 

lakh  of  such !     Therefore,  too  fearful,  yield ! ' 
,t  that  the  proud  Lord  lauglia — ^  lustful  and  rich. 
ckless  and  villanoua  —  and  if  we  wait, 
is  man  will  seize  some  chance,  and  master  me ; 
len  must  I  die ;  then  prudence  will  seem  vile ; 
all  is  lost ;  with  loss  of  name  and  fame, 
ima  !  with  thine  own  eyes  thnu  did'st  see 
i'  adulterer  spurn  me.     Kill  him,  dear  strong  Lord  ! 
,k  him  to  fragments !  shatter  him  to  shards 
when  a  rock  crushes  a  chatty  !     Kill  I 
he  sees  one  more  sunrise  I  will  mix 
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PoisoD  wiUi  what  I  drink,  and  eod:  for  Deuh 
Were  better  tlan  the  anus  o(  Ki<disk«  I " 


Site  flnagon  Bhims'sBst^aheddingliattein; 
And  Bbinia,  all  to  comfort  ber,  spoke  hir, 
Wiping  the  drc^  away.    Then,  silent  mneed, 
ThinkiDg  <A  £ichaka ;  and  while  he  thoi^ht 
He  licked  the  cmners  o(  his  month,  made  dr; 
By  fire  of  rage.    At  last  he  rose  and  said. 

"  See  1  I  will  do  this  thing  thou  askest !    60, 

Put  by  all  signs  of  sorrow :  find  tliat  man  ! 
The  Dancing-chamber  which  the  King  hath  built 
By  day  is  used  for  Naiitchneea,  but  at  night 
Is  empty,  and  a  well-carved  bed  stands  there. 
That  is  the  place  where  I  will  send  his  soul 
Where  tlTose  have  gone  who  did  beget  this  dog. 
Appoint  he  meet  thee  there  to-night ;  but  so 
That  others  shall  not  hear  nor  spy." 

Full  soon 
Kiehaka  speaks  with  her  —  he  wandered  wide 
To  seek  her  —  saying  this :  "  I  struck  thee,  girl ! 
Yesterday  in  full  Court  before  the  throne. 
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)west  thou  well  there  is  no  Lord  save 
tlie  Captain  of  tlie  troops,  aud  Chief 
VipJta'fl  City.     Take  me,  then  ; 
m  for  slave  the  master  of  tliis  state 
Ul  give  tliee,  Fairest !  servants,  cars, 
ad  a  hundred  uisfakas  of  ted  gold. 
B  thins  be?" 

ft 

■^^  Draupadi  answered  :  "  Yea, 

Ig  stuiU  be,  sith  thoit  must  have  it  so  ; 
'  if  none  know  —  none  of  thy  [rituds : 
:erroT  of  my  Gandharvas. 
it  ahall  be  secret,  and  I  yield  I " 

0  of  loveliest  limbs  I "  quoth  Kichata, 

1  promise  —  I  am  thrall  to  thtte ! 
good  meeting-place  should  I  repair, 

lose —  thy  dreadful  Five  —  shall  nought  d isccrn  ? " 


adi  said :  "  There  is  the  Dancing  Hal! 
the  Kiug,  where  Nautohnees  play  by  day ; 
e  it  free  at  nights.     Thither  repair 
e  dark  falls  j  my  husbands  do  not  know 
t :  we  shall  be  q\ut  of  censure  there." 


r  love, 
-utont 
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But  when,  apart,  she  mused  those  uttered  varii, 
That  slie  shoulil  speak  them,  aad  tlie  hearei  En— 
The  afternoon  seemed  like  a  long  slow  moon, 
So  grievous  't  was  to  await  I     And,  unto  biia 
The  watches  of  that  day  seemed  without  end, 
So  was  he  glikd  and  keen,  not  knowing  Dealb 
Had  come  to  call  him  in  Sairindhri  dress. 
Belt  of  Iiis  wits,  he  plumed  himself  for  tore, 
Embellishing,  anoiuting,  tricking  out 
With  garlands,  perfumes,  omameiiES- 
Aye  musing  on  her  great  dark  eyes,  her  limbs 
Smooth  as  banana-stems,  her  shining  hair, 
And  stately  step.     Like  a  spent  lamp  which  flares 
Before  the  flame  dies  down,  so  Kichaka 
Bore  himself  brighter,  as  his  proud  heart  drew 
Nearer  the  stroke  of  Fata 

But  Draupadi, 

Beautiful  with  her  wrath,  sought  Bhima  out 
And  whispered :  "  What  thou  badest  I  have  don^' 
Kichaka  meets  me  in  the  dancing-hall 
To-night,  when  darkness  falls.     He  comes  alone. 
Slay  him  there,  Bhima !     Slay  him,  dear  my  Ld^i 
That  hast  the  mighty  arms  1     Kill  this  vain  fo()L 
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Drunk  with  vile  pride.    Deal  with  him,  Kunti's  Son, 

As  doth  an  elephant  with  vilva-fruits. 

So  shalt  thou  stay  these  tears,  and  purge  my  shame ! " 


Bhima  replied :  "  Thou  hast  done  well !    I  craved 
Ifought  better  than  such  tidings.     Now  my  soul 
Is  glad  again,  as  when  in  days  bygone 
I  slew  Hidimba.     Listen  !    Here,  I  swear 
By  thine  own  truth,  and  by  my  Brothers*  lives, 
And  by  great  Dharma,  I  will  kill  this  wretch 
As  Indra  slaughtered  Vritra.     Sit  at  peace  ! 
This  night  his  head  shall  be  even  as  vilva-fruit 
Whereon  an  elephant  bath  trampled  !  '* 

So 
At  nightfall,  early,  having  wrapped  himself 
In  woman's  garb,  went  Bhima  to  the  Hall, 
And  lay  in  darkness  on  the  couch,  as  lies 
A  tiger  in  the  tiger-grass,  close-hid, 
Glaring,  expectant  till  the  buck  shall  pass. 


Then  Kichaka  —  all  trim  and  scented  —  trips 
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To  tlie  aj^ointed  ipo^  foil  ot  his  bliss 

To  meet  that  pearleBS  Qneen.    He  enten  in  — 

Qropes  in  the  {^oom — this  Lord  of  rinfal  aool — 

Feeling  lus  way  toward  Bbima  <hi  tlie  bed : 

Toward  Bhima,  baning  fierce  witli  Bhame  and  nge-    « 

Toward  Btmna,  hoge  and  dieadfal~-  aa  a  moth 

Flatters  into  a  fiiine,  as  foolish  deer 

Fhty  towardB  the  oheetah's  lair.     Ibe  bed  he  finds;^ 

Sees  in  the  daric  a  form,  and,  smilingly 

He  lisps :  "  My  Fair !  thon  with  the  eyes  t  art  h 

Enow,  I  have  set  apart  rich  gifts  for  thee; 

Jewels  and  gold,  and  inner  chambers  stored 

"With  scarlet  cloths  and  carpets ;  and  a  throng 

Of  slaves  to  serve  our  sports  and  pleasures  !    Now 

Come  I  —  thy  humble  slave  1  though  women  say 

None  is  like  Eichaka  for  face  and  grace ! " 


Then  Bhima  from  the  couch  his  answering  voice 
I'elittled,  while  he  said :  "  Fortunate  Lord, 
To  be  so  great  and  have  such  praise !     In  truth 
A  winning  way  is  thine,  and  conquering  hand  — 
Come  nearer,  that  1  kiss  them  !     Ah,  no  doubt. 
None  can  resist  so  sweet  a  Lord  ! " 


/ 
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And  while 
chaka  marvelled  at  those  accents  rough, 
Idenly  started  Bhima  from  the  couch 
ixnderously  crying,  "  Now  thou  diest,  Dog  I 
w  shall  thy  carcass  roll  in  dust,  and  leave 
ice  to  Sairindhris  and  to  us  ! "     Therewith 
aght  he  the  hair  of  Kichaka,  entwined 
th  flower-wreaths,  bent  him  down,  and  seized  his  neck  ; 
t  quick,  that  Lord,  tearing  his  locks  away, 
ippled  the  Pandu  Prince.     So,  fierce  they  close 
deadly  strife,  as  when  two  lions  meet, 

iRrild  bull  elephants.     Their  huge  arms  rose 
^€  hooded  cobras  striking ;  nails  and  teeth 
Iped  hands  and  feet  in  the  hot  conflict.     Now 
e  would  roll  uppermost,  another  now : 
C'  Bhima  flung  down  Kichaka,  but  ho 
pped  from  beneath,  and  hurled  his  enemy 
-k  overhand  —  with  crash  of  joint  and  bone 

when  the  bamboos  crack  in  hurricanes : 
t  Bhima  gripped  again,  and  beat  the  knees 
>m  under  Kichaka,  so  that  both  fell 
iked  chest  to  chest,  roaring  in  wrath,  the  foam 
on  their  lips,  fire  flashing  from  their  eyes. 
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g  to  slay  each  other  in  tlial  gloom. 
Lund  was  the  noise  and  clatter  of  the  fight ; 
Till,  knitting  close  hia  giant  arms,  the  Princa 
Diew  tig]  breast  Kichaka's  breast. 

Pressing  the         lireath  ou  ;  and  —  waxing  strong, 
As  the  At:         -er  waned  —  shifted  one  baud 
To  Kicliaka'a  strained  throat,  one  to  liis  hair. 
The  while  with  feet  and  knees  be  trampled  him ; 
"Whereat,  o'eroome  and  helpless,  Kichaka 
GnoDoia&a  fell  prone — at  «%idi  llw  ftnaastna 
His  body  limp,  and  broke  hia  limbs,  and  cast 
The  shapeless  carcass  back,  a  lump  of  Death. 

Thereon  Bbima  arose,  all  shaking  atill 
With  stress  of  combat,  red  with  blood,  and  hoaiw 
By  cries  of  rage,    "  Come  hither  I  come,"  said  be, 
"  Thou  Princess  of  Panch&Ia !    Witness  here 
What  thing  it  is  who  wrought  to  do  thee  shame." 

Then  Braupadi,  lighting  a  torch,  strode  in 
And  saw  the  foot  of  Bhima  planted  bard 
On  Kichaka's  torn  corpse ;  and  how  be  lay 
Bloody  and  broken  by  the  carven  bed; 
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3on  she  called  the  keepers  of  the  Hall, 
; :  "  Enter !  enter !  sec  how  Kichaka, 
spumed  me,  and  who  sought  to  shame  me,  lies 
by  my  Gandharvas ! " 


THE    END. 
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WITH  SA'DI  IN  THE  GARDEN 


OR 


C^e  15006  of  lote 

BEING 

THE  ""ISHK"'  OR   THIRD  CHAPTER  OF  THE  ''BOSTAN'' 
OP  THE  PERSIAN  POET  SA'DI 


£iiiimllic&  In  a  Sialogtif  ijrUJ  in  t^e  6artien  oC  V^t 
&j  ^ijal,  at  ^flca 


[Note.  —  The  sections  in  this  poem  taken  directly  from 
Persian  are  printed  in  italics,  and  present  the  third  chapter  of 
B6st4n  nearly  as  it  stands   in  the  text  of   SaMi.    The  bulk 
the  poem  is  original,  though  some  passages  imitate  the  Pers^ 
manner.     Utmost  acknowledgments  are  due  to  the  prose 
lation  of  "The  Bostan,"  by  Capt.  H.  Wilberforce  Claike.  R. 
one  of  the  very  best  and  most  faithful  ever  made  frc»m  an  C)ricc:  ~* 
classic.     Those  familiar  with  Persian  literature  will  be  awarez^ 
certain  necessary  modifications.      The  accomplished  singing-^^z^  i 
are  types  from  the  life.] 
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PROEME. 

•b  WEET  Friends  !  who  love  the  Music  of  the  Sun^ 
And  listened^  glad  and  gracious  —  many  an  oncy 
While y  on  a  light-strung  lyre^  I  sought  to  tell 
Indian  Siddartha's  wisdom  ;  and  the  spell 
O/yayadev's  deep  verse;  and  proud  d^eds  wrought 
By  Pandu  Princes;  and  how  gems  are  fraught 
With  meanings;  and  to  count  each  golden  bead 
Of  Allah'* s  names  of  Beauty  ;  and  to  read 
High  tender  lessons  Upanishads  teach  — 
**  Secret  of  Deaths'''  and  subtle  soul  of  speech 
In  holy  OM ;  and  to  con  —  line  by  line    - 
The  lofty  glory  of  the  ''  Lay  Divini*''  — 
Arjuna's  speech  with  Krishna:  —  once  more  come^ 
And  listen  to  the  Vina  and  the  Drum  I 
Copne  once  more  with  me  from  our  sombre  skies 
To  hear  great  Sd*dts  tuneful  mysteries  — 
"  Xightingale  of  a  thousand  lays  "  — for  he 
Willy  ^mid  the  Garden^  sing  in  many  a  key 


■»  Persian  airs.     But,  tell  thtmfirti,  «y  Seng!— 
i£Mt  they  do  ihee,  and  me,  and  Sd'di  virmg — 
i7b  eome  wilh  hearts  lo  gentle  thoughts  inclined, 
■filMce  this  is  only  for  the  wise  and  bind; 
•And.  of  itself,  our  Garden  shuts  its  gate 
'On  him  that 's  hard,  cold,  untompassionate; 
i'Btit  opens  wide  its  alleys,  green  and  still. 
To  Sesame  of  Love  and  fair  Good-will! 


r  Yaihl  "Hadaiiai,' 
jHly  ij,  iSSS. 
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SntroHuctton. 

jra  we  had  seen  the  City-sights, 
brt,  the  Mosques,  the  busy  liot  bazaars  ; 
's  red  bulwarks,  —  shutting  treasures  in 
league-long  ramp  of  sandstone, —  Ilathi  Pul, 
athing-House  of  Mirrors,  Ghuznee's  Gates, 
i-i-Khas,  Diwan-i-Am,  the  Court 
(mine,  Maehi  Bhawun,  and  that  gem 
y  places  named  tlie  "  House  of  Pearl "  — 
rfusjid,  where  Archangels  might  pray 
ttiss  no  grace  of  Heaven,  no  purity  !  — 
'  the  zigzagged  cream  and  rosy  roof 
i&nara's  Mosque  our  unshod  feet 
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Had  lingered,  mid  (bp  Muslim  worshipfiers ; 
To  Itllnad-ud-Dowlab's  sepulchre  — 
By  will  of  Nouroiahal, ''  Light  of  the  world," 
Upretied  and  carved  —  we  had  nmdc  piljrriiuagr; 
And,  at  Sikandm,  to  great  Akbar*B  tomb ; 
And  once,  and  twice,  and  thrioe,  to  Taj-UaluL 


Ah,  the  white  wonder  1    Have  there  been  who  ewe 

And  gazed,  —  and  laid  etaff  and  sarTeying  chain 
Along  thy  sacred  sides,  Fairest  of  fanes  I 
To  turn  away,  saying,  "  The  plan  errs  thnsl 
The  plinth  lacks  this!  the  arch  was  ill-conceived! 
'T  is  but  a  cube  of  stone  with  angles  lopped  I 
Much  seems  yet  needed  to  the  architraves  I 
The  lattice  gives  no  light  I  the  casing-stones 
Are  mere  veneer?"     Measurers  parcel-blind 
Who,  with  yard-rule  would  count  the  inches  off 
From  Aphrodite's  Parian  raftjosty. 
And  stretch  tape  o'er  Elyaian  asphodel ! 
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ith  not  eyes  to  ece  whose  eyes  have  seen 
iglrtiy  of  fhe  beauty  of  the  Taj, 

and  folt  —  at  seeing — how  man's  li:inil 
Kb  nearest  Ood's  heteio,  touching  Ilis  chaiiu 
Rinded  silvery  clouds  in  that  poised  Dome 
jh  hangs  lietween  tlio  sky's  blue  aJid  the  stream's  - 
Ig  the  fleeting  stnictui'es  of  His  snow 
e  piled  pilasters  and  stainless  flats 
mount  and  mount  —  delicate,  drifted,  still ;  - 
1g,  yet  subtle,  as  the  curves  and  shades 
le  white  breasts  of  her  it  celebrates, 
ttand  Banu,  Queen  of  Love  and  Death : 
lion,  and  a  worship,  and  a  faith 
fast  in  alabaster,  so  that  Earth 
nothing  anywhere  of  mortal  toil 
e-wrought,  so  consummate,  so  supreme  — 
^ond  praise,  Love's  loveUest  mouumcut  — 
bat  in  Agra,  upon  Jumna's  bank, 
Jalmn  biiiiik'd  for  his  Lady's  (rravc. 
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f)h,  friends !  verao  is  too  bold  socking  to  tell 
How  beautiful  tliis  Eastern  Tomb  dotli  rise, 
How  fair  bj  ma  or  moooJight,  how  sopcrtt  i^ 

This  house  of  Lore  and  Death  —  all  lily-vfaile 
In  the  green  garden  upon  Jumna's  shore !  ti 

The  City,  swarming  past  the  River*8  bend, 
Wafts  no  noise  here ;  far  off  you  may  discern 
The  bridge  of  boats,  the  Port's  red  wall,  the  Domes- 
Three  pearly  foam^iells  —  of  the  Jf osqne  of  Pearl 
Suspended  o'er  those  distant  parapets  ; 
Ram-Bagh  ;  the  tall  palm-groves  by  Akbar'a  grave; 
And  Akbar'a  judgment-terrace.    Here  the  stresm  — 
Yamuna,  silver  daughter  of  the  Sun  — 
niidcs  broad  and  silent,  washing  sandy  flats 
And  ancient  water-gates.     By  avenues 
Of  neem  and  palsa  ;  past  low  huts  of  mat, 
fiay  painted  country-dwellings,  topes,  and  nells, 
Temples,  and  little  shrines  where  gilded  gitds 
Pfpiat  with  crossed  legs  —  Balkrishna,  Haniimaii; 
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in  and  bangle  shops,  by  weaving-grounds, 
reaking  Persian  whoels,  rice-fields,  and  taiika 
ds  the  cantonment- way.  niiide  prtpiiloua 
tread  of  patient  feet,  wliich  eome  and  go 
[  the  errands  of  their  placid  day. 
meet  the  brown-limbed  lade u  coolie  giria, 
ekkas  with  full  freight  of  pota  and  wives, 
camels  stalking  rIow,  the  palanquins, 
belted  peon,  the  sweetmeat-man,  the  ox 
(pre-pacing  with  his  spurting  wRtcr-skins  ; 
■  spangled  dancing-girls,  the  fishermen, 
gis,  sepoys,  hamals,  jungle-folk, 
people  of  an  Agra  afternoon: 
B,  suddenly,  —  wheels  stop,  bridles  are  dmwn, 
cries,  "  The  Taj !  "     Wr  are  at  entrance  gato 
tdia's  pride,  the  Tomb,  the  House  of  Rest 
[umtaz-i-Mahal,  the  "  Exalted  one  "  — 
I  of  her  Sultan's  heart,  and  Hindostim  — 
by  her  Lord  aud  I.over  laid  to  sleep. 
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And  hera,loo,  elQffi  Ae  staialj  Kiagwiio  ^aened 
TMs  qileitAiv  fw  lifi  MOim — Sbah  Jaban.— 
Twelve  Boom  rews  baok  SnUuiifC  India, 
Baler  aagiiBt>  and  ^n  irf  Awaa^abe. 

First  a  praod  arobwajrj  learad  of  zo^  rtoaa 
Banded  witbmarbU;  and  a  frontal  wall 
Crowned  b;  low  oapolas.    The  demi-Tanlt 

Of  entry  towers  aloft,  framing  huge  epace 
Of  azure  heaven,  broad-groined  with  span  and  rib 
In  marbles  brown  and  white  ;  and,  all  the  bands, 
String-courses,  cornices,  range  thtck-inlaid 
With  scriptures  from  the  Holy  Book,  tall  scrolls 
Writ  in  commanding  Toghra  —  Alif,  Lam, 
Chain,  and  their  solemn  sister  characters, 
Marching  witli  step  severe,  and  measured  sweep, 
Mim,  Nun,  and  Waw  and  Sin,  made  ornaments 
To  deck  the  door,  and  issue  doctrines  true : 
"iVo  God  save  God/    In  name  of  God  the  One!" 
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Along  the  Rpandrela ;  on  the  coping-stones 
Ti.'nih;r  deep  things  frum  Sura  sixty-seven  — 
The  "  Chapter  of  the  Kingdom  "  —  blazoning 
*»  Bltnted  it  Hk  that  fiatk  the  Kinndom .'    He 
JUaile  Life  and  Death  to  prove  i/e  ;  and  Hn  made 
The  »even  upherei  of  Heaven  — each  hy  each: 
Say  he  it  God  the  Merciful !  "  and,  then, 
"  Only  the  pure  of  heart  enter  the  t/ates, 
Jhtter  God's  Garden.'" 

^^  Sf«;  I  that  might  be  tliis, 

]f  ParadiHG  had  portals  like  Jahan's ! 
For,  tlirough  the  vaulted  door,  opens  to  sight 
A  glorious  garden  —  green,  forever  green, 
Since  hither  comes  no  harsh  nor  biting  time 
To  strip  the  huda,  but,  all  the  warm  year  through, 
The  palms  rise  feathered,  and  the  pipal-boughs 
Whisper  men's  doings  to  the  listening  gods 
BJth  watcliful  leaves;  citrons  and  rosLMkpples 
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Keep  their  bright  blossoms  and  their  jewelled  fniiu, 
And  broad  bananas  flaunt  their  silken  flags. 
The  Bpaciotis  Pleaaav"""  ='"»wa  on  either  hand  | 
Dark  verdant  bank  us  foliage  — 

Cooling  the  eyes,  and  quieting  the  heart  — 
With  parterres  interspersed,  and  roae-thickets, 
And  sheets  of  fiery  Indian  marigolds. 
Moon-flowers,  and  shell-flowers:  crimstin  paiio^ 
Of  the  Bilk-cottons,  and  soft  lilac  ligfct 
Where  Bunbeams  sift  through  Bougainrilliers : 
Piok  oleander-apraya  you  mark,  fig-blooms, 
Start!  of  the  champak,  tnlip-eups,  and  spikes 
Of  silver-studded  aloes,  with  red  gold 
Of  peaeock-bushes,  and  fair  deadly  bells 
Of  white  datura.    What  most  holds  the  eye, 
Leading  it  onward  towards  the  sight  of  sights, 
Is  yon  black  avenue  of  thuja-trees 
With  cypress  intermixed,  ranged,  all  the  way, 
On  either  border  of  the  broad  paved  path, 
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Like  sentinels  of  honor.     From  the  gate 

Straight  to  the  threshold  of  the  Taj-Mahal 

Those  trees  of  mourning  marshal  you !     Between 

Gleams  the  paved  way,  laid  smooth  in  slabs  of  white 

River-like  running  through  the  banks  of  green  ; 

And,  on  this  middle  pavement  —  all  its  length  — 

Wan  water  lies  entanked,  its  crystal  face 

Rippled  with  gliding  fish,  and  lotus-leaves 

By  the  wind  rocked,  and  rain  of  fountain-drops ; 

For  —  all  its  length  —  jets  of  thin  silver  dart 

Into  the  Blue,  and  sparkle  back  to  the  Blue 

Reflected  in  those  marble-margined  pools. 

Led  thus  by  sombre  cypresses,  and  lines 

Of  dancing  water-jets,  and  lilied  tanks. 

And  glistering  garden-causeway,  the  gaze  lights 

On  that  great  Tomb,  rising  prodigious,  still, 

Matchless,  perfect  in  form,  a  miracle 

Of  grace,  and  tenderness,  and  symmetry. 

Pearl-pure  against  the  sapphire  of  the  sky  ! 


Enchaated,  the  foot  foUows  the  fixed  gue. 
Which  maHu  no    more    ihe    garden's  wealtk,  A> 

pools, 
Tfce  tall,  dark  sentry-trees,  the  shining  patli, 
1^8  enlaced  and  rustling  bambuoe,  the  plamod  jaW 
With  doves  and  snn-birds  ia  their  swinging  crow»i 
Only  it  dwells  on  that  strange  shape  of  grace 
Instinct  witii  loTCtiun  —  nOtmuooxjl 
Not  architecture  !  as  all  others  are. 
But  the  proud  passion  of  an  Emperor's  Iotc 
Wrought  into  living  stone,  which  gleams  and  soare 
With  body  of  beauty  shrining  soul  and  thot^lit, 
Insomuch  that  it  haps  as  when  some  face 
Divinely  fair  unveils  before  our  eyes  — 
Some  woman  beautiful  unspeakably  — 
And  the  blood  quickens,  and  the  spirit  leaps, 
And  will  to  worship  bends  the  half-yielded  kuees, 
While  breath  forgets  to  breathe  :  so  is  the  Taj ; 
You  see  it  with  the  heart,  before  the  eyes 


OH,   THE   BOOK   OF   LOVE.  I  I 

e  scope  tu  yazo.     All  white  1  snow-white!  cloml- 

white  1 
i  a  white  rounded  cloud  scemn  that  siiioutli  dome 
ied  80  stately  mid  its  sistcr-domoR, 
Bxing  (j3  waist,  ami  waning  tn  wan  brow  ; 
ite,  too,  the  minarets,  like  ivory  towers, — 
ir  tall  Court  ladles  tending  their  Princess  — 
at  the  four  shorn  comers.     Near  and  far 
le  garden  clasps  the  Sanctuary  in  folds 
-ouuded  verdure;  on  its  right  and  left 
i  two  fair  Miisjids,  Chapels  of  the  shrine, 
'mselves  in  other  spot  raajestical: 
!  one  which  looks  to  Mecca  is  for  prayer, 
lis  other,  the  Jawib  —  for  symmetry  — 
lers  a  rosting-house  where  men  may  sit 
id  hear  the  Bulbul  singing  to  the  Rose, 
td  talk  of  Arjanittnd,  and  Love  and  Death, 
ihind  the  glorious  Tomh  a  court,  a  wall, 
(tank  which  drops  to  Juniun,  and,  beyond  — 
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Over  the  River,  wliere  her  Emperor  died  — 
Brindubon,  and  a  hundred  leagues  of  plain. 

Hushed,  ;ou  advance  —  your  gaze  still  Qxedl  bevd 

BOul 
Full  of  the  Wonder  ;  drinking  in  its  ep^ 
Of  purity  and  mystery,  its  poise 
Magical,  weird,  aerial ;  the  gho»t 
Of  Thought  dr&ped  white  —  aa  if  tliat  thilbtn's  si^ 
Had  lived  in  issuing  from  his  love  and  grief 
Immense,  and  taken  huge  embodiment 
Which  one  rash  word  might  change  from  Tomb  to 

Cloud. 
But  mount  the  first  great  platform  —  sandstooe,  red, 
A  tliousaud  feet  each  way  —  and,  coming  nigh, 
You  shall  perceive  the  sovereignty  of  this 
Which  utmost  loveliness  did  somewhile  hide. 
\ow  grows  the  mighty  greatness  of  the  Taj 
Pliiincr  !  't  is  eighty  feet  of  marble  snow 
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From  the  embroidered  fillet  of  yon  Dome 

To  its  gold  Crownal,  glittering  in  the  sky 

A  hundred  '*  yards  of  Akbar  "  from  the  ground. 

Under  that  Saracenic  entry-arch 

These  palms  might  grow,  nor  brush  a  topmost  plume 

Against  the  key-stone.    Hence,  too,  shall  you  see 

As  if  the  Empress'  self  drew  near,  and  near, 

Till  her  blue  veins  showed,  and  her  brows,  and  gems. 

How  opulent  the  unsullied  marble  spreads 

With  ornament,  how  decked  with  precious  work 

Of  scroll  and  spray,  volute  and  chasery. 

And  grave  texts  written  clear  in  black  and  red 

Inlaid  upon  the  white  ;  not  marring  it 

More  than  those  blue  veins  mar  a  lady's  neck ; 

More  than  her  pencillings  of  lash  and  brow 

Break  totalness  of  spotless  skin  and  limb. 


Mount,  now,  this  second  stair,  arriving  so 
On  upper  platform,  paved  with  marble  J)ak», 
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Bioh    my   three   hundred    feet.      Here  stands  ih? 

This  U  the  snowy  tableland  wberefrom 

BisM  the  House  of  snow,  mouutainoDB,  pore, 

Ab  any  topmost  peak  of  Himalay  ! 

A  mossy  Rqufire ;  the  anfi^les  sboru  ;  each  face 

I^eroed  vitli  a  vaulted  entrance,  parted  off 

7h>m  too  keen  worahip  of  iite  Son  — who  loves 

Arjamand'a  bed  — from  too  direct  a  ray 

Of  Indian  moonlight,  by  those  panelled  doors 

Of  lace-cut  alabaster.     Nearer  draw 

And  note  their  wondrous  toil — the  white  rock  wrou^t 

To  exquisite,  entangled,  tracery 

Intricate-patterned  ;  knit,  like  midnight  dreams 

Of  some  geometer,  in  governed  curves 

Cissoid,  parabola,  and  lemniscate. 

Rhombus,  and  rhomboid,  cirque,  trapezium, 

Each  absolute,  if  eye  shall  follow  them ; 

Strong  as  cast  steel,  but  delicate  as  veil 
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bny  web  fi-om  Dacca's  patient  loom 

folds  whei-eof  left  Akbar's  daughter  bare, 

iftt  the  Mi)gul  eriod  :  "  Coin'st  thou  unolad  ?" 

t,  by  a  huudrod  marble  liLttices 

)S  the  daylight  to  their  place  of  rest, 

b  of  its  glare  ;  but  you  —  bcfoi-e  you  pass  — 

[too,  this  diaper-work  of  branch  and  leaf 

E»or-post,  lintel,  and  long  cornices  : 

bow  the  black  embroidering  lines  and  texts, 

b-marshalled  from  the  Arab  alphabet, 

i  the  broad  beauty  of  the  pearly  walla 

softening  shadows,  how  the  Fiaial  — 

ting  with  gold  the  moon-round  cupola  — 

ins  with  tliin  crescent  its  fair-lifted  swell ; 

n(>ar  approached  —  faint  stains  iind  wandering 
•eiiis 

r  on  tlie  marble  —  azure,  saffron,  rose  — 
lat  it  hath  not  coldness,  like  to  snow, 
ia  large  purity  takes,  glud,  the  sun. 


And  aosvera  him  with  tender  tint  and  glow, 
Ab  if  the  milky  marble  lived,  indeed. 

Too  enter,  reverent :  —  for  a  Queen  is  here, 
AjoA  Uie  dead  King  who  loved  her ;  and  Death'i«tf 
Who  ends  all  —  and  begins  all ;  and  Love's  migbt 
Which  greater  is  than  Death,  and  heeds  him  mt 
White!  white!  tenderly,  softly,  white  —  arouod, 
Above,  beneath  —  save  that  the  praying  floor 
Ta  laid  in  dark  squares,  and  tlie  architrave 
Runs  comely  with  adomings  stiud,  and  script 
Of  Toghra  text.    See !  read !  "  Bti  Majettt/y 
Shadow  of  God,  M&jtahid  of  the  age, 
Built  thitfor  Retting-Place  of  Arjamand." 
And,  elsewhere :  —  "  J««i«  tend  (on  Whom  htptaet-^ 
Thii  world  a  Bridge  is  ;  paaa  tfwu  over  if, 
But  build  no  Houie  of  Hope  there."     And,  agaiiii 
The  Fatihah  —  "  In  the  name  of  God  moat-  Sigh 
The  Clement,  the  Compattionate .'"     Four  tombs 
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Of  Princea  and  Princesses  —  kindied  bones  — 

Surround  the  shrioe ;  here,  in  the  heart  of  all, 

"With  chapels  girdled,  shut  apart  by  screens, 

The  shrme's  self  stands.     White,  delicately  white ! 

White  as  the  cheek  of  Mumtaz-i-Malial 

Wben  Shah  Jahan  let  fall  a  king's  tear  there,  — 

White  as  the  breast  her  new  babe  vainly  pressed 

That  ill  day  in  the  camp  at  Burhaiipur, 

The  fair  shrine  standa,  guarding  two  Cenotapba : 

For,  when  the  Trumpet  of  Serilfil  blows, 

They  shall  not  rise  herefrom  ;  their  happy  dust 

Sleej>s    in    one    earth     beneath,    where    two    (jlaiii 

stones, 
Hers  in  the  midst,  and  his  —  raised  half  a  span 
(For  lordliuess  of  sex  and  Em|H?ry) 
But  close  beside  it  —  mark  their  very  graves. 
This  is  but  record  of  tlicin,  two  Death-Chcsta 
O'er-flowered  upon  white  morble  with  bright  sprays 
And  colored  buds  and  blooms,  posies  of  Death 


l8 
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SofUy  enamdled :  ott  ttn  finperat'a  Uct 
The  Kalwndto,  notbt  h  HatBoIaUB 
Dead  in  the  Vti&i ;  ra  hen  retaea  fea  Uaek 
Prairittg  tiifl  BUiM  e{  AlUh^  and  ho-  tamei 
And  vhen  she  Uved  uid  ««d^  of  all  that  tiwi 
"Hie  Gloiy,  aiid  the  OyaMmn,  maA  FMri. 

All  wliioh  rare  vwk  ia  OTer-oftilotned 

With  vaulted  inner  root  of  milk-white  hlocks 

Contracting,  tier  by  tier,  —  till,  far  above, 

A  cap-Htone  ahuts  the  canopy,  bo  high 

Those  letters  of  the  "  Throne  verse  "  cubit-long 

SIiow  like  the  little  writing  on  a  gem. 

And,  ever,  in  the  womb  of  that  white  roof, 

Echoes  sigh  round  and  round,  low  murmurings. 

Voices  aerial,  by  a  word  evoked  — 

A  foot-fall.     Yet  it  will  not  render  back 

III  noises,  or  a  rude  and  scurrile  sound : 

But  if  some  woman's  lips  and  gentle  breath 
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TJttcr  a  strain,  i£  some  soft  bar  be  played, 
^ome  verse  of  liymii,  or  Indian  love-Iamcnt, 
Or  chord  of  Seventh,  ihe  white  walls  listen  close, 
And  take  that  mtisic,  and  say  note  for  not« 
Softly  again  ;  and  then^ — echoing  theinaelveR  — 
Beverberate  ttieir  melting  antiphoncs. 
Low  waves  of  harmony  encountering  waves 
■And  rippling  on  the  rounded  milky  shores, 
^Knd  making  wavelets  of  new  harmonies. 
^Bhtis  —  fainter,  fainter  —  liigher,  higher  —  sighing 
Bnie  music  dicth  upwards ;  but  so  sweet, 
So  fine  and  far,  and  lingering  at  the  last, 
Ton  cannot  tell  when  Silence  comes  :  the  air, 
^ieoplod  by  hovering  Angels,  still  swms  full 
ITith  stir  celestial,  wilh  foldings  down 
t  pinions;  and  those  heavenly  parting  notes 
I  tender,  as  if  great  lar&ril's  self  — 
Who  hath  the  sweetest  voice  in  all  God's  worlds  — 
iHll  whispered  o'er  the  tomb  of  Arjamand  ! 
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Hw  milk-white  manel  of  this  innei-  Bliriiio 
Is  oaired  in  JiH-makfd  tnoeiy — 
OtU)  pud  of  ths  tnoirr  a  ihb 
Five  calnts  vftaj  r^t  firatted  aaA  pitned 
To  mari)3e  guaa—  m  Alt  die  •nbsaau,  Anmti 
Steal,  like  gdd  twOiilit.  to  thetr  mlc^tr  BMM 
And  sbov  tiMm  veU-n^  as  if  vUqierfng  Aob. 
Bat  yet  a  greater  wonder !  for  tts  rides  •— 
Where  the  Bmooth  stone  epreads  whole — boldtinlnil 

wealth 
Of  fair  delicious  fancies,  wreath  and  sprig, 
Blown  tulip,  and  closed  rose,  lilies  and  vines, 
All  done  in  cunning  finished  jewellery 
Of  precious  gems  —  jasper  and  lazulite, 
Sardonyx,  onyx,  blood-stone,  golden-stone, 
Carnclian,  jade,  crystal,  and  chalcedony, 
Turkis,  and  agate ;  and  the  berries  and  fruits 
Heightened  with  coral-points  and  aacre-Ughts 
(One  single  spray  set  here  with  five-score  stones) 
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So  that  this  place  of  death  is  made  a  bower 
With  beauteous  grace  of  blossoms  overspread  ; 
And  she  who  loved  her  garden,  lieth  now 
Lapped  in  a  garden. 

And  all  this  for  Love ! 
The  marbles  were  Mukraui  —  Jeyporo's  best  — 
Brought  seventy  koss  in  creaking  cattle-wains  ; 
The  sandstone  Futtehpur's  ;  the  jewels  came 
Over  a  hundred  wastes,  a  thousand  hills, 
By  camel-caravan,  ten  thousand  bales. 
From  Balkh,  Iran,  and  far-off  Khorasin. 
Three  crores  our  Emperor  lavished  on  his  Taj ; 
Two  lakhs  of  workmen  toiled  for  seventeen  years 
Accomplishing  the  Death-Place  of  his  Queen  : 
And,  all  for  Love  I     Dying  at  Burhanpur 
She  spake  to  him  :  "  Oh,  Sultan  of  the  Age  I 
Life  of  my  Soul !  who  lov'dst  me  so ;  and  knowest 
How  well  I  loved !  now  pass  I  —  leaving  thee 
Last  babe  and  latest  kiss.     Let  all  the  world 
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KJwnr  Ay  great  ]ave  and  mine  ;  and  build  for 
FtMT  Maaitaz  dead  —  thy  Persian  wife  —  a  Tomb 
Whkh  Earth  slialt  marvel  at,  and  all  men  land,  m 
btoUii^c  tiaee,  and  noC  lo^etting  Bkf 
And  Jahueried:  "Tm!  iMtby  Qod  ttieTnitli! 
This  Oiiiig  ihd)  be  ;  tte  wmU  <hidl  ksmr  of  Om  ; 
ThoodwtthavaaDah^teab!**    WhenoBflbsfitd 
IndiUd-bed — affaa- fifteen  mdODdTMls— 
And  Shah  Jahan  bnOded  flu  Taj  Malud. 

I  have  two  pictures  of  Queen  Arjamand 
In  the  Persian  manner.     Oh,  a  ladj  fair ! 
Ererrwhere  beautiful,  and  born  for  love ; 
A  face  to  win  worship  of  hearts,  once  seen. 
No  vain  voluptuous  Odalisque,  with  orbs 
Pet  bold  under  low  brow,  but  kind,  but  good, 
More  woman  than  Sultana ;  yet  with  air 
Of  majesty,  as  fitted  great  Princess  ; 
And  in  her  high-bred  nostrlla,  habit  of  rule. 
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tnplexiun  like  the  shell  of  ostrich-e^, 
I  tinted  ivory  ;  hair  midnijilit  blaek, 

raided  in  seven  bright  tresaes ;  dark  brown  eyes 
bk'ndidly  lambent  under  eyebrows  arched 
Ike  edge  of  awallow's  wing ;  —  lovp-lighted  eyes 
brtaincd  with  long,  fine,  sweeping  eyelashes ; 

wks  hardly  touched  by  palest  roae-culor  ; 
bin  delicately  moulded  ;  sweetest  mouth 
bwer-soft  and  sensitive,  with  curves  to  make 
B^e  smile  divine  —  a  mouth  of  rose  and  pearl  — 
louth  to  give  orders  to  an  Eraperor  : 
'   The  neck  an  alabaster  pillar :  hands 
Perfect  and  small ;  but  stained  upon  the  palms 
With  henna's  russet-red,  the  Persian  way, 
Holding  a  blossom  of  the  pomegranate 

tjwer  oi  true  Faith  !     Upon  the  proud  smooth  bi-ail 
Persian  cap  of  state  sewn  thick  with  pearls ; 
XeckJL't  and  ear-rings  pearl ;  a  ruby  clasps 
"be  scarlet  silken  clioli  laced  with  gold 


WITH  SA'DI  IN  THE  GAHDEX; 


* 


Binding  her  bigh-girt  breasta :  a  shawl  of  blue 
Sita  on  hor  comely  shouldcrg,  stiff  witli  gold. 
Letting  a  dagger's  jewelled  handle  peer  ; 
And  cloth  of  gold,  clasping  a  slender  waiat, 
Droopfl  to  the  feet,  slippered  in  silver,  gemtaed. 
Arjamand  Banu  Begara  —  such  she  was. 


Why  tell  all  this  ?     That  yon  may  know  tlicQuren 
Thef  bnried ;  and  the  beBoteom  bmy Ing'^ilMe 
Where,  that  last  day  at  Agra,  certain  ones 
Sate  in  the  left-hand  Mosque,  surnamed  Juw& 
And  heard,  in  shadow  of  her  sepulchre, 
Sa'di's  deep  Chapter  touching  Lore  and  Death. 
For  said  the  Munshi,  *'  'T  is  full  moon  to4ught ! 
What  if  you  once  more  view  the  Taj  thereby!"  — 
Good  Mirza  Hussein  he,  Muslim  —  and  more  — 
Siifi,  far  seen  in  deep  philosophies, 
Who  knew  grave  secrets  hid  in  subtle  verse 
Of  Hafiz  —  underneath  that  merry  veil 
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'avcrna,"  "  Wine-cups,"  and  the  "  Mogiun  Boy  "  — 
lahk,  and  teachings  of  Tuaawwuf,  knew 
Itkat,  Tariyat  —  a&  darkly  shows 
faan-i-Kaz,  the  "  Mystic  Rose  Garden  ; " 
Be,  and  well-eBteemcd,  and  ooiirtcous  Sage ; 
;he,  the  Saheb  —  ray  life-long  friend  —  replied 
lagly  :  "  Excellent  I  if  you  would  read 
's  third  chapter  of  the  Bostan  there 
Ishk'  which  sings  of  Love  —  you  who  can  wake 
ersiau  plain  to  ub;  since,  good  it  were 
»r  the  t^'ndcr  couplets  Muiutaz  heard 
B,  in  her  Pleasauncc,  by  her  Sepulchre  ; 
ppeak  of  Love,  and  what  it  is,  and  how, 
irhither  it  ahonld  lead  us,  and  God's  will 
Dning  Beauty  so  to  seize  and  sway 
%QQ  so  great ;  aud  these  strange  hearts  of  men 
lion  for  it,  even  to  folly  and  death, 
rn  it  with  such  splendor  sorrowful 
in  white  lordly  anguish  of  the  Taj. 


THE  OAKDKM; 


King  tlie  scrolls,  Mirza !  and  the  rca<iii)g-fllo(^ 
And  Gulbadan,  that  Dcllit  girl,  who  singe 
GhkEals  so  well,  and  Di1a.z&r,  )mr  mate, 
Wbo  plays  bandoora,  and  knows  dance  and  toofr 
Ask  tliem  to  come ;  say  tiwre  'II  be  {nuts  and  dk 
Willi  goldea  mobnrB ;  and  meet  me  at  the  gats. 
The  Taj  shall  be  Sbir&z,  and  we  will  git 
In  Ha  green  garden,  underneath  the  moon, 
To  read  the '  Isfak '  and  hear  the  nig^tit^atei 
Make  music  to  the  Rose  in  our  Bost&n." 

"  Inshallah  ! "  Hirza  HuBsein  said  :  "  Please  GoJ! 
This  will  be  so.     Sa'di  hath  much  to  teach, 
And  Gulbadan  eliall  bring  her  waiting-girl 
With  lamps  and  bells,  and  summon  Dilaz&r. 
At  nightfall  we  will  come." 

Thus  it  befell 
Tliose  five  were  gathered  at  the  Mosque  Juwab 
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ly  dusk :  —  the  Mirza ;  gentle  Gulbadan 

The  Persian  singer,  with  the  melting  voice  ; 

Dark  Dilazar,  handsome,  and  bold,  and  skilled 

To  play  for  every  song  and  step ;  the  maid 

Attending  them ;  and  last,  that  Englishman, 

That  Saheb  I  knew,  lover  of  India. 

Too  much  her  lover  !  for  his  heart  lived  there 

How  far  soever  wandered  thence  his  feet. 

Some  said  —  amongst  the  Buddhists  —  he  had  dwelled 

Of  old  in  Indian  towns,  and  was  re-born 

In  cold,  hard,  unbelieving  Frangestan 

Outcast,  for  ancient  faults  to  expiate  ; 

Some,  that  in  days  of  the  great  mutiny. 

The  dark  Maliratta  maidens  laid  the  s])ell 

Of  love  and  hidden  teachings  on  his  soul ; 

Some  that  he  dreamed  the  West  and  East  would  meet 

On  some  far  day,  by  some  fresh-opeued  path, 

In  sisterly  new  Truths,  and  strove  for  tliat : 

I  think  he  did  but  find  Wisdom's  wide  stream 


Nearest  the  foiintaia  clearest,  India's  air 
Softer  and  warmer  than  his  native  skies  : 
And  liked  the  gentle  sneech,  the  grave  resorTe,[J 
Tlie  piety  aad  quiet  of 

ItB  old-world  mannere,  and  its  reverent  ways, 
And  kind  simplicity  of  Indian  homes. 
And  classio  comeliness  of  Indian  girls 
More  than  his  proper  people,  and  his  tasks. 
He  wu  to  blame,  bnt  be  lored  India. 
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in  tf)e  ^artien  of  tf)e  Cai. 

PBEAD,  Khadim! "  quoth  the  Mirza  "by  this  wall 
e  mats  and  cushions  ;  trim  the  copper  lamp, 
t  forth  the  fruit  and  cakes  where  Gulbadan 
ly  keep  her  lips  from  too  much  idleness  ; 
ing  Dilaz&r's  tamboora !  see  no  snake 
ith  crept  among  the  carpets  ;  dg  lao  ! 
light  the  kallians  for  the  Saheb  and  me  : 
id  let  none  trouble  us  ! "     The  garden-guard 
eyed  with  "  Achcha  !  achcha  !  "  tied  our  gift 
X)  the  corner  of  his  cloth  ;  salaamed, 
id  left  us  to  the  mosque-floor,  and  the  scroll, 
e  tomb,  the  still  trees,  and  the  Indian  night. 


to  WITH  SA'DI  IN  THE  GARDEN; 

Sakb.    Now,  OnllMdan!  — while  Mina  Hussein s^^ 
ffis  stmrtiiigflAoe  in  tlus  old  Peruan  book 
Where  our  deed  Poet  keepe  melodioofi  grave— 
Sing  aome  li|^  ntnin  to  tell  die  nightingales 
We  and  the  Boeee  wateh !    Dilasftr^a  hand 

I 

Haa  atnmg  tamboora*8  atringa  to  key  of  G  — 
Three  wirea  of  ated  and  one  of  braaa,  all  tMbcibm^SMi 
Ready  for  ererj  lovdy  lay  yon  know — 
We  wfll  begin  with  mnaie. 


GuLBADAN.  Wni  thia  pleaae 

The  ear,  I  wonder,  of  my  Engliah  lord  ? 
Dilazar  knows  the  ghazal,  and  it  seems 
Made  for  our  garden,  named  "  ShirtHj  Shinny 


Therewith  she  stooped,  to  touch,  upon  her  feet 
The  jR^al  of  silver  bells  which  tinkled  there ; 
Murmuring  the  little  prayer  that  singing  girls 
Make,  before  lifting  voice  or  fingering  string. 
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To  Pir,  or  Guardian-Saint :  —  such  pious  ways 

Have  these  whom  many  scorn  I     And  then  she  sang  : 


[GULBADAN  «n</«.] 

A  Lover  said  :  "  For  one  touch  of  her  hand 
I  would  give  Balkh,  I  would  give  Samarkand, 
So  sweet  she  is  !  "  the  Bulbul  sang  between 
"  Rose  of  rare  sweetnesses !     Shiririy  Shirin  !  " 

The  Sultan  heard  :  "  By  Allah  !  this  is  mucli ! 
Two  cities  which  my  sword  gained,  for  one  touch  ! 
How  rich  he  seems !  "     The  Bulbul  sang  between 
"  Rose  of  rich  sweetnesses  !     Shirin,  shirin  !  " 

The  Lover  said  :  "  When  I  may  kiss  her  feet 
I  am  so  happy  that  all  life  grows  sweet." 
The  Sultan  mused  :  the  Bulbul  sang  between 
''  Rose  of  blown  happiness  !     Shirin,  Shirin  !  " 

"  Oh  !  Rose  "  the  Sultan  said,  "  but,  hast  thou  heard 
This  Lover's  boasting,  and  thine  answering  bird  ?" 


32  WITB   SA'Dl   IN   THE   GARDEN;  ] 

The  Rose  bluahed  wliile  she  sighed:  "It  is  npllft^'^ 
Love  is  enough  \     5Am«,  shirintann !  "  

•*  Oh,  Snltut  I "  aid  tbe  N^^tiBgile, "  Z  diB 

Pierced  by  the  thorn,  yet,  glad  iit  heart  am  I!  ^^H 
Sweet,  ever  swoctfir,  sweetest.  Lore  hath  been,  ^^H 
Shirin,  thinntar,  and  iihirintarin / "  '  ^^| 

"  Oh,  Rose  and  Nightingale ! "  the  Sultan  said 
"  There  shall  be  raised  a  white  slirine  to  the  Deat'-' 
Wlierc  Love  shall  have— in  garden  fair  and  prt'cn.-— 
His  endless  song  Shirin,  ahirintarin/" 

Shabaah.'  we  eried.     By  this  the  Mirza's  nose 
Bestrid  with  glasses,  hung  above  the  script : 
His  finger  with  the  Meccan  turquoise-ring 
Guiding  those  mild  worn  eyes  along  the  page- 
Staid  he  commenced : 
MiRZA.  Tliis  volume  of  our  LortH, 

The  Sliaikh  Muslihu-d-din  Shir^i,  named 
Sa'di,  (may  rain  of  Allah's  mercy  fall 

'  Fenian  for  "  S<r««t,  tireeter,  iweeteaL" 
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ev  upon  his  grave !)  the  great  Bostan, 

^neth  full  nobly,  having  entrance-porch 

ke  to  yon  stately  doorway  of  the  Taj, 

Jared  of  fair  stones,  and  rich  with  pious  verse  — 

^herein  he  telleth  us  of  heavenly  things, 

nd  ways  of  Allah  (be  His  rule  extolled !) 

lis  will  I  read,  and,  afterwards  the  Ishk : 

i  nama  e  Khudd^  so  it  preludeth, 

le  Gateway  of  the  Garden  of  our  Lord. 


[^The  MiRZA  reads.'} 

VNAME  OF  GOD!   Who  maketh  life  to  live; 
^  God  All^ffise^  Who  speech  to  tongue  did  jive  ; 

Of  God  most  Bountiful^  Whose  hand  upholdeth^ 
'^hose  mercy  doth  tK  offender's  plea  receive  ; 


ING  OF  ALL  KINGS,  at  Whose  wide  Palace-door 
^ho  enters  not  finds  majesty  no  more  ; 


WITH   SA'DI   IN  TUB  GAKDEM. 


For,  in  that  Cutirt,  the  »tiff-necktil  L«r<h  of  r. 
low  and  erownleng  on  His  prai/inff-floor  '. 


He  doth  not  all  at  tmce  the  nnful  alaif. 
Nor  drive  repentant  rutiagateu  avia^ : 

A^eit  atHinffered  at  thy  evil  {loing» 
When  thou  did»t  turn  Bn  did  thy  doom  unnatf. 


1 


Yet,  in  the  ocean  of  Sis  knowing,  we 
And  all  the  worlds  are  buhblet  ofaaea; 

He  spies  a/ault,  and  spares  it.     If  a  son 
Should  vex  his  sire,  hard  would  forgiving  be! 

And  if  a  kinsman  teith  his  Jb'n  contends. 

He  spurns  them,  calling  them  no  longer  friends : 

Nay,  and  thy  slave  — grovm  old  and  <nU  of  Hi 
The  past  good  service  no  more  recommends: 
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When  those  that  had  thy  heart  seem  no  more  dear 
Setter  a  league  away^  than  living  near  I 

And  if  a  soldier  break  his  banner-oath 
The  Sultan  from  the  roll  his  name  will  tear. 


£ut  ffej  the  Equal  Lord  of  low  and  high^ 
Doth  to  no  sinful  one  His  grace  deny : 

Ever  He  spreads  His  Adeem  ^  6*er  the  Earthy 
His  Tray  is  full  for  friend  and  enemy. 


Yety  had  He  willed^  in  way  of  mighty  to  slay 
Where  livethfoe  would  be  alive  this  day? 

Above  our  hatreds ^  and  unlike  our  loves 
He  ruleth  !    Jinns  and  men  touch  not  His  sway  ! 


His  Angels  order  Man  and  Bird  and  Beast, 
The  Fish,  the  Flies,  the  largest  and  the  least ; 

1  A  tablecloth  of  painted  leather  used  by  grandees. 


WITH   SA'ni   IN   THE   GARDEN; 


i 


OvodMM  tmd  ffift*  diffumn^i/mttiHg  cAaw, 
JSeeotMC  Bt  u  enatiom't  Lard^  and  mm 

AU  Uvimg  thiiifft  i  tmd  Seiititde  md  8t*U 
Are  BU;  and  M»  XM^i^iffi$  md  3>igwMU*! 

He  leti  on  thit  man't  head  a  golden  eroum. 

And  dra^s  to  dust  from  Empire  that  one  down  ; 

On  this  man's  brow  JTe  binds  good  fortune's  turban,r 
And  round  the  other  wrapt  misfortune's  gouyn. 


He  makes  the  flames  a  Bower  of  Gvlistan 
For  Ihraheem^  hut  Far&n  and  his  clan 

Hurls  down  to  Hell  by  water ;  and  both  deeds 
Are  good,  being  the  word  of  His  Firmdn. 


'  A  fabulouB  bird  wliiuli  coiisiiin«i  forty  bullocks  fit  r  nml. 
^  Alluding  lDl)ie  legend  1  lint  vb«n  A bnlintn  whsliuI  mtu ■  furnace 
>'  King  Nimrad,  Allah  changed  tbe  flre  to  >  gBrden  uf  red  roK*- 


I 
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^hat '«  covered  He  discerns,  and  what  He  will 
e  Himself  covers  of  the  acts  donejll; 

BtU,when,  incensed.  He  bares  the  Blade  of  Judgment^ 
he  Angels  veil  their  ears  with  wings,  and  thrill. 


et,  when  from  off  that  Table  of  His  grace 
e  gives  what  each  mag  carry  to  their  place 

AzdziVs  ^  self  draws  nigh :  "  Even  for  me 
portion  will  be  portioned  I "  Shaitan  says. 


itying  sad  hearts  as  Maker,  Friend,  and  Guide  ; 
taring  all  prayers  which  rise  on  every  side  ; 
With  searching  vision  seeing  times  to  be, 
jqtminted  with  the  shameful  things  we  hide : 


)rd  of  the  Heavens  above,  and  Earth  beloiv, 
}rd  of  the  Last  Account !    Each  neck  must  bow 


1  The  devil. 


Ill  di-t'p  mihiiimtivii  to  Him  :  hold  not  Vp 


Drew  in  the  voiiib  the  earliest  lines 
He  set  the  Snn  and  Moon  ft 


of  thee;  1 

>  East  to  Tr«« 


When  Earth,  hewilde^ed,  shook  in  earthquake-throes, 
With  mountain-roots  He  bound  her  border*  close  ; 

Turkie  and  ruhy  in  her  rocks  he  stored. 
And  on  her  green  branch  hung  Hit  erimton  rose. 


He  shapes  dull  seed  to  fair  imaginings  ; 

Who  paints  with  moisture  as  He  painteth  things  f 

Look  !  from  the  cloud  He  sheds  one  drop  on  ocean, 
And  from  the  Father's  loins  one  drop  He  brings;  — 
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^nd^  out  of  that  J  He  forms  a  peerless  pearl} 
^nJ^  out  of  this  J  a  cypress  hoy  or  girl ; 

Utterly  wotting  all  their  inyiermostSj 
For  all  to  Him  is  visible  !     Uncurl 


Your  cold  coilsy  Snakes  !    Creep  forth^  ye  thrifty  Ants  ! 
Handless  a7id  strengthless  He  provides  your  wants 

Who  from  the  "  Is  not^^  planned  the  "  Is  to  Je," 
And  Life  in  non-existent  void  implants. 


Againj  He  bids  the  embodied  disappear^ 

And  —  shrouding  it  —  to  the  Assembly-place  doth  bear 

The  Maidan  of  His  judgment.     Ah,  tve  know 
Bis  Majesty  and  Might,  but  win  not  near 


The  secret  of  His  mandates  !  nowise  reach 
What  lies  beyond  all  wit  and  sight  arui  speech  I 


1  It  w«8  a  Persian  belief  that  pearls  were  generated  from  rain-drops 
encloseil  in  sea-flliells. 


On  that  lone  Peak  perches  no  bird  of  Fan^y^ 
N0  hamd  t»tmufh  tib  eotmU  ^  Him  can  reach  I 

A  ihouMmd  Mjf9  Amefmmdend  here  hrfwre^ 
So  Io9tfm0  Mp  ^  ik§m  Mim  badk  to  $k9r$  : 

I^  toOf  on  tiban  W0H$  wamdmrod — mumg  a  night! 

Tm  Tsrror  jplndhid  mff  tteooOf  erjfhiff  :  ^ So  mart! 

* "    ... 

^  To  landl  A*  kortMM  ff  0fdro  I^nowhJ^  ringo 
TAm  and  the  weHd$J  lUi|i*af  |Jkov  tikat  JEh^ff  ^ JSk^ 
IbeompamthjfemifMkartfiktifi^mfomt! 

*      '   '  '  • 

Sadoi  C/Im  «  iot^fm  ^wm^ArlOto  )SkMtn^ 
It  could  notteUon4  ill^V«fet^pftM^.* 

Mash  horsemen  on  tkio  rond  kmm  Ofmrrod'Mhil^^ 

courserSj 
At  La  ahsS.  ^  they  stopped^  and  sought  the  Khdn  /' 

1  A  very  famous  Arab  poet  and  rhetorician. 

2  Meaning  "  I  have  not  (adequately)  praiaed  Thee ;"  a  vene  of  tbe 
Koran. 

*  The  inn. 


-,^ 
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Since  ways  there  be  which  not  the  stoutest  ride : 
Dark  defiles  where  men  fling  their  shields  aside  : 

The  Angels  shtU  the  gateway  of  returning 
On  whomso  such  far  journey  doth  betide  ! 


Who  sits  at  banquet  of  such  mystery 

Sfust  quaff  a  cup  of  senselessness,     Ohy  Sea 

Of  Fear  never  yet  rounded  !    Landless  ocean  ! 
Wise  pilots  will  not  venture  upon  thee  ! 


The  long-winged  hawk  shall  find  his  eyelids  sewn  ! 
The  eagle  J  who  with  open  orbs  had  flown ,, 

His  proud  plumes  singed.     To  treasures  of  Kardn 
There  was  a  path  of  going  —  7iot  return! 


Vety  in  God's  wilderness  if  thou  wilt  be 
4  traveller^  untie  thy  earners  knee  ! 

Dream  not  of  home  and  friends  !  Thyself  and  Thou^ 
Mirror  and  face  —  that '«  all  the  company  ! 


WITH   SA'DI   IS   THE   GARDEN; 


Haply  the  fragrance  of  Heaven' g  hidden  Bote 
Salh  maddened  thee  with  love  ;  thou  art  ef  thou 

Who  tread  the  pathway  of  the  Compact '  —  ttamBt   , 
Waiting  to  hear  the  Voice.      Truth  will  ditchu 

Tk.'  Lhjht  —  will  rend  the  Veil  of  Fltfh  ainif  ; 
Except  His  giory  Tiothiny  elue  nhalt  hide  ! 

Nothing  !  but  wonderment  rnvst  teize  th/  MA 
Crying  la  licaauaa  htrrtnMn  "  jVv  tnot-c  ride  /  " 

.Saheb.  Noble  !  Jauab-i-Mirza  !  Yet,  mcthinks, 
There  follow  two  more  coupletR  —  which  begin 
Dar  in  bahr,  honoring  jour  Prophet  ? 

MiRZA.  Yes! 

I  did  not  wish  you  should  hold  Sa'di  stem 
To  "  people  of  the  book  "  other  than  ours  ; 
Yet,  of  a  trutli,  he  ends  the  "  Gateway  "  thus  — 

■  Alluding  to  the  alDr;  tlist,  >t  the  crextion  of  living  l1iing(,All>>> 
dskeii  (liem  slouil :  "  Am  I  not  your  God  V  to  wiik-h  all  tlie  tleciw 
plied :  "  Yen,  Lord,"  iliereby  binding  themtelTei  forcTer  to  Hiiii< 
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[The  MiRZA  reads.'] 

Over  this  Deep  of  God  only  one  came^ 
Muhammad  !    If  men  follow  not  the  same 

Lost  are  they  !     Those  that  turn  from  following 
Wander  full  far^  and  win  distress  and  shame. 


Ify  choosing  other  ways^  Man  thinks  to  gain. 
Be  shall  not  to  his  journey^ s  end  attain. 

Sa^diy  speak  truth  !  the  Path  of  Purity 
Only  behind  God's  Chosen  opens  plain ! 


Saheb.     Be  sorry  for  us,  Gulbadan  !  and  you, 
Light-hearted  Dilazar !     We  shall  not  climb  — 
If  this  be  sooth  — into  sweet  Paradise, 
Nor  pluck  the  Tooba-tree,  whose  fair  fruit  bends 
Glad  to  the  hand ;  nor  taste  celestial  wine 
Sealed  with  the  musk  ;  nor  ever  see  you  wave 
Green  'kerchiefs  to  us,  'midst  those  Heavenly  ones  — 
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Since  Huris  you  will  be,  with  black-pearl  eyes, 

Lulu-l-maknun !  — 
DiLAZAR.  Did  not  the  Mirza  read 

Az&zirs  self  comes  to  the  Tray  of  God 

And  finds  a  portion  ? 
GuLBADAN.  Oh,  no  need  to  leave 

Our  Saheb  to  Shaitan  for  his  company  ! 

There  will  be  kind  souls  in  Jehannum,  Dear ! 

When  I  tied  on  the  bells  a  Mollah  said 

There  was  no  paradise  for  dancing-girls  ; 

But  one,  well  learnM  too,  laid  gentle  hand 

Upon  his  skirt,  and  answered:  "  Knowest  thou  this  ^I  Mrhis} 

Hast  thou,  my  Brother !  keys  of  Heaven  and  Hell»-  M  W^ll 

When  the  great  Book  saith  (^Sura  Fourth  it  wasl^  «     /j. 

'  Allah  doth  justify  whomso  He  will  ; 

None  shall  be  wronged  one  date-stone  '  ?  "    Who  c£^  "^m 
tell  ? 

We  know  not ! 
DiLAZAR.  True,  we  know  not !  yet 't  is  sad 
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The  Saheb  sliouUl  live  a  Kafir,  loving  so 

Eb  and  our  people, 

fLBADAN.  Well  I  last  your,  in  the  Rains, 

r  taifab  to  Calcutta  went,  ami  I 
Pell  sick  of  couutrv  fever.  —  Dilazar  I 

11  cannot  think  how  the  blood  runs  all  flame, 
Huw  bad  the  lieating  at  the  temploH  is, 
And  what  fierce  thiratl     But,  when  1  lay  at  worst, 
rhere  came  an  English  H&kimi  to  mc  — 

>man  —  wise,  oh,  as  no  Mollah  is, 
With  pale  face  like  the  Saheb's,  ami  eyes  mure  blue 
lian  Mirza  Hussein's  ring-stone.     Never  a  word 
Questioned  she  of  my  faith,  nor  of  my  trade, 

—  as  wo  had  been  sisters  of  one  womb, 

!Tot  fearing  my  wild  speech,  not  hating  me, 

foul,  miserable,  ill-ordered  — bathed  my  brow 

Kith  Bwect  refreshing  waters;  cooled  my  mouth 

7ith  sherbets  delicately  mixed  ;  combed  smooth 

Ky  tangled  hair,  and  sponged  my  burning  skin 
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tifliglit.    j 


With  touch  more  soft  than  evtT  loT«r  had 
Then  chaugcd  my  cloth,  aud  drew  the  elimldaraWigliti 
Qave  me  some  Bovereign  drug,  aiid  kissing  me, 
Said,  "  You  will  Bleep,  and  will  be  well  again 
la  time  to  dance,  my  Sinter  !  "     And  I  »U-jit, 
Dreaming  so  placidly  of  winilB  that  blew 
Wave-coM  ovpr  the  sea,  fanning  my  face  ; 
Of  sircaiiis  (hat  niii  snow-chill  over  my  fvi't. 
Calming  my  blood  J  —  but,  when  I  woke,  and  UnpiM 
For  comfort  of  glad  life  made  new  again, 
There  were  my  Hakimi's  kind  eyes  once  more 
Beaming,  while  't  was  her  white  hands  washed  mjf^*' 
And  sprinkled  fragrant  essence  on  my  brow 
Rose-breathed  !  and,  will  you  think  I  tell  you  truth, 
Oh,  Dilaz&r !  oh,  Mirza  ?  at  her  side, — 
Come  there  to  see  us  in  the  Hospital  — 
The  high  Lord  Viceroy's  wife,  with  gentle  looks 
And  quiet  voice,  commanding  all  around ; 
Such  a  great  "  Mem-8aheb"  that  I  drew  my  sheet 
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jest  she  ahoiilii  aee  me  and  think  scorn  of  mn  — 
lady  Duffreen,  the  mighty  Queen's  Vici2-f4iieon  I 
phiulc,  Dilazftr  1  imd  1  a  singing-girl  I  — 
But,  when  I  heard  her  speak  soft  Urdu  words, 
[like  a  white  angel  in  her  pity  of  us, 
Vo  whit  afraid  of  sitla,  or  of  tap 
Tevcr  or  pest  I  there,  for  the  love  of  ub, 
pacing  amon;^  the  charpoye  of  the  ward, 
Vallowed  by  all  the  eyes  with  praise  and  thanba, 
'.  turned  my  chuddar  back  to  gaze  and  gaze  : 
Ind  then  I  said  — I  think  she  lioard  me  say, 
ly  Hakimi  — "  Ah,  MoUah !  if  there  be 
Jo  place  in  Paradise  for  Nautchenees, 
^e  shall  meet  thesi:,  and  that  will  not  be  Hell !" 
fAZAlt.     Dear  Oiilbadan!  how  sinful,  if  they  knew! 
fou  should  have  whispered  it,  lest  Kafirs  heard 
L  Muasulmani  say  so  I 

I  rejoice 
fou  saw  our  good  and  dear  V'ice-quccn,  who  loves 


Her  bidiM  dtfesMy  uiA  iiialns  M^  for 
Bat  tfiSi  Is  not  tibit  Sa'di  we  ihoald  veedL 
Mmu.    IdeemnotBo!  IiordSa'di«peiksef  VUtti 
At  OQtMtting,  sinoe  Skmrijf^  cofom  fin* 
In  Sftfie  lore^  where  fiomiB  and  creeds  m  ell ; 
Tttftkat  next,  when  forme  and  ereeds  recede. 
And  <<  the  PMli  *"  moontelii  to  AOttMe  free, 
The  Stage  oT  Tmtiit  past  dedritas  aad  past  aaiMa^ 
And  thenoe  to  Mefari^  the  Stage  Dirine 
Where  the  Soul  dwells  in  light  unspeakable ; 
Nor  sees  alone  Jaldl,  the  Glory  of  God, 
But  Jnmdl  —  Beauty,  Grace,  and  ^oy  of  God, 
For  which  dear  splendors  we  desire  Him  most, 
Not  for  His  Terrors,  nor  His  Majesties ! 
And  this  doth  Sa'di  inculcate  in  verse. 
Nay,  ye  began  him  better  than  ye  knew, 
Speaking  large  charities,  and  hopes  for  all : 
Since  —  writes  he  not  ?  —  Allah  hath  made  ii«  »  '/ 
Angels,  and  Men,  and  Jinns ;  Birds,  Beasts,  and  FifiA; 
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f^ 


all  are  pictures  from  His  hand ;  arc  cups 
ed  with  His  wine  ;  are  steps  to  bring  to  Him  ; 
whispers  of  the  wonders  of  His  Love  ! 
r  now  Khush^wakt — how  God's  true  lovers  live 


[  The  MiRZA  begiriB  the  Ishk.] 


0 


a  0  THE  DA  YSof  them  that  drink  Love's  wine 


ty  and  maddening!    'Tis  a  bliss  divine; 
Whether  they  suffer  Separation's  anguish 
^<Mf«  Propinquities  sweet  medicine  ! 


^^^tV%  kingdoms  shunning^  these  true  Sultans  he! 


<^ 


^r 


of  the  Prison  wearing  these  pass  free 
In  changeless  royal  robes  invisible^ 
union's  sake  enduring  poverty. 


^irne  after  time  is  shed  into  their  cup 
^he  hitter  juice  of  pain  —  they  drink  it  up^ 


wcra  ajiLW  m  taa  gakdhi 


JM —fT  «%  jM  <(«*«(]»— %<i  i«t  (»  jnv^^ 

JRilniiot  tiU^Hf^^Iea«w«  of  Ae  grape 
Me(UMetiUutmd0meathitt    Ctmene'aetpt 


Their  Bouls  in  dress  of  Patience  I    Patinnttif 
Waiting  for  Love  is  well-atrecue  to  be.' 

Tani  az  dast-i-dost,  —  oh,  bitterness 
Comes  sugared,  when  a  dear  hand  gives  it  thee! 

They  see  not  —  seek  not  —  any  drawing  back  ; 
Caught  in  this  snare  no  captive  asks  to  slack 

Sis  welcome   chains'     Rich   mendicoTitt,  viM 
monarchy 
They  know  Heaveti's  Road,  though  ye  nmU  natthar  tn^- 


OR,  THE  BOOK  OF  LOVE.  5 1 

oxicate  with  draughts  of  Heavenly  love 

sy  drink  it  deeper^  while  their  smiles  reprove 

Our  sober  blame.   Ah,  have  ye  marked  how  lightly^ 
U/nken  with  desert-flowers^  the  camels  move  ? 

9J0  shall  men  follow  in  the  path  they  tread  f 
^uns  in  darkness  like  the  crystal  shed 

By  Lifers  hid  River :  like  the  Holy  Houses 
itside  all '«  blank j  within  is  goodlihead  ! 

oth-like  they  flutter  back  into  the  ray 
hich  scorched  them  ;  silk-worm-like  they  spin  away 
This  World's  thread  for  the  next  World.     Naught 
so  fair 
t  to  seem  fair  enough  !    If  one  should  say, 

asping  his  Hearfs  Delight,  "  Now,  where  is  she  ?  " 
are  these  always  seeking!     On  the  sea 

They  search  for  boundlessness;  drinking  Nile  River 
key  ask,  with  parched  lips,  "  When  will  water  be  ?  " 
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S£Jl».'     Heaven  'g  <TA»wit  lA(*»e.'     Ok,  Adam*  Sun! 
That  lov'gt  another  like  thine  own  u}f — om 

BuUt  of  the  water  and  the  ciiy — »ht  olu 
Raviahes  eonffortfrfitn  thee;  aU  undone 

Thou  liett  ateake,for  take  of  mole  on  cheek. 
Brainsick,  enamoured .'     And  when  eifelid»  leek 

T<r  drop  tlecp'g  curtain,  all  thy  dream*  art  i*"""' 
In  thought  of  her :  of  her  thy  Up%  UiU  »peak ! 

Beneath  her  feet,  fond  Votary!  thou  dost  lag 
Thy  head  mhmitnve,  in  »uch  lowly  way 

A»  if  this  Earth  with  all  it  holds  were  nothing, 
And  Joy  bloomed  only  by  her  kindling  ray. 

.   "^y  gold  shows  dim  except  she  tees  it  gleam. 
Otherwise  gold  and  dust  the  tame  things  seem: 

Save  for  her  kiss,  thou  say  tit,  how  feel  desire? 
That  such  another  breathes  thou  wilt  not  deem. 
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By  day  H  is  "  Apple  of  my  eye  !  "  hy  niyht  — 
When  eyes  are  closed  —  His  ''  Jtest^  thou  dear  Delight! 
Sole   in  this  heart ! "     No  wandering  wish^  for 
shame  ! 
No  power,  no  will  to  win  one  hour's  respite  ! 

If  she  should  crave  thy  life,  to  take  away. 
Thy  life  upon  her  hand  thou  ^It  haste  to  lay  ! 

If  she  should  bare  a  sharp  blade  for  thy  neck, 
Joyoudy  wouldst  thou  kneel  that  she  might  slay. 

Lovers!  whose  love  is  fed  on  eyes^  desire. 
If  this  can  so  content,  control,  inspire. 

Marvel  ye  that  the  wayfarers  towards  God 
Plunge  in  TrvXKs  ocean,  burn  with  Frenzy^ s  fire  ? 

Passionate  for  the  Unseen,  as  never  none 
Passioned  for  Seen;  remembering  —  every  one  — 

Day-tide  and  night-tide,  only  Him,  as  never 
Lover  remembered  mistress  under  Sun  ! 


s 
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For  !)lff  of  God  knomng  no  want  or  unit ; 
Wvrtd-fiei'tileag  :  aeelny  —  whaU'ver  ninlaye ^i 

Earth' »  jewelled  Cup — thf-  Vup-hearer  v  tfM^ 
That,  all  for  rcstagy,  Hi»  utiiie  tht-ij  apiU! 

Nor  shall  t/e  ever  make  them  ivkofe  offain  ; 
Nor  htlp  with  aimplef,  knowinff  not  their  pain : 

They  hear  gou  not  ;  they  only  hear  their  ifci"'  ^^ 
Sajft**  Am  Xna*  famr  0*if"  pimnwgmui^^ 

For  ever  and  for  ever —  ae  at  first ; 

And  clamorous  answers  from  their  being  hurst 

"  Yea,Lord!  yea,bleasid Lord!"  acroted of  Loveri 
Outwardly  humble,  -of  the  proud  accurst. 

But  nohle  inwardly!     Feet  deep  in  mire. 
But  faces  briyht,  eyes  lit  with  astral  fire : 

Plucking   the   mountains  from   their   roots  tn'l 
praying, 
Piling  great  cities  high  with  stror^  de»ire! 
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WiTid-like  they  move  at  speed  invisible  ; 
Stone-like  they  testify ^  yet  nothing  tell; 

Weeping  by  daylight,  so  that  wild  tears  wash 
Sleep* s  soormafrom  their  lids!    And  night  knows  well 

Sow  these  have  urged  the  foundered  Steed  of  Flesh 
From  watch  to  watch  with  meditations.     Fresh 

Breaks  the  gold-dappled  Dawn  to  find  them  sighing 
"  No  rest  to  us  !  "  — for  borne  along  in  mesh 

Of  fiery  phantasy  they  take  no  heed 
If  day  or  night  be;  notice  not,  indeed, 

Whether  sun  shines,  or  stars  or  planets  glitter : 
So  lost  in  Life  they  have  forgot  life\  need  ; 

So  deep  enamoured  of  the  Picture-Maker 
Who  paints  the  face  of  Nature,  that  they  take  her 

As  naught  —  despite   her  gladness,  wealth,  and 
beauty  — 
And  for  His  perfect  sake  wholly  forsake  her. 


A  •% 


^^°'' '  L  on  terrace  ol  ^,ee 

^^^^  A  lot*,  ^^®  ^  ^d 


'.', 
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Marked  the  full  greatness  of  the  Tomb,  far-ofif, 
Sow  its  pale  dome  hmig  beauteous  iu  the  sky, 
And  how  its  white  feet  in  these  flowers  were  set, 
Linking  the  Heaven  and  Earth  in  harmonies. 
So  is  it  here !     Sa'di  shows  love  of  Heaven 
Linked  with  the  Earthly  love,  fulfilling  it : 
And  how  that  beauty  is  of  God  at  last ! 
Oh,  you  of  Dihli !  'mid  your  lightsome  lays 
Know  you  a  graver  string-verse,  can  you  sing 
Shukur-i'Doat  —  the  "  Praises  of  the  Friend  "  ? 
^ULBADAN.   Say  me  the  line,  Sir !  Ah,  yes  I  Dil-i^mayi ! 

She  si7ig8  to  a  solemn  air,  Dilazar  striking  only  the 

bras8  wire.'] 

My  heart  I  cannot  fitly  raise  ; 

I  know  no  language  for  His  praise  ! 

He  gave  me  every  hair  that  grows ; 
How  tliank  Him,  then,  for  each  of  those  ? 

How  bless  enough,  when  I  must  bless 
The  grace  to  bless  such  blessedness  ? 


^  WITH   SA'DI   IN   THE   GARDES 


Waa  it  thy  dam,  or  was  it  He 
Made  the  soft  womb  to  shelter  thee  1 


And  ivlieu  they  cut  the  cord,  prepared 
Tender  true  arms  to  be  thy  guard  ? 


Soft  botoma,  niftfid,  to  ftnse 

Like  fouiLtuius  Glkd^nna  ^uradise T 


The  motlier,  like  a  tree,  to  stood 
Fruit  on  tlie  braucb,  babe  in  the  hand  ? 


Life-giving  and  life-cherishing, 

Feeding  thy  flesh  from  Love's  own  spring? 


From  breasts  and  veiu8  that  r-chly  ranged 
Witli  blood  whicli  Love  to  nectar  changed. 


Whose  was  that  wisdom  ?  whose  tliat  plau  ? 
Whose  that  sweet  stratagem?  oh,  Man! 


And  this  new  neck  of  Mistrees  dear, 
Djdwf  thou  devise,  or  find  it  here  ? 
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)id  she  and  thou  invent  those  eyes 
Shedding  such  lustre,  that  surprise 

3f  Love  caught  up  thj  soul  again, 
Re-mounting  on  thy  heart  to  reign  ? 

But,  thinkest  thou  He  hath  not  thrifts 
3f  giving  better  than  these  gifts  ? 

Deem'st  thou  He  is  not  more  to  love 
rhan  loveliest  things  below,  above  ? 

No  '*  He  "  !  —  no  "  She  "  !  but  Twain  !  but  All ! 
The  Best,  Last,  Most,  which  can  befall. 

Ah  !  if  that  Mother's  lap  was  warm 
Wilt  thou  not  trust  th'  Eternal  Arm  ? 

Ah !  if  the  lip  beloved  was  bliss 
Wilt  thou  not  woo  celestial  kiss  ? 

Man !  if  stars  gleam  upon  thy  clay. 
Wilt  thou  not  sleep  and  wait  His  day  ? 


.^AHEB.     What  I  can  vou  dance  to  Lcihi  ruks/ifu,  ^. 
Or  Shukar  lab^  and  make  great  eyes  for  irain. 
Knowing  such  strains  ? 

DiLAZAR.  Huzoor!  we  onlv  are 

Little  green  parrots,  taught  to  speak  our  best : 
You  pay  us  with  some  sugar-cane,  —  and  go. 
Forgetting  if  our  necks  were  I'ed  or  gold, 
Or  if  we  ever  lived. 

GuLBADAN.  And,  Saheb !  bethink  ! 

There  was  a  great  Lord  in  a  garden  found 
A  broken  vase  which  smelt  of  nard  and  musk 
Full  sweet  —  and,  when  he  asked  "  JS^  chistf^^  — 

Art  thou 
She  whom  the  bulbul  lauds  for  odorousness  ? 
The  potslieid  meekly  spake :  "  Sir,  no  such  things  / 
No  Rose  am  I,  but  with  the  Rose  I  dwelled  I" 
So  is  it  with  thv  servants ! 

Saheb.  Sisters,  nay ! 

For  Sa'di  sin^rs  ye  too  are  dear  to  God : 
But,  Mirza  I  make  us  hear  what  Sa'di  savs  : 
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MiRZA.     Now  will  he  tell  how  even  Earthly  Love 
Hath  its  persistence  ;  and  the  might  of  that 
To  show  self  naught,  leading  the  Spirit  on 
That  it  may  lose  itself,  and  gain  by  loss  : 

\^The  MiRZA  readsJ] 
Once  on  a  time,  I  heard,  a  Beggar* s  son 
Jjoved  —  heart  and  soul  —  a  Palace-nurtured  one  ; 
Nursed  the  vain  passion,  till  his  wistful  faney 
JPlunged  its  teeth  daily  to  Desire's  bone. 

Hooted  he  stood,  like  milestone,  on  the  plain 
Where  she  should  pass  ;  and,  when  she  came  again, 

The  Fil '«  not  closer  to  the  ivory  Asp  ^ 
On  play-board,  than  to  her  that  love-lorn  swain  ! 

For  her  his  blood  to  his  pale  cheek  went  leaping  ; 
Foot-fast  in  mire  of  grief  ,  he  tarried  weeping  : 

The  SultarCs  guards,  observing  this  behavior. 
Gave  warning :  "  Be  not  found  in  these  parts,  creeping  /" 

^  The  "  elephant ''  and  "  horse/'  two  pieces  of  the  Persian  chess-table 


^^^^IB 

i 
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Awhile  he  JUd 

;  then,  <n,m«rg  «/ 

herfare 

Retumtd  renstUn .'    In  thf  galf- 

■.an,ephc. 

Anew  he  camped,  betida  her 

high  pamliuH, 

A  palace  servant  brake  hit  head  ; 

_"  IHsgraee 

Bean  thef!" 

cried  he,  "  Spake  we  ml,  m  mm 

Trouble  u»  her 

■t  ?  ••    Yii,  mm,  m 

1  thfreta/ore. 

Pat  if  nee  i 

and  Re,t  remaimd 

not  J  ihatJaiTvmj'. 

Kept  Beat  and  Patience  from  Ma  tpirift  door. 

Aa  flies  are  hruehed  from  angar,  ao  they  drove 
This  Lover  off;  andy  still  at  speed,  for  love, 

As  flies  come  hack  to  sugar  sate  he  steadfaat, 
Seeding  no  blows.     Sim  roundly  to  reprove 

"  Ai  Sliukh  !     Dew&ni-rang  ! "  one  spake  in  scorn, 
"  Insolent  Madman  /  truly  tAou  hast  borne 

Too  patiently  plain  speech  of  atones  and  atavei!' 
He  said,  "  This  maketh  me  no  whit  forlorn  ! 
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*"*  TkU  camethfrom  the  tyranny  of  one 
Whose  mil  is  sweet !     With  Lovers  surely  none 

ShaUdare  complain  of  what  Love's  hand  inflicteth; 
I  breathe  true  breath  of  friendliness  —  alone, 


"  If  that  must  be  !  —  bvt,  whether  holdeth  she 
This  faithful  heart  her  friend  or  enemy, 

Comfort  is  nowhere  else,  far  from  her  presence 
Patience  hath  never  possibility  ! 


'*  Too  full  of  love  my  soul  is  to  find  place 
For  fear  or  anger.     Dwell  I  here  In  grace 

Or  fly  with  foot  of  shame,  here  must  heart  linger  ; 
Say  thou  not  therefore  '  Turn  aside  thy  face  ! ' 


"  *  Quit  the  King^s  door  ! '     No  !  not  if  they  surround 
My  neck  with  cords,  as  peg  of  tent  is  bound  ; 

No  !  the  burned  moth  is  happier  in  the  lantern 
Than  live,  and  in  the  dark  I "  —  The  attendant  found 
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Thi%  answer :  "  What  if  they  shall  heat  thee  hJark  !  '* 
The  Lover  said  :  "  Ball4ike  I  will  roll  back 

At  her  dear  foot!''  Quoth  he  ''But  if  they  slay  tJi^.  ^l»e 
With  sharp  of  sword  ?  "   The  Lover  said  :  "  Good  lacz:^  iKsacl 


"  Then  will  I  die^  not  grudging  !     Unto  me 
If  nigh  my  neck  gold  chain  or  steel  axe  be 

Full  Utile  knowledge  is  !  but  this  is  certain, 
Idle  it  were  to  chide  my  ecstasy  : 


"  Love  finds  no  measure  !    If  mine  eyes  were 
Clouded  with  tears  of  woe  as  YakUb's  own 

Still  would  I  trust  for  sight  of  Yu^f  !^    Lov^  ^^'ert 
MuHt  not  for  every  little  let  make  moan  /" 


DiLAZAR.     I  could  not  love  so  ! 

S A H KB.  Not  if  you  were  h^'od': 

^  The  legend  is  that  tlie  eyes  of  Jacob  became  blind  with  seeping 
for  Joseph. 
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-^ILAZAR.     Afrin  /  ^  I  might  feel  pity  then,  perchance ; 
And  more,  if  —  humble  to  the  dust  for  me  — 
He  had  been  bolder  with  those  Palace-guards, 
Stabbed  the  King's  Muhtasib,  and  then  sunk  dead  — 
Covered  with  loving  wounds,  like  rose-buds  blown  — 
Or  near  to  die,  at  lattice  of  my  stairs : 
Truly,  if  he  were  young  and  fair,  with  this 
I  might  have  softened,  stealing  down  unveiled, 
And  kissing  him  to  health  with  honeyed  verse. 

Saheb.     Would  verse  do  that  ? 

HiLAZAR.  Why  !  Mirza  Hussein  knows 

How  in  Lord  Sa'di's  time  one  little  verse 
Restored  a  dying  Lover.     He  was  fall'n 
In  death-trance  at  the  door-way  of  his  Love, 
A  princess  proud  and  fair  ;  but,  as  he  sank. 
He  spake  to  such  as  gathered,  lending  help, 
Three  verses  and  one  word  —  and  they  were  these  : 

'  A  Persian  exclamation   of  pleasure  or  admiration,  meaning 
••  Create  ! "  t.  «.,  "  Oh,  Allah,  make  more  like  it ! " 
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•*  Bring  my  Life,  my  Mistress,  bore  1 
I«t  ber  see  tne  on  mj-  bier ! 

H  die  dflign  av  tips  tol^ 

"  I  *'  —  dtfln  he  swooned  and  spake  no  hirther  WiJ 

But  Ss'di,  passing,  questioned  of  Uio  youth 

Who  )ay  so  pate  and  stiU :  —  and  whet)  they  told 

How  at  that  fourth  line  Silence  stopped  his  ton^i 

And  when  tiiey  said  his  sad  words  o'er  agmt 

Sa'di  fulfilled  them,  adding  to  the  "  1 "  — 

"  Shall  rise  !  have  ye  no  fear  ! "  and  so  they  brought 

That  Lady,  and  recited  what  had  been  ; 

Whereat,  with  pearls  of  pity  on  the  leaves 

Of  those  red  roses  blushing  in  her  cheek, 

Full  tenderly  she  stooped  —  shame  quite  ashamed" 

'  The  Persian  lioet  were  — 

Jantn-i-maQ  banian  bifarid 

Id  mudali  tanam  bftdo  mijarid 
Agar  boosA  lanad  bar  in  labinam 

Ta 

iSa'di  JUltd  in .'  lindah  ahavani !  ^b  iD*il«r><i: 
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And  kissed  his  mouth ;  and  then  the  dead  man  rose, 
Won  back  to  happy  days  by  lips  and  verse  : 
Much  virtue  lives  there  in  a  kiss  and  verse ! 
RZA.     Yes !  it  so  happened,  Dilaz&r  ;  but  here 
Our  Lover  who  is  shadow  of  the  Soul, 
Straining  for  Beauty  out  of  sight  and  reach. 
For  Love  by  perils  girt,  Joy  walled  by  griefs, 
Cometh  not  nearer  than  words  far  away 
A.nd  worship  strong  as  death.    Attend  again  ! 


[TTie  MiRZA  reads.'} 

chanced  one  day  he  kissed  her  stirrup-string  ; 
jensedj  she  flung  aside  !    Be  said  this  thing  ^ 

Low  sighing :  "  Nay  !  hut  do  not  draw  thy  bridle 
e  Sultanas  self  scorns  no  man  worshipping. 


^  am  not  I!    ^Tis  thou  art  I  and  thou! 
I  Being  is  thy  Being  !     Seeing  thee  now 
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What  luHU  I  forgot !    No  more  reproach  me, 
Blood  ((fmg  veinij  and  egobroum  of  my  brow! 

'^  I  touched  iky  Mrruf  t^itA  that  hardihood 
Taking  no  eownJt  of  miif  !    ^Tiemmdereiood^ 

Naming  thy  tweot  name  Note  my  ead  name  oiU 
What  thou  wouldet  be  and  have^  i$  what  I  would! 


^^  ffthou  wilt  day^  ihe  anger  of  thme  eye 
Sends  death  enough  !    No  need^  if  I  nmet  die^ 

To  strike  !    Set  fire  unto  thie  bending  reed^ 
And  pass  !    All  will  be  ashes  by  and  by  !  ** 


Sahrb.     Whither  would  Sa'di  lead  us,  singing  fbim   ' 

MiRZA.     Sarkar  I  the  Poet  leads  us  —  as  I  think 

To  this  chief  wisdom  :  that  Love  is  not  Love 
Except  it  t^ar  forth  Self-love  from  the  breast, 
And  so  absorb  tlie  Lover  in  that  frame 
Of  imaged  fairness,  where  he  finds  soul's  lamp 


/ 
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So  draw,  and  daze,  and  tangle  him  witli  beams 
(Ever  80  darkly  radiating  from  God), 
Beams  all  for  him  —  albeit  dull  and  dim  — 
That  he  shall  quite  forget  what  else  was  dear, 
Wealth,  comfort,  peace,  pleasure  —  nay,  life  itself  — 
To  live  and  die  in  light  of  those  bright  eyes, 
In  reach  of  those  sole  arms,  in  blissful  range 
Of  music  echoing  from  that  one  sweet  mouth. 

DiLAZAR.     Oh,  Mirza  !  may  I  be  your  sacrifice  ! 
But  in  what  market  does  one  buy  such  love  ? 

3I1RZA.     In  all  the  markets.  Daughter !  where  they  sell 
Black  snow,  cold  fire,  dry  water,  and  such  goods ; 
For  this  thing  cometh  not  of  golden  gifts, 
Nor  marriage-brokers,  nor  with  bartered  hearts, 
But  is  by  Kismat  and  the  grace  of  God, 
And  bringeth  where  He  will. 

8aheb.  And,  if  He  will 

That  it  bring  far  ? 

Mirza.  Then  may  the  Lover  learn 


7° 
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I 


Infinite  things  hcyoiul  that  tiling  ho  sought: 

For  Beauty  is  a  perfectncss  of  Allah, 

Showing  Himself ;  and  thn  Soul  —  seeing  this 

Ity  virion  of  the  senses,  ho  devised 

That  flwsh  must  thrill,  delighted  blood  must  course. 

Henrt  hound  with  worship,  iind  glad  «vcs  grow  dim 

Beholding  Bean^  -~  tioul,  porceiving  this. 

Hftth  first  the  impulse  to  create  in  turn  — 

WhoHce  human  crave  for  household,  wife,  and  chilil. 

Whereby  this  earth  is  peopled  —  then,  past  tliat, 

The  paaaion  to  draw  near  Heaven's  perfectness, 

To  lone  the  Self  therein,  to  live  for  it, 

To  win  to  wonders  of  the  Rose-garden, 

To  secrets  of  the  songs  of  nightingales 

(Hark!  do  we  know  how  Heav'n  hath  taught  tiiciB 

that  ?)  ; 
To  silver  meanings  of  you  midnight  moon, 
To  reasons  why  honey  is  sweet,  and  musk 
Fragrant,  and  skies  so  blue,  and  singing  dear ; 
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*^  liiddeii  mysteries  of  Allah's  love. 
^v"  more  than  He  is  glorious  He  is  dear, 
^ore  than  almighty  sweet  and  beautiful, 
^-^itiif/hfiru  ^llah!  may  He  pardon  this !)  ; 
"^^ed  so  by  spell  of  Love  —  be  it  for  high, 
■^e  it  for  low,  whether  't  is  Arjamand 
VTorthy  to  lay  a  king's  head  on  her  knees 
-And  teach  him  tasks,  or  some  black  hamaPs  wench 
AVhosc  shining  shoulders  strike  the  simple  heart, 
Ho  led,  the  Lover  hath  his  man's  blood  changed  — 
In  base  hearts  little,  in  the  gentle  much  — 
To  mildness  as  of  maid,  to  peace,  to  grace, 
To  sacrifice,  and  amity,  and  thirst 
For  manful  deeds,  that  each  mav  show  himself 
Grand  in  the  eyes  divine  of  what  he  loves. 
For  souls  spread  forth  their  purples  and  their  gold 
Peacock-like,  in  the  sight  of  what  they  woo. 
And  even  the  slave  is  lordly  where  he  loves. 
Thus  haps  it  that  the  breasts  of  Beauty  nurse 
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Spirits  to  second  life  aa  inother-breaata 
NoiiriHiied  the  babe  to  growth  of  boy  aud  man; 
So  falls  it  —  Sa'di  racaus  —  that,  lost  in  love, 
The  Iieart's-foot  ;t  a  rightful  patli, 

And  all  is  wasted  iovereign  Love  I 

DiLAzin.     Will  men  wi     o  much  for  Lovp  ? 

OuLBAOAN.  Oli.Dilamr*. 

Do  wc  not  know  ?  If  Hatim  Tai  could  give  -*l 
His  home  for  honor,  where  'b  the  lover  foiid  ^H 
We  could  not  bring  to  priBon-bread  and  chains? 

Saubb.    What  was  it  Hatim  did,  my  Rosc-bodicdt 

GuLBADAN.    If  I  have  leave,  'tis  told  of  H&tim,Lonl!'' 
The  Mirza  knows  —  how  once  he  owned  a  steed 
Swift-flying  as  the  driving  cloud,  night-black, 
With  neigh  of  thunder ;  scattering  in  his  stride 
The  desert-stones,  as  that  thou  wouldst  have  asfcc^ 
"  la  this  a  hail-storm  breaks  ?  "     So  fleet  a  steed 
Men  said  the  wind  lagged  after  him  ;  the  foam 
Blown  from  his  scarlet  nostrils  lacked  full  tioie 


*  '^  flock  the  dust  ere  those  strong  chittcring  hoofs 

"uascd  forth  from  ear-shot.     And  the  fame  of  this, 

^f  Hatim  and  his  stallion,  came  to  Roum, 

Into  the  Sultan's  ear;  for  one  had  said, 

*^\o  man  is  like  to  him  for  open  hand, 

-And  nowhere  such  a  horse  to  bear  such  man !  '* 

Then  to  his  Vazir  spake  the  King  of  Roum  : 

*'  Claim  without  proof  is  shame  !  let  people  go 

And  ask  that  horse  from  Hatim  ;  if  he  gives, 

On  wish  of  friendly  Liege,  what  best  ho  hath, 

Then  shall  men  know  that  liberality 

Rules  i)crfoct  in  his  breast ;  but,  if  ho  jrrudge. 

This  talk  o'  the  world  is  but  a  drum-skin  beat." 


So,  to  the  tribe  of  Tai  the  envoy  wont 
With  ten  to  guard  him;  and  at  Ilatim's  camj). 
After  long  travel,  and  sore  times  of  strait. 
Late,  on  a  night  of  evil  weather,  lighted. 
As  glad  as  who  comes  parched  to  Zinda's  banks. 
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The   Chief's   green    tcuts   were    pitched   omidst  fc::.^ 

waste, 
The  herds  wore  far,  the  grain  sacks  empty,  gU€C 
Nowise  awaited.     Not  the  less,  with  cheer 
fiiKidlj?  and  free  the  strauger  folk  were  fed  ; 
Full  trays  were  nerved  under  the  shellenn^  vloth 
ItiiiiHt  meat  aud  boik-d  meat,  pillaw  uiid  knbilj : 
Sweetmeats  he  tied  tliem  iu  their  akirtn.  and  p 
Cakes  in  tlieir  hands ;  aad  all  atght  Itmg  tberr  Bk^M 
Safe  uiK)n  H&tini's  carpetB.     When  't  was  day 
The  Sultan's  envoy  spoke  Iiis  Lord's  desire, 
Saying  with  honeyed  phrase,  as  one  afeared, 
■'  Oh,  Giver  of  tlie  Age !  whose  fame  fUes  wide 
For  lordliness  of  heart  and  open  band ! 
My  master  bids  me  ask  thy  steed  from  thee. 
That  wondrous  horse,  night-black,  swifter  thau  v'm^' 
Which  if  thou  givest,  liberality 
Rules  perfect  in  thy  heart,  but  if  thou  grudge. 
Ho  saith  this  talk  o'  the  earth  is  drum-skin  iioiBC." 
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But  while  the  Sultan's  messenger  said  this, 
With  forehead  on  the  tent  floor,  and  fair  words, 
Hatim  sate  mute,  gnawing  the  hand  of  Thought 
With  teeth  of  Lamentation.     Presently 
Outbrake  he  :  "  Would  to  God,  Friend  of  my  Tribe  ! 
Thy  message  had  been  uttered  over-night ! 
The  rain  beat,  and  the  torrents  ran  death-deep 
Between  my  tents  and  where  our  pastures  spread  ; 
No  ox,  nor  goat,  nor  camel  was  in  camp  ; 
What  should  I  do  ?    How  could  I,  being  T, 
Suffer  my  guests  to  sleep  all  hunger-racked  ? 
How  could  I,  being  I,  whose  name  is  known, 
Spare  what  was  dearest,  honor  being  more  ? 
Look  you  !    that  Horse  —  my  Friend  !  my  Joy  I  my 

Wealth ! 
That  Duldul,  who  could  leave  the  hawk  behind, 
Between  whose  hoofs  I  slept  as  in  safe  tent. 
Black  as  a  starless  night,  with  mouth  of  silk  — 
I  killed  him  for  your  suppers,  t^ll  the  King  ! " 


■3(5  WITH   SA'DI   IN    Tllli   UAUItES 


But  wln.'ii  tlic  Sultan  heard  this  thing,  lie  rriinl 
"  None  18  like  HAtim  I  I  would  pawn  haH  Roiim 
To  buy  black  Duldul's  life  for  him  again." 

EUheb.     Thanks  1  Gulbadan  !    Will  Dilaziir  doiilil  yii 
What  men  may  do  ? 

DiLAZAR.  Oil,  but  for  pride  —  yea !  t«  ! 

Oi'  fame,  or  name,  Aaylnm  of  the  Time  ! 
Oiih-  i  wonder  if  we  singing  girls 
Come  nig^  tfae  grace  of  each  grand  givin{fiFsra 
Orjive  in  reach  of  Sa'di's  myateries. 

MiRZA.     Well!  hear  how  Sa'di  still  coutiniieth, 
For  't  18  a  Dancer  takes  the  parable : 

[The  MlHZA  reads.'] 
I  heard  how,  to  the  beat  of  some  quick  tune, 
There  rote  and  danced  a  Damsel  like  tke  moon, 

Flowtr-movthed  and  Pdri-faeed  ;  and  all  am'^ 
her 
yet^tstretehing  Lovers  gathered  dose :  but,  $ooh 
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A  flickering  lamjhflame  caught  her  skirt j  and  set 
Fire  to  the  flying  gauze.     Fear  did  beget 

Trouble  in  that  light  heart !    She  cried  amain. 
Quoth  one  among  her  worshippers,  "  Why  fret. 


"  Tulip  of  Love?    TK  extinguished  fire  hath  burned 
Only  one  leaf  of  thee!  but  I  am  turned 

To  ashes  —  leaf  and  stalk,  and  flower  and  root  — 
By  lamp-flash  of  thine  eyes  !  "  —  "  Ah,  Soul  concerned 

"  Solely  with  self!  "  —  she  answered^  laughing  loiv, 
"  ^  thou  wert  Lover  thou  hadst  not  said  so. 

Who  speaks  of  the  Beloved's  woe  as  not  his 
Speaks  infidelity,  true  Lovers  know  !  " 


Saheb.     Now,Dilaz&r!  whilst  the  wise  Hussein  rests. 
Dance  us  a  dance  like  that  moon-visaged  one 
To  suit  this  night  and  make  Self  quite  forgot, 
And  tread  thy  doubts,  and  mine,  and  ail,  to  dust 
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With  beat  of  feet  as  soft  aa  Sa'di'a  verse 
And  meaeures  of  the  Uogiil  time.  -  , 

I  fear  tlw  lamp !       ■     "  ' 

Saheb.  See,  we  will  set  it  back  I 

It  shall  not  burn  one  leaf  of  oar  light  flower. 
Now  make  the  pacing  pea-hcus  envious !  J 

DlLAZAB.     If  Gulbadou  will  sing  * 

Odlbadan.  Wohld  yonbafed^' 

A  gliazal  like  the  songs  of  Arjamaad 
When  the  green  Garden  had  no  milk-white  Taj- 
Maybe  she  oftttmcs  heard  such  even  here,^ 

I  The  lupsRiiT.MufliciiHi.  — "I  cannot  iufflcienllydrsnil*'^ 
wonderful  power  of  (his  talismnii  of  knowledge  (moik').  Il  «""" 
times  causes  tlie  besuliful  crealuree  of  tlie  Iiarem  of  the  lieml  in  *^"* 
forth  on  the  longuo,  and  soinetimei  appears  in  lolemn  ■lnu»  *? 
means  of  the  hnnd  and  the  chord.  The  metodiei  tlien  enler  ItiroDC^ 
the  window  of  the  ear  aod  return  to  (heir  former  lealilhe  1i«it),bri>>r 
ing  with  them  Ihoiuands  of  preaents.  Tlie  hearers,  aveording  lo  I'"'' 
insight,  are  moved  to  sorrow  or  tojoj.  Musii:  is  thus  of  ulc  to  UK* 
who  have  renounced  tlie  world  and  to  such  as  still  cling  to  iu" 

"  His  Majesty  pays  much  attention  to  music,  and  is  tlie  pstnHi"! 
all  who  practise  (his  enchanting  art.  There  are  numerous  niiaiciw* 
ai  Court,  Hindus,  Iraois,  Turanis,  Knahmiris,  both  nieu  and  w<»ai 
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By  moonlight,  to  the  splashing  of  the  jets, 
And  echo  of  the  bulbuls  clamoring. 
&fiRZA.     Aye  !  and  to  cry  of  yonder  little  owl 
Who,  Mirza-like,  mid  all  your  heedless  notes 
Hoots  "  hoo-hoo-hoo ! "  ^  as  who  should  sav  "  He !  He  I 
The  Highest !  only  God  is  Beautiful ! " 

Zm  havJa  wa  la  kuwatu  —  he  sighed, 
Ilia  li  niahi !    «  Only  God  is  great ! 
No  glory  otherwhere ! "     Then,  while  he  laid 
The  goli  on  his  pipe-bowl,  and  drew  deep 
The  scented  smoke  bubbling  through  rose-water, 
The  Kashmir  Damsel,  smiling,  loosed  the  shawl 
Draped  rich  about  her  hips ;  set  firm  the  flower 
Ablaze  in  her  black  hair ;  salaamed,  and  swam 
Into  the  Persian  measure,  waving  hands. 

The  court  musicians  are  arranged  in  seven  divisions,  one  for  each 
day  in  the  week.    Wlien  his  Majesty  gives  the  order,  they  let  tlie 
wine  of  harmony  flow,  and  thus  increase  intoxication  in  some,  and 
tobriety  in  others."  —  Ayn  30  of  Akbar, 
1  m,  I.  «.,  "  He,"  God. 
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Ami  swayiiif;  lissome  limbs,  while  Oiilbad;in 

,  Sang  to  Xiitkastah,  and  tbc  beat  uf  feet : 

[GULBADAN  gtngs  while  PiLAZAH  rftniTS.] 

All  in  a  GorcIcD  fair  I  sate,  and  spied 
Tlif  Tulips  dancing,  dancing  s«ic  by  aide. 

With  scarlet  turbans  di'csecd: 
All  in  a  Garden  green  at  night  I  heard 
The  glttdsuute  voice  of  night's  melodious  Bird 

Singing  that  "  Love  is  Best!" 

The  shy  white  Jasmine  drew  aside  her  veil, 
Breathing  faint  fragranee  on  the  loitering  gale, 

And  nodded,  nodded  "  Yes ! 
"  Sweetest  of  all  sweet  things  is  Love  !  and  wise! 
Dance,  Tulip  !  Pipe,  fond  Bird,  thy  melodies! 

Wake,  Roae  of  Loveliness !" 

"  Yet,"  sighed  the  swaying  Cypress,  "  who  can  tell 
If  Love  be  wise  as  sweet  ?  if  it  be  well 

For  Love  to  dance  and  sing  ? 
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I  see  —  growing  here  always  —  year  by  year 
The  Bulbuls  die,  and  on  their  grassy  bier 

Rose-petals  scattering ! " 


All  in  that  Garden  green  the  Rose  replied : 
"  Ah  I  Cypress,  look  !  I  put  my  leaves  aside ; 

Mark  what  is  'mid  this  bush ! 
Three  blue  eggs  in  a  closely-woven  nest, 
Sheltered,  for  music's  sake,  by  branch  and  breast ! 

There  will  be  Bulbuls  !  hush  ! " 


All  in  that  Garden  green  the  Bulbul  trilled 

"  Oh,  foolish  Cypress !  thinking  Love  was  killed 

Because  he  seemed  to  cease ! 
My  best  Belov'd  hath  secrets  at  her  heart. 
Gold  seeds  of  summer-time,  new  buds  to  start ; 

There  will  be  Roses  !  peace  ! " 


Then  lightlier  danced  the  Tulips  than  before 
To  waftings  of  the  perfumed  breeze,  and  more 

Chanted  the  Nightingale : 


wrru  SuiDi  IS  the  gardex; 

Tbc  &i«-6ks  ID  tbf  polms  fre&li  lanteros  lit; 

JJ^  JODc  of  grace  the  blusliiiig  Rose  ujikoit, 

^^^K  Aod  blossomed,  pure  and  pale! 

lliRZi.     Listen!  Oooe  more  the  small  gray  owlet  crii^s 
**  Iliio !  boo  I "  amoDg  the  palm-tops,  testifnng; 
Aju)  S«*di  winneth  je  to  larger  Love : 

IThe  MiRZA  reads.'] 

If  romet  to  me  what  a  trite  ancient  told, 

Bote  one,  tcilh  God' t  love  drunk,  vent  —  lone  andMi— 

Into  the  tea»te,  and,  when  his  tire  with  anguiil* 
Of  teparation  — /oodteti,  sleepless,  old  — 

Bi-proached  him,  he  replied :  "  From  that  dear  da^ 
When  He  who  it  the  Friend  to  me  did  say, 

'  J/tne  oim  thou  art .' '  Jy  God  !  no  earthly  fetH^'J 
In  this  glad  hotom  found  a  place  to  stay  .• 
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"  By  God!  since  He  ffis  beauty  hath  made  knoun^ 
All  other  grace  is  dream  and  shadow  grown  ^ 

Nay!  and  he  was  not  lost  who  left  his  people  ! 
God  found  him;  and  he  found  his  Ally  his  Own  ! 


Shunners  of  Earth  there  he  beneath  our  sky. 
Half  angels  J  half  wood-creatures,  wild  and  shy  ; 

Like  those,  they  rest  not  from  rememlering  Heaven, 
Like  these,  by  day  and  night  from  men  they  fly 


Their  spirits'  function  strong,  their  senses  weak. 
Foolish  and  mse  by  turn,  maddened  and  meek  ; 

Stitching  sometimes  a  mosque-coat  in  the  corner, 
Burning  sometimes  their  mosque-coats,  if  men  speak  ; 


For  life  no  strife,  for  naught  solicitude. 
Their  hearts  a  cavern  where  no  steps  intrude. 

To  Union  consecrate  ;  —  and  there  they  sit 
Reason-reft,  ear-stuffed  unto  whoso  would 


r 

WITU   SA'DI    IN 

THE  GARDEN; 

Briii'j  counnd.     Ltt  fhem  tit !     No  duck  h  dnmrd 

In  H-ater!    No  Samvndar 

yet  was  found 

Singtd  by  a  flame!  Fidl-gtomarhed,empti/-knilf'l. 

Without  a  kafilak  o'er  the  gavJi'  thry  Vc  bound. 

No  expectation  of  tlie  peopl 

1 
'«  praim 

Have  these .'    Enough  that 

God  accepts  their  iray* 

EiioU'jh  He  holdx  them 

d'-ar.  Hig  Dnrireifliff, 

Who  without  teool  or  teaiMt'^ord  paa»  pure  day*. 

Nay  !  and  these  saijit*  are  like  good  vines  which  tpv^' 
Winefrom  blue  grapes,  with  pleasant  shadoics  pri : 

Not  like  those  others,  dark  with  evil  doingi, 
No  blue  about  them  save  their  SSfi  shirt ! 

Shut  on  themselves  —  oyster4ike  —  low  they  lie; 
Not  foam-like,  bitbhle-like,  careering  by 

Upon  the  wave-top.     Fear  them,  being  wise  '■ 
Mevr^inns  they  are,  masked  with  humanity  ; 

1  The  Salamntder. 
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r 


Jfot  men  of  flesh  and  bone  !    In  common  mould 
Strange  spirits  dwell !     Before  the  mart '«  outsold 

The  Sultan  buys  what  slaves  he  needs :  ihe  tailors 
Stitch  clothes  J  hut  not  the  S&fis  whom  they  fold. 


If  white  pearls  grew  from  all  the  hail  that  fell  ^ 
Bazaars  as  cheap  as  cowries  might  them  sell  : 

Oh!  you  shall  seldom  see  those  friends  of  Qod  ; 
For  over^gadding  they  are  not  shod  well ! 


Companions  of  retirement^  they  hear 

From  AllaKs  lips  the  challenge  high  and  clear^ 

"  Ye  I  am  I  not  your  Lord  f  "    One  breath  of  that^ 
One  draught  from  Heav^n^s  hid  Love-cup^  rich  and  dear^ 


Hath  left  them  drunken^  tilly  on  Judgment-day^ 
Serdfil  blows  the  trumpet.     Threat  ye  may^ 

But  edge  of  sword  hearts^  hold  shall  never  loosen  ; 
For^  loosed  —  the  glass  would  cracky  faith  fly  away. 
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ItiLAZAB.     Your  Silfia  sadden  me!  not  flesh  and  llooil : 
Hliy,  deaert-dwollittgl     I  and  Gulbndan 
Coutd  will  from  suuli  no  lovely  gildod  shiivl^. 
No  gulnir-wrentha  for  nock  and  arms,  no  p:tm. 
No  clusters  like  to  these  —  (Mirza  Sahcb,  taste') 
Which  hold  the  simsbino  in  their  purple  sicins 
And  mnke  wine  lawful. 

Saheb.  Shall  they  fetch  you  «iut  ''■ 

hiLiZAB.     No!  No!  except  Allah'B  wild  wine  of  tbe 
grape! 
We  are  good  Muslim  girls ;  we  do  not  pour 
Fierce  liquors  in  our  veins  as  I  hare  heard 
Feringhi  ladies  use,  to  graft,  may  be, 
Red  roses  on  the  white  silk  of  their  cheeks. 

Saheb.     Your  ladies  of  great  Akbar's  court,  'tis  said, 
And  Shah  Jahau's,  sipped  the  forbidden  juice ; 
And  Hafiz'  Tomb  —  think,  Dilazfir,  of  that ! 
They  show  us  at  SbirSz  the  marble  slab 
Set  fair  over  that  dulcet  Singer,  laid 
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In  alabaster  'mid  his  cypresses, 
All  writ  with"  perfumes  and  the  wine-cup" — prayers 
For  "  Minstrels"  and  the  "  Daughters  of  the  Grape." 
DiLAZAB.     Oh,  yes  !  we  know  ;  't  is  mazdah  wasl.  Sir ! 
Reach  me  tamboora,  Sister  I  it  goes  thus : 


[She  stuff 8  the  Tomb-song  o/'Hapiz] 

"  Comes  then  the  message  of  Thy  Love  to  mc, 

Bidding  arise  ? 
This  bird,  my  Soul,  yearns  to  be  floating  free 

In  Thy  pure  skies ! 

"  Oh,  call  me  but  Thy  servant,  I  will  go, 

Glad  to  be  dust ; 
Higher  than  all  desire  of  things  below 

In  Love  and  Trust  I 

"  Pour  down  upon  me  from  Thy  pitying  cloud 

Of  Mercv  fair 
Thy  Rain,  that  I  may  blossom  from  my  shroud 

In  Heaven's  high  air  I 


i 


'  And  yc,  who  at  my  Tomb  sit,  make  nu  moan : 

The  wme-cu|iB  bring 
Bring  flowers, and  porfiimea,and  the  lute's  clear  W*** 
And  those  that  si&£  - 


-  That  my  sout  go  a-tripping  g»j  and  fain  ;        ^^H 
Thou,  Heart's  Delig""** 
Thungh  I  ba  old,  embrace  me  once  a^in 
^I^^^^EiZh^^^L      For  this  last  night  t 


"  Kiss  me  a-dying !  make  me  young  once  more ! 

Be  thyself,  Sweet ! 

That  Hafiz,  rising  soul-reft  from  Earth's  floor, 

Go  with  glad  feet 


MiBZA.     Oh  !  toha  !  toba  !  that  was  SQfic  phrase 
For  wine  of  Love  celestial,  and  far  joys 
Waiting  the  Faithful,  if  they  hold  true  faith ; 
As  he  who  wooed  the  maid  of  Samarkand 
Whereof  our  Lord  the  Poet  singeth  nest : 
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[The  MiBZA  reads.] 
Jn  Samarkand  one  loved  a  Mistress  fair  ; 
Not  speechj  btU  spoken  honey  thou  wouldst  swear 

Flowed  from  her  lips.     Of  beauty  so  transcendent 
The  Sun  spent  all  his  gold  to  gaze  on  her  ! 

The  cornerstones  of  continence  were  shook 
Whithersoever  her  light  glance  did  look  ; 

T^i  Allah  —  oh,  by  God  the  Glorious  ! 
Her  fa^efor  HeaveiikS  sweet  mercy  wise  men  took. 

When  she  would  walk  abroad  the  eyes  of  all 
Drew  after  her  ensorcelled  !    Hearts  did  fall 

Into  her  steps  andfolloiv!    Lovers  longed 
To  buy  it  with  their  bloody  one  hour  to  call 

The  Lady  theirs :  but  this  poor  Lover  worst 
Burned  for  her  ;  sent  his  sad  eyes  last  and  first 

After  her  passing  feety  silently  glancing  ; 
And  so  it  chanced  that^  one  day,  she  outburst : 


^^H 


go  Willi  sA'ni  IN  THE  gaukr; 

'•  Ai  Klitni-sai- !     P>:rwr8e .'     D<,»t  ca 
A'ycs  uf  a  hunter  ?     I  am  not/or  thee 

No  bird  thy  net  can  mare  !     V^r  me  no  farlkt. 

"■'*•■■' '■'^"'■■"""   I 

Then  towe  one  gpake :  "  Thou  hearett  ?  ht  hergvl 
Choo»e  kinder  fair!    Ithlnfc  thou  wilt  not  to 

Aumiii'jv,  thy  thlrft  of  heart  ;  and  OudforhU 
Thou  shouldst  thy  life  ttake  on  a  guest  of  woe!" 

But  he  —  love-viaddened,  liver-taddened  —  heard'. 
Then  from  his  souFs  depths  drew  this  patient  word, 
Saying,  "  Allow  !  with  wound  of  sword  or  knif' 
She  lay  me  corpse,  by  blood  and  dust  besrnearei, 

"  Will  they  not  say — midst  enemies  and  friend*  — 
'  Here's  he  that  by  her  hand  and  dagger  ends'f 

Bow  to  desist  I  not  one  whit  discern  ; 
Urge  not  mere  living  makes  Love's  death  amends! 
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**  Ohidest  thou  mef  repentance  dost  thou  teach? 
Jlepent  thyself!  Hwere  better  than  such  speech^ 

Self-seeker  !    Nay,  hut  pardon  !  all  she  doeth 
Excellent  well  is  done^  even  if  it  reach 


*'  Unto  my  doom.     Oh,  I  bum  every  nighty 
Slain,  mothAike,  by  her  eyes  ;  yet  morning  light 

Makes  me  alive  with  lovely  memory 
Of  musk  and  spice  wherewith  her  hair  is  plight ! 


"  If  then,  to-day  —  or  any  day  —  /  die 
In  my  Beloved^s  street,  when  times  roll  by 

And  Resurrectionrdawn  is  tome,  consider 
My  tent  to  my  Beloved* s  must  be  nigh  !  "  — 


Oh,  Lover  of  the  girl  of  Samarkand, 

Shabash  !  in  strife  of  heart  droop  not  the  hand  ! 

Yield  naught !  at  latest  anguish  Love  attaineth, 
Sa*di  —  whom  Love  slew  —  here  alive  doth  stand! 


9i 


WITH   SATII   IN   THE   GABDKS. 


Saheb.  WoU  1  Shabiuh! — but,  I  wonder,  did  il  \^mf 
That  aelf-wUIed  dmoc  of  Stunnrkflnd  to  know 
He  wonld  be  waiting  for  her,  tvnt  all  pegged, 
When  gi-eat  Ser&fil  sets  the  trump  to  moutb, 
And  grnvcs  are  opened  ?  Mast  a  man  in  lave 
Never  take  answer  when  the  answer  'a  "  No"! 

MraZA.     Not  if  he  lore  as  Sa'di  nieaneth  love; 

For  iindoinonth  the  ecriptiii-c  this  intends      ^^^| 
A  aoul  set  resolnte  to  gain  to  God. 

Saheb,     What  say  you  —  being  woman  —  Gulbadan  ■ 

GuLBADAN.    fii-iraWa,  Saheb !  I  say  we  are  iil-pleased 
When  "  No  "  can  kill  the  seed  of  Love  in  men ; 
For  "  No  "  is  oft-tinie8  woman's  touchstone ;  "  J'*' 
Tries  the  false  Love,  but  turns  with  true  to  "  Tes- 

DiLAZAR.    There  is  that  story  of  the  maid  of  Man 
Whom  one  did  follow,  littering  earnest  vows ; 
"  Follow  me  not !  "  quoth  she,  "  there  comes  bebini 
A  woman  beautiful  as  moon  of  spring, 
I  am  but  shadow  of  her  face  and  grace  ! " 
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Whereat  he  turned,  and  did  encounter  so 
A  hag  of  ugliness,  zanri-shaitan. 
Furious  he  comes  again :  "  Why  didst  thou  lie, 
Crook'd  Cypress  of  the  grove  ?  "  he  cries :  but  she 
Laughed,  and  said  lightly,  "  Lie  doth  warrant  lie ! 
How  couldst  thou  love  me,  when  upon  a  "  No," 
And  promise  of  some  fairer  one,  thy  feet 
Left  following?" 
MiKZA.  There  she  answered  well,  raethinks. 

For  even  to  fail  of  love  is  dear  in  Love, 
Which  Sa'di  telleth  us  by  what  haps  next. 


[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

One  J  perishing  of  drouth^  even  tvhile  he  died^ 
'•  Ah  !  to  be  drowned  !  —  hoiv  good  !  "  with  parched  lips 
sighed. 
"  A  jab !  "  a  foolish  friend  returned  —  "  I  wonder^ 
Being  dead^  what  matters  mouth  moisted  or  dried  ?  " 


WITH  SA'Dl  IK  TOE  GABDES; 


TIk  «K^  Mm  Mid:  "■  It  matlera  that  at  brtHk 

(ff  Deatk  1  fuaff  aiul  qnaf,  till  Life'9  eJnu  ttiii.'"- 

fea,  BnOter!  mnd,/or  tUt  aU  thinly  Lmtr^ 
PtMttffe  It  Lmw't  dtpUkt ;  tAtt/  know  that  dromtii  "■'« 
Jrink. 

fftk»m  Ac  l»w&r,gra»p  htr  Airt!  I<war  n»t' 

]f  the  mtg  "■  Dir  *  "  Jttif  life  dotm  vn  thf  tpfl !         ^^ 

Lovely  turprites  may  heeotite  thy  lot. 

At  teeJ-totciny  the  gotten'  hearts  are  fain : 
But  tcften  aheace»  ripen  they  rett  well  ayain .' 

In  Heaven't  high  banquet  if  Oup  come  to  mom 
Only  at  laat  round,  thafg  the  lait  of  pain. 

Saheb.     Lofty  the  teaching  is,  and  fair  the  Terse, 
Yet,  in  what  world  did  leamfed  Sa'di  live  ? 
Were  all  bis  ladiea  cold  and  lovers  meek 
As  those  of  Samarkand  ?    Yon,  Hose-bodied  I 
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Who  have  the  voice  —  you,  dark-browed  Dilaz&r  ! 

Would  hardly  ask  a  man  to  die  for  you, 

That  somewhere,  on  the  Hill  of  Nothingness, 

"  Lovely  surprises  might  become  his  lot." 
GuLBADAN.   Ay-wail  if  we  did  ask,  who  would  consent 

To  wait  for  us  on  that  chill  Ridge  of  Death 

Where  no  hands  clasp,  and  no  lips  arc  to  kiss  ? 
DiLAZAR.     Were  I  a  man,  and  loved  so,  I  'd  not  die 

Till  he  was  dead  who  kept  her  heart  from  me 

Or  she  that  so  denied  it ! 
Saheb.  Why,  see  there  ! 

Your  black  eyes  flash  with  knife-blades  !     That 's  i' 
the  blood, 

To  have  the  form  we  prize,  and  burn  and  rage 

With  jealousy  to  lose  it,  or  to  share. 

Ask  Mirza  Hussein  how  he  makes  this  good  ? 
Gulbadan.     Ask  for  us,  Sahibft !     Feringhees  know. 

So  many  books,  Aflatun,  Aristft, 

The  windings  of  the  ways  of  these  dim  things  ; 


WITH  SADI    IN   THE   GARIIES; 

^e  fluttering  birds  who  coino  to  \kA  — 
Sing,  when  the  noisy  world  is  still  — 

Criimi       "  ^  o'       '     '    '    II. 
Saheb.  Now  tin:  Mirusmilf*' 

Yet  yoii,  oh,  ITciirt-dest     rerl     Dihuar! 

You  must  Imve  heard  and  scoii  what  Love  I  iiicaii 

Imperative,  iinswervinj       oBiwrate, 
Ljiot  heedful  of  swei-t  Hcavcii  wliich  made  things  fair. 

Not  eet  to  gentle  notes  of  nightingales, 

Not  lapped  in  ruffled  rose-leaves  ;  but  still "  Lo^ 

Aa  the  world  names  it,  and  some  women  deem. 
DiLAZAB.    I  could  recall  a  thing,  if  my  Lords  would, 

Such  as  yita  say. 
MmzA.  Yes  !  tell  it,  Dilazfir ! 

Sa'di  will  answer. 
Hilazab.  Preseuces  !  we  camped 

At  Delhi,  by  the  Kashmir  gat«,  for  gain 

And  marriage-feasts,  and  doings  of  the  Eed ; 

A  TaTfah  of  eleven,  with  four  who  played 
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Sitar  and  drum ;  and  one  was  Lakshmi  named, 

A  brown  Mabratta  girl  of  high-caste  blood 

(I  know  not  how  she  came  to  wear  the  bells) 

Beautiful  —  Sirs!  —  like  yon  moon  overhead, 

And  young,  and  yet  unyiclded  —  by  some  vow  — 

DUr-i-na  sufta^  an  unthreaded  pearl ! 

We  were  commanded  to  a  Palace-feast 

Where  round  a  gay  ring  sate  the  powerful  ones, 

Rajahs  and  Sirdars,  in  a  cloistered  court 

Shining  with  lamps  and  fountains,  and  white  gleam 

Of  marbles  glistering ;  and  your  Sahe])3  were  there, 

Proud  English  officers,  with  cold  blue  eyes 

Which  look  you  through  and  through,  and  could  look 

down 
The  green  balls  of  a  panther  in  his  spring  — 
One  of  them,  proudest,  handsomest ;  they  said 
He  had  slain  nine  in  fight,  and  never  yet 
Bent  knee  to  woman  I  Lakshmi  went  with  us, 
For,  girl  albeit,  she  danced  as  no  one  else 
That  Ras  the  Deccan  farors,  with  hicrh  sonc 


WhenXrtAM  to  «»  «oiaMf4,  mA  p^  cwsrt, 

AadonehywtiwtoaiiiiriftiMiilitti^ 

To  IM,  w  te  Briittbn  ODM  tfa^  idBd ;  > 

The  snalwddik  muUng  erWy  Mfe^  itapu    •    > 

Our  bert]nft|il9«di  Ink  iu»  BMilieedsi  tben, 

Bqah  or  Oidir,  iMsk  of  «»  ttat  S«beb 

FW  ooe  ^aaoe  tf  iiImk  ttrirfiiiieM  m  itnM, 

Wben  Ganeoh  Oiiimbed  tibe  bass  Haliratte  draB, 

And  Lakshm!  let  her  chuddur  fall,  and  stepped 

Into  the  lamp-light,  to  the  dancing-place. 

You  would  not  wonder,  Hnzoor !  had  yon  seen  — 

All  started,  but  the  English  Captain  most. 

He  gazed ;  placed  with  his  sabre^trap ;  and  gazed; 

And  drew  thia  way  and  that  his  goldea  beard ; 

And  clasped  his  palms,  as  'twere  some  hesTCDiv 

dream 
So  like  a  desert-deer  she  glided  near, 
So  leaf-soft  on  the  carpets  fell  her  feet, 
So  perfect  to  the  music  moved  her  limbs, 
So  fail  she  was  ant3  winoing.  wJtb  no  eems 
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Bound  on  her  neck,  no  rings,  no  belt  of  gold, 
Only  her  yellow  choli  and  gauze  skirt 
And  one  red  lotus  in  her  glossy  hair ! 

>JiHEB.   But,  Dilazdr !  you  paint  her  with  Love's  brush ! 

>ILAZAR.     I  have  no  need !     She  was  not  good  to  me, 
Wilful  and  wayward,  with  the  Deccan  blood 
Which  takes  and  gives  not ;  yet  bewitching,  too, 
A  Neem-trce  of  the  trees,  a  Palm  for  grace ! 
Dilburda  —  ah  !  a  girl  to  steal  the  heart ! 
The  rest  you  judge.     She  set  his  blood  aflame 
Before  the  second  measure  of  the  Song, 
With  what  the  Saheb  speaks  of,  lightning-love ; 
And  Lakshmi,  like  all  women,  saw  and  knew 
As  soon  as  he.     So,  when  she  danced  his  way 
And  finished  at  his  side  —  with  bended  head 
And  little  rose-dyed  hands  crossed  on  her  breast  — 
All  proud  and  cold  and  lordly  as  he  was 
We  saw  him  loose  the  golden  chain  he  wore 
And  knit  it  round  her  throat,  whispering  quick  praise ; 
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ilc  Lakshint  kissed  hisliand)i,aud  from 

llpr  kill 

I'll 

i-kiiig 

tbe  lotus  laid  it  at  his  feet. 

C  111.11 

DAN-. 

Naright  hiudered,  tlien,  that  she  ahoul-1 

give 

liim  moru ! 

DiLAZAR. 

Iiluch  liindercd  !  for  she  hated  — 

(|.*» 

tbi. 

My  Lord 

:  )—  your  Saheb  L6k  I     One  of  he 

r  li«i«- 

I'c 

ishcd 

in  daj-fl  of  the  givat  Jlutiny, 

Blown  from  the  cannon's  mouth  :  Lakshm?  had  heard 
How  bold  he  stood  at  those  black  lips  of  death, 
And  how  the  red  flash  leaped,  the  white  smoke  swept, 
And  what  was  living  fearless  Man  became 
A  rolling  turban,  and  torn  twisting  shreds, 
Whirled  in  the  bloody  dust.    Another  thing! 
Gunesh,  who  made  the  music,  had  her  heart, 
If  there  beat  any  lieart  in  that  cold  breast. 
Together  in  one  village  they  had  dwelled, 
Playmates  from  birtli,  and  promised  each  to  each. 
Therefore  in  vain  the  English  Captain  prayed, 
In  vain  his  strong  neck  bent  at  Lakshmi's  feet! 
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Naught  won  he  with  that  brown  Mahratta  maid 
By  gifts,  or  words,  or  honeyed  messages, 
Save  "  Never !  never  !  "  from  sweet  lips  set  close, 
And  looks  from  Gunesh  fierce  enough  to  kill. 

Saheb.     I  am  ashamed  my  countryman  so  stooped ! 

DiLAZAR.     Ah,  Gharib  Purwar!  you  have  said ;  'twas 
Fate! 
'T  was  that  wild  force  which  will  not  let  us  be  ! 
Your  countryman  was  high  and  dutiful 
Till  Nttseeb  smote  him  with  the  dark  girl's  glance, 
Then  all  was  naught  save  Lakshmi.     'T  is  our  way, 
Nay  !  't  is  our  sin,  which  shall  have  punishment, 
To  know  that  this  may  be,  and  make  it  be. 

Saheb.     I  deem  not  love  so  blind,  manhood  so  weak  ! 

DiLAZAR.    Afsos  I  it  happens  I  He  would  ride,  of  nights, 
Twenty-five  koss  to  see  her  dance ;  would  quit 
His  friends,  his  tasks,  the  race,  the  tiger-hur^t, 
If  he  might  snatch  one  hour  at  dusk  to  plead 
With  Lakshmi  for  her  love  —  yet  all  in  vain, 
Because  of  Gunesh,  and  her  vow,  and  grudge 


Stored  iu  her  veins  agniiist  the  (iorit-L6k. 
But  one  day  came  a  Sonar,  scHiug  ston«B, 
Xose-gemB  aud  ear-gems,  rhatkia  for  the  toeflj  f 
Jasavig  for  clbow-bands,  and  i/ote  and  har, 
Bala  and  mala ;  and,  when  all  were  Hhotra, 
A  strinct  ni  ^reat  picked  pearls, and  two  pcBrl-mooM 
Wrapped  in  a ekith.    •'See!  InnroUyoa^Mn 
^lat  70a  maj'  dream  70B  wear  them  I "  mookiii^y 
He  said,  and  laid  the  milky  luxuries 
On  Lakshml's  knee  — "  I  have  a  prince  will  give 
Rupees  six  thousand  for  that  beauteous  row : 
Who  wears  it  wears  aj'aghir  round  her  neck ! " 
Then  Lakshmrs  eyes  lighted  with  leopard's  gleam. 
Her  small  brown  eager  hands  fondled  the  pearls, 
Twice  round  her  throat  she  clasped  the  string  aud 

sighed : 
"  Shiva !  how  beautiful :  would  'twere  my  Prince !|' 
And  he  was  by,  watching  her  ache  for  it. 

GuLBADAN.     I  guess  j'our  story  now  ! 

PiLAZAB.  No!  not  its  worst:  , 
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We  were  to  journey  next  day  northwards  —  far  — 
But  that  night,  through  the  lattice  of  our  hut 
I  saw  his  gold  lace  glitter,  where  she  sate  ; 
I  heard  his  deep  voice  shake,  while  he  said  this  : 
"  Lakshmi !  without  your  love  I  shall  not  live  : 
Take  from  my  soul  the  spell  of  those  great  eyes 
Or  heal  their  mischief  with  those  flow'r-soft  lips !  " 
But  "  Denga  nahin  !  "  she  muttered,  "  Saheb,  no  ! 
My  father's  brother  at  the  cannon's  mouth 
Had  80  much  love  as  I  will  give  to  thee  !  " 
And  then  he  clinked  his  spurs,  and  whispered  wild, 
"  Thou  wilt  not  love  me  ?  black  Mahratta  witch  ! 
Who  hast  the  bosom  of  Heaven  and  heart  of  Hell, 
Well !  let  me  buy  thee  !  "  and  therewith  he  flung 
That  milk-white  lovely  pearl-string  in  her  lap. 
Which  coiled  across  the  velvet  skin  like  snake 
White-bellied,  shining,  worming  flickering  road 
Over  dusk  leaves,  and  like  the  subtle  snake 
Struck  her,  and  stung  that  sullen  soul  with  greed. 


Saiieb.     What  1  yifldofl  she  ? 

Dl^AZilR.  ^he  had  the  DeccoaJti 

That  sti-siiii  of  Sivaji !     I  saw  her  plaj 
WiBtfully  with  the  pearls ;  and  then  she  pluckd 
Her  temple-flower,  the  rose-rod  lotus-bud, 
Furth  t'rnin  hc^j'  hair,  mid  tiling  it  at  his  fe?t      ^^H 

vakpjlMliii< Mpkih  wy,.<iKrto»lirfiw»f . i- <■■ 

Amid  her  braids ;  and,  letting  loose  the  sliawl 
Tied  round  her  waist,  arose,  made  low  salaam. 
And  beckoned  him  inside  the  purdah  ;  still 
Twistiag  those  pearls  tight  in  her  untied  hair. 
I  laughed  and  slept. 

GuLBADAN.     Where,  then,  's  '  the  worst'  in  this  ? 

DilazAr.    Herein!  that  Gunesh  saw  him  come  and  go! 
Next  dawning,  at  what  hour  the '  Wolfs  Tail'  sweeps 
The  sky  clear  of  late  stars,  in  his  own  tent 
That  Sahcb  lay  with  proud  heart  still  arbeat, 
Musing  on  Lakshmi,  and  her  dearJkiugbt  love. 
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'T  was  such  a  time  as  this  —  you  feci  how  still ! 

Tethered  close  by  the  cattle  shook  their  bells ; 

You  heard  them  chew  the  fodder  sleepily  ; 

Far  off  the  first  crow  cawed,  winging  for  food  ; 

The  Dam-i'8ubhj  soft  Breath  of  Morning,  shook 

The  flag  at  quarter-guard,  and  stirred  the  grass  ; 

The  tent-cloths  flapped,  the  gray  light  crept  and  spread, 

The  jackals  sniffed  the  coming  day,  and  yelled: 

A  bugle  of  reveille  blew  !     He  rose 

To  cool  his  brow  with  kiss  of  morn  :  lo !  there, 

Face  to  face,  at  the  entrance  of  his  tent  — 

Set  on  a  lance-staff  planted  in  the  sand  — 

Was  Lakshmi\s  head  I  that  rose-nid  temple-flower 

Replaced  amid  her  blood-stained  braids,  those  pearls 

Knotted  upon  her  bleeding  throat,  the  eyes  — 

Which  were  so  lustrous  —  glazed  and  blank,  the  mouth 

A-grin  with  Death's  ill-laughter  !     Round  the  spear 

Fluttered  a  paper  written :  "  Sahehji  ! 

You  bouf/ht  her  false  lips  dear!  have  note,  beside^ 
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i 


Bead,  mek,  and  aU.'  with  et'ery  hair  a  curie 
On  her,  and  you.' —  Qunesk^  the  Jtecratinte." 
.SjlUKM.    Aye,»u  I    Ami  what  would  Sa'di  Bay  of  tlii'I 
MiiusA.    Sa'di  wuuld  say  this  wu8  not  Love  at  aUi  ^ 
But  bitter  Lust,  whidh.  loves  itself,  and  buys      fl 
Plvusitro  for  *elf,  at  wIioho*b  coaf  aud  jmiu. 
Tlic  true  Lovo  riactli  from  dear  Beauty  st-cu  — 
By  gi'ntlcno'is,  subniiHsIuQ,  revorcuce-a^^^^H 
To  lai^r  Beaufy  anbeheltt ;  adores 
The  Painter  in  his  picture ;  at  cup's  brim 
Tastes  wine,  with  heart  fixed  on  the  Cup-bearer, 
Ever  made  kindlj  to  the  sweet  thing  loved. 
The  false  love  is,  as  these  of  Dilaz&r, 
Furious  and  pitiless  in  will  to  have, 
Mean  and  unloving  in  the  act  to  yield, 
And  savage  in  swift  hate  of  what  was  prized ; 
The  amouring  of  beasts  that  kisa  with  teeth ! 
Hear  rather  wise  Lord  Sa'di,  in  this  verse 
Whicli  Cometh  from  the  honeyed  Qulistan : 


1 
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ITJie  MiRZA  recites.'] 

A  Lover  J  with  his  loved  Oney  sailed  the  sea. 
Voyaging  home  in  tender  company : 

There  blew  a  wind  of  Death  upon  the  waters  ; 
There  broke  a  billow  of  calamity  ! 


It  swept  them  from  the  deck  to  dreadful  breast 
Of  the  black  ocean.     To  that  pair  distressed 

The  mariners  flung  forth  a  plank  of  rescue  ; 
It  reached  them  drowning  on  the  tossing  crest. 


Too  slender  H  was  to  help  —  if  both  should  hold  ; 
They  saw  him  round  the  plank  her  weak  armsfold, 

"  Gfr !  Dast-i-yar-i-man  !  "  he  uttered  softly  ; 
*'  Clasp  !  hands!  dearer  than  Life  to  meT^     The  cold 


Bitter  salt  swallowed  him.     But  those  who  brought 
His  beauteous  Maid,  saved  by  that  sweet  deed  wrought , 


4 
I 


lOS  WITH   SAP!    IS   THE   GAUKEN; 

Sjfafut,  taj/ififf-,  "  Never  lived  there  truer  1 
MajnCn  hi/  «arA  a  miirvfl  had  he*n  taut/ht.'" 

5?AMi:u.    Your  Shaikh  Musliliu-d-din  f>hiriki  kuiJ 
Kuir  incditatioos,  Mirznl  does  it  teacfa  — 
nU  "  tlnnlcii "  —  why,  in  our  raid  hearts,  i 
'T  xv!i«  bettor  for  that  faithful  L.jver  dead 
Tliiin  fL.r  IHiaKiirs  living? 

Mmzv.  Sir!  i(  doth. 

If  we  should  measure  hulk  aud  wealth  of  blisa 
Aa  wc  mete  grain  or  gold  dust,  he  who  saok 
Tasted  more  perfect  pleasure  of  tlie  soul 
In  tliat  one  eager  instant's  sacrifice. 
In  that  last  worship  of  his  Well-Beloved, 
Oioking  with  brine,  buying  her  breath  with  death, 
Than  Lakshmt's  Lover  with  his  evil  gift. 
Oil !  Safis  know  how  dearer  far  than  wine 
The  Tavern-Keeper  is,  how  lovelier 
Than  any  picture  is  the  Painter's  face ! 
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And  these  two  knew  it,  at  whose  graves  we  sit, 
Arjamand,  and  the  Emperor,  who  held 
Love  dearer  than  their  greatness  and  their  realms. 
Can  you  sing  Mdlik  budam,  Gulbadan  ! 
If  Dilazfir  sings  the  Sultana's  verse  ? 

[Gulbadan  sings.] 

I  was  Sultan  of  Hind  and  the  mountains ; 

Chenab  and  Ravee 
Were  mine,  from  their  silver-white  fountains 

To  the  sands  of  the  sea : 
And  Gunga  and  Jumna,  with  blisses 

Of  Lordship  and  Line ; 
Yet  I  counted  them  less  than  thy  kisses. 

My  Lady  divine ! 

[Dtlazar  sings,] 

I  had  gold  robes  and  greatness,  and  sweetness ; 

I  was  queen  of  the  Land ; 
In  my  Palace  shone  pride  of  completeness  ; 

On  my  lips  sate  command  : 
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But  the  heart  nf  my  Lord  was  luy  glory. 
Not  the  crovra  on  my  brows ; 

And  my  garden  is  green  with  Love's  story, 
And  my  Tomh  is  Love's  House  ! 

Saheb.     Thanks  I   Biilbuls  of  our  Roae-grovo  I    Noir 
what  next 
Will  the  scroll  say  ? 

It  turns  to  constant  Faith: 

[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

I  have  a  tale  of  them  that  go  about 

TreadiTig  God's  road  —  rich  beggars,  kings  C  the  elont  : 

An  old  man  V  was,  wending  at  early  morning, 
Who  spied  a  mosque  porch,  and  he  raised  kis  shout. 

Then,  some  one  said :  "  ffere  '<  not  the  People's  Door, 
Where  they  give  anything  ;  howl  thou  no  more  !  " 

The  Ancient  asked, "  Whose  is  this  Mansion,  Friend, 
Where  they  give  nothing  to  Heaven's  starving  poor  t " 
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JSTj  said  :  "  Ehamdshi !  hush  !  speak  no  rash  word  ! 
The  Master  of  this  house  is  God  the  Lord^ 

The  old  man  looked  ;  he  saw  Lamp  and  Mihrdb  : 
J*orthfrom  his  liver  this  lament  he  poured  : 


**  Alack  J  alack!  I  will  stay  here  I  trow , 
Alack  !  if  help  hefalleth  me  not  so  I 

I  came  n,ot  forth  from  any  street  unpitiedj 
J'rom  Q-od^s  door  yellow-faced  why  should  I  go  ? 


"  Hand  of  entreaty  will  I  stretch  out  here^ 
That  it  come  empty  back  I  shall  not  fear, "^^ 

Therewith  he  sate,  sojourner,  suppliant, 
Liftinff  the  palm  of  asking  all  one  year. 


At  the  yearns  end  his  foot  of  Life  went  low 
Into  DeatVs  clay  ;  his  heart  beat  fast  and  slow, 

Drumming  Departure's  march.    One  held  a  lantern 
At  daybreak,  scanning  him.     Faint  as  the  glow 
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Of  l-tmp'trirk  in  the  <iiii 


•>  hit  snuff 


Of  waninff  l\fe  Hill  humKil ;  from  H'eanand  r 

They  heard  him  murmur :  "  Oh,  at  latt  it  tpm. 
God's  Outewat/,  if  ire  heat  it  long  enoai/h  ! 


"  Sweet  and  sulimissit'e  he  His  grace  to  jr-in, 
T  never  heard  an  Alehymist  gave  i 

Look  how  he  mells  pure  <fol<l  in  tK  alet 
That  one  day,  peradventure,  brass  heffin 


"  To  shine  forth  gold.'    And  gold  is  good  to  spend 
For  fitting  endt ;  and  what  roere  jitter  end 

To  lavish  gold  and  life  and  all  for  bujfing, 
Than  Qod  the  Lover's  love,  God's  the  great  Friendf 


"  When  by  some  ravisher  of  hearts  thy  heart 
h  straitened,  taise  it  were  from  such  to  part ; 
Another  will  console  thee  ;  unkind  faces 
Sender  days  bitter.'     Cool  the  false  fire^s  smart 
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"  With  dew  of  fresher  lips  !    Lightly  men  quit 
Lave,  when  light  need  their  spirits  have  of  it ; 

But  if  She  be  beautiful  past  compare, 
Then,  for  small  griefs  to  go,  that  were  unfit !  " 


Saheb.     I  mark  how  steadfastly  Sa'di  will  lift 
Passion  of  Earth  to  Heavenly  :  we,  too  much, 
Muse  upon  God  as  Glorious,  Awful,  Great 
Majestic,  Just,  Holy,  Inflexible, 
Forgetting  He  is  Beauty,  Sweetness,  Joy, 
Desire,  Delight,  Fulfilment  of  all  wish, 
Is  it  not  so  ? 

MiRZA.  Ay,  Saheb  !  'tis  so!     Jamdl, 

The  grace  of  God  —  is  greater  than  Jeldl, 
Glory  of  God :  but  at  the  last  these  meet 
In  Love  shown  Power,  and  Power  grown  beautiful, 
Pitiful,  reconciling,  ridding  sins  ; 
As  shall  be  seen  in  this  which  foUoweth: 

8 
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I  heard  that  old  Oiu-,  all  hi»  night  of  woe, 
»^d  hand  of  need  to  Heaven  deroutly  go 
And  tome  voice  naid  again :  "  ProjUlett  Fool' 
^iir-i-Kwesh  gir !     Takt  thine  affairt  and  go .' 

'■  Till/  prayer  t«  unarvepted  at  thin  Itoor .'  I 

Depart  rtjeetedl  trouble  peace  no  mom.' 

WJirn  thiiu  hunt  Sfi-n  Attention*  Wirkrt  fii*lfn 
Prolong  not  useleitly  a  struggle  »ore .' " 

The  tears  which  trickled  down  hit  aged  cheek. 
Had  tinge  of  blood  while  hit  thin  lipg  did  tpeak : 
"  Ajf,  Gkolam  !  hopeless  had  I  turned  away 
And  left  this  House  some  other  house  to  seek : 

"  But  if  thy  friend  in  wrath  from  thee  doth  snap 
Bridle,  wilt  thou  not  seize  his  eaddle-strapf 
An  asker,  disappointed  at  one  gateway. 
Knowing  another  open  hath  good  hap ,' 
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**  Te  say  my  way  is  nowise  in  this  street^ 
Yet  nowhere  else  shines  any  chance  so  stveet ; 

Nowhere  another  Pathj  nowhere  a  Portal! ^^ 
With  that  his  head  upon  the  earth  he  beat. 

And,  suddenly y  was  whispered  —  as  he  died  — 
In  his  souVs  ear^  '*  Son^  thou  art  justified ! 

Kabul  ast !  *t  is  accepted!  have  thou  comfort! 
Except  in  Us  no  comfort  could  betide  !  " 


Saheb.     Yes  !  but  how  long  he  waited  !  this  is  hard  ! 
Sometimes,  perchance,  we  see  and  know  how  rich 
That  Unseen  Beauty  is ;  —  but  Heaven  is  far 
And  Earth  is  near  !  we  beg  in  the  next  street, 
We  crave  for  passing  hearts,  not  good  to  crave ; 
We  knock  at  porches  showing  well  outside. 
Forgetting  God's  fair  gate  I     Somebody  gives  I 
We  munch  our  crust  of  Love,  and  live  1    Wliat  good 
To  lie  and  die  at  door  of  Allah's  house  ? 
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What  atrengtii,  if  thcrt 


And  cold  and  cmptim 


e  guoil  ? 


ui^lit  ijiusi 


But  after  night 


The  happier  day  !  Sing  him  the  ijar-i-man 
ThoRe  vcrsoB  that  the  glad  dead  Minstrel  n 
Of  "  Death  and  Darkness,"  Gulbadan  1  and 


I 


[Gulbadan  tinge.l 

Fear  not  the  darkness,  Friend  and  Lover ! 

The  fount  of  Life  arineth  there ! 
Rest  comes  when  hope  of  Rest  is  over ; 

I  suffered,  but  am  happy  here ! 


Consume  titou  not  thy  soul  with  scorning, 
Because  Desire  found  no  allay : 

Soon  will  there  be  bright  birth  of  Morning 
Tlic  Night  is  far  gone  with  the  Day  I 
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MiBZA.     True  !  had  we  never  seen  Day's  miracle, 
Who,  looking  eastward  now  of  Mumtaz'  Shrine, 
Would  dream  glad  Morning,  'neath  yon  silent  stars, 
Gathered  her  saffron  sari  to  trip  forth, 
With  sun  for  forehead-jewel  ?    Man  must  wait. 
And  not  "  for  every  little  let  make  moan !  " 
This  will  our  Master's  verses  now  impart : 


[The  MiRZA  reads.'] 

A  neW'Wed  Bride^  in  tender  discontent^ 

To  One^  gray-haired,  made  of  her  Lord  lament^ 

Saying :  "  Thy  son  no  praise  from  thee  doth  merit. 
So  cold  he  is,  so  ill  my  hours  are  spent. 


"  Those  who  with  us  in  the  same  village  dwell, 
I  never  mark  their  looks  of  heart-ache  tell ; 

Such  close  companions,  man  and  woman,  are  they. 
That  thou  mightst  say,  *  two  almonds  iri  one  shell ! ' 
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ever  ttett  mtm  —  all  l-hu  ichSt 
H  m^  faet,  with  loving  »mile! 
Thf/atArr,  kindiy-hfJtrtf.^,  h^ard  htr  tperek 
Thf  wkiU-hairtd  one  Mer  gri^  knfw  to  fie-jfuUr; 


I 


I 


The  annvfr  trhich  he  gart  teas  tvft  and  neettf 
Saifini/,  -'Ht  in  ao  evmety,  it  tcere  meet 

To  lovf  and  wait,  endnrittg  till  k«  love  thggi 

"  SitKe  nowhere  in  the  world  covld  any  be 
So  dear,  to  near,  to  framed /or  unity."  — 

0  Man!  wilt  thou  be  petulant  with  God, 
Whose  reed  —  if  He  were  petulant  teith  thee  — 


Blots  out  all  trritinff  of  thy  life  ?     Obey  ! 

Be  still,  and  tcattfor  word  which  He  will  say! 

The  Lord's  time  is  the  servants'  time;  and  never 
Another  Lord  like  Htm  shall  come  thy  way  ! 
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Once  my  heart  burned  in  pity  for  a  Slave j 
Who  at  the  sellinff-place  this  utterance  gave  : 

"  Ah,  Master  !  Better  bondsman  thou  mayst  find. 
But  I  no  better  Master  e*er  can  have  I " 


Saheb.    Yet,  none  the  less  for  that  Slave's  faithfulness. 
His  Master  sold  him  ! 

MiRZA.  Yea !  and  none  the  less 

That  Love  which  did  forgive  and  cling  to  Love 
Went  with  the  Slave,  and  made  him  happier  days. 
Or  stronger  soul  to  bear  the  ill  days.     Sir  I 
It  is  not  needful  Love  should  win  its  wish 
But  only  needful  that  it  work  its  work. 
Yon  palms  grew  high  striving  towards  the  Sun, 
They  shall  not  reacli  him,  but  —  uptonding  thus  — 
Leaves,  flowers,  and  fruit  have  come  I    Past  question, 

here 
In  this  world,  midwav  'twixt  the  liirht  aud  dark, 
M4ich  is  to  wish  and  wonder  at :  liearts  play  — 
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Like  Akbar  with  hia  ladies  —  lioodiuun-blind 
Aiiunig  tlic  courts  and  cloisters  of  our  life : 
They  stiittible,  and  they  fumble,  and  go  v 
Of  this,  moreover,  dotli  the  Master  speak ; 

IThe  MmZA  reaclg.'] 
There  dwelled  in  Marv  a  Sdkim,  nuijeUfaced  ; 
Htgform,  in  Garden  of  the  ffeart,  m-ah  iinu-t^d 

A»  if  the  ri/pres«:  if  I  h«  hail  nut  ikill 
To  heal  tick  souls,  nor  know  when  pasnon'a  watte 

Dimmed  longing  eyes.     And  tome  one  —  ill  at  hearts 
Spake  afterwards :  *'  /  had  Iiove's  bitter  smart 

For  him .'    I  wished  not  ever  to  be  well, 
Lest  he  should  call  me  cured,  and  to  depart."  — 

Much  wisdom  is  there,  hard  to  overthrow. 
Which  Love's  strong  sorcery  can  bring  full  low. 

Hand  of  light  Love,  when  it  holds  Wisdom's  ear, 
Maken  Sense  with  muzzle  in  the  dust  to  go  .' 
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DiLAZAB.     If  't  were  a  woman  she  had  surely  known  ! 

Our  sex  owns  one  more  sense  than  yours,  my  Lords ! 

'T  is  giv'n  that  we  may  read  the  hearts  of  men 

Through  thirty  silences. 
GuLBADAN.  But  did  he  doubt  ? 

There  is  a  verse  on  that,  in  two  soft  parts, 

When  first  the  Lady,  next  the  Lover  speaks  : 

They  sing  it  in  the  Afghan  towns  : 
Saueb.  Sing  now, 

Nightingale  of  the  Age  I 
GuLBADAN.  HazratI  I  shall, 

If  Dilazfir  will  tread  the  step,  and  say 

The  Lady's  portion : 


\_They  sing,  and  Dilazar  dances.'] 

GuLBADAN.     I  am  sitting  in  sadness,  deep-stricken 

With  a  wound  that  is  death. 
If  thou  com'st  not,  Physician  !  to  quicken 

My  soul  with  thy  breath. 
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Iliive  you  eeeii,  hitve  you  seeo,  oh  my  Brullit-rel 
A  Hawk  flying  south  ; 

Bliicker-plumcd,  brigli tor-eyed  than  all  others, 
With  a  heai*!  in  his  mouth? 

Ah  !  stay  him !  't  is  niiuc,  it  is  mine  ! 

He  has  reft  it  amain  I 
1  am  red  with  Love's  blood,  with  the  wine 

That  is  presided  from  Love's  ni" 

OiLAzin.    My  Belovtd  huth  bi-eafit«  like  pomegranalw I 
Hlt  tcelli  are  sca-pcarls  ! 
Her  eyes  shine  with  splendor  of  planets  : 

Like  the  tangled  silk  curls 

The  heart-net  enwove  by  her  tresses  ; 

I  fly  with  faint  feet! 
Oh,  Allah!  her  clinging  caresses! 

Ifl  Thy  '  Garden '  so  aweet  ? 

My  Beloved  knows  not  how  I  love  her, 

That  the  sick  one  is  I ; 

1  escape,  lest  the  patient  recover, 

And  the  H&kim  should  die. 
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MiRZA.     Vainly  he  strives  to  fly,  if  it  be  fate  ; 
And  fate  comes,  good  or  bad,  by  woman's  hand 
As  judgment,  too,  must  come  by  woman's  mouth. 

Saheb.     AJab  !  how  strange  !  a  priest  of  Frangcstan  ^ 
Wrote  likewise  in  his  glittering  French, "  That  Day — 
That  Judgment-day  —  the  sentences  men  hear 
Will  be  the  sentences  pronounced  on  thom 
By  women,  countersigned  of  God  the  Lord." 

OiLAZAR.     Bi-Khuda  I  then  how  I  will  punish  some  ! 

GuLBADAN.  By  great  Jibrail  I  how  sweet  to  pardon, then! 

MiRZA.     Oh,  but  you  also  shall  be  then  adjudged  ! 
Our  Lord  the  Prophet  (peace  be  unto  him  !") 
Recorded  that  of  perfect  womankind 
Were  never  more  than  four  —  Asia  the  Queen 
King  Pharaoh's  wife ;  Khadijah,  F&tima  ; 

1  "  En  sorome,  j'ai  4i6  aimd  des  fcmmes  dont  il  m'importait  le  plus 
d'etre  ainie.  .  .  .  Ma  part  adt^  bonne  et  ne  roe  sera  pasenlevoc;  car  je 
m'imagine  souvent  que  les  jugements  qui  seront  portes  sur  chacun  de 
nous  dans  la  vallcc  de  Josapbat  ne  seront  autres  que  les  jugementsdes 

#  _ 

femnies,  contresipnd  par  rEternel."  —  Renan,  "Souvenirs  d'Enfance 
et  de  Jeunesse,"  p.  3G1. 


L 

^H^  Waa  one  that  trained  hia  aineift,  day  and  night. 

^H  Mfanif^  to  grapple  with  a  Lion's  might ; 

^H  Se/ound  hit  Lion — grappled  —  but  ke/vand 

Scant  ttrength,  in  such  a  deadly  grip,  tofyht. 
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And  the  Lord  Isa's  mother,  Mnrinm. 
But  now  will  SaMi  warn  yc  in  his  Tprsi 
How  hard  to  conquer  ia  miBgiiiiiiiig  Lo 


[The  MiRZA  readg.] 


Quoth  one  who  watched,**  Dost  sleep  f  art  woman  grmnf 
Strike  kim  that  blow  of  brass  thou  mad'st  thine  omi!" 

"  Alas  !  it  is  not  possible  thereby 
To  conquer  Li»ns  f  "  —  so  they  heard  Mm  moan. 

With  Wisdom — ivhen  False  Love  puts  forth  coamend, 
'Tis  as  that  Lion,  and  that  kuntet's  hand! 

Ko  iron-grasp  shall  help  thee,  woman-teeak; 
Love's  bat  drives  Reason's  ball  from  stand  (a  gtand. 
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Saheb.     I  see  not  Sa'di  puts  the  case  of  him 
Who  loves  aright,  yet  is  not  loved,  and  finds 
Xo  love  elsewhere  :  for,  surely,  hard  to  tread 
The  heavenward  way  is,  if  no  guide  will  lead. 
Here  in  your  East,  you  set  the  problem  by 
With  marriage-brokers  ;  or  mate  baby-hearts. 
Which  grow  by  stress  of  years  and  circumstance 
To  suit  and  fit  like  two  nuts  in  one  shell ; 
But  in  our  West,  where  all  are  free  to  choose, 
This  pinches !     One  we  honor  for  his  songs  — 
Greater  than  Sa'di's  self^  —  asks  wistfullv  : 
"  Of  Love  that  never  found  his  earthly  end 
What  seqy^il  ?  streaming  eyes  and  broken  hearts  ? 
And  all  the  same  as  if  it  had  not  been  ?  " 

MiRZA.    Naught  is  the  same  "  as  if  Love  had  not  been ! " 
Where  it  hath  shone  it  is  like  sunlight  poured 
On  seeds  which  slept,  surprising  naked  soil 
Into  new  verdure,  and  an  unhoped  Spring. 

1  Lord  Tennyson. 
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Nov  'scape  we,  by  our  Eastern  ways,  tliose  grids 
Springing  from  liberty.     Yet  i-eai)Oii  telU 
Who  would  be  loved  iniist  uwda  uliow  Invnlilc, 
Otiierwifle  is  ho  like  that  man  of  Rirhht 
Whose  houey  none  wmiM  buy  in  all  tlio  town. 

Saheb.     What  man  was  lie  ? 

GuLBADAN.  I  linow  whom  Mirza  uicansl 

Play,  PilazSr  !  tho  tunc  goes  :  "  Wns  a  maitt;"  y»^ 

[Gulbadan  gings.] 

Waa  a  maid  sold  honey-comb, 

Sweeter  ran  her  tongue  than  honey ; 

Sweet,  indeed,  as  sugar-reed  ; 

Buyers  flocked  to  her  with  money  : 

If  't  were  poison  she  had  cried. 

All  the  town  bad  bought  and  died ! 

One  of  bitter  heart  and  face 

Marked  her  custom,  envied  her; 

He  'd  sell  honey  in  her  place, 

Gain  the  dirhams,  cause  the  stir! 
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With  his  honey-pots  he  went 
And  his  looks  of  ill  content. 

Up  and  down  the  thronged  bazaar 

Still  he  shouted,  "  Come  and  buy ! " 

But  he  found  no  customer, 

Not  so  much  as  one  blue  fly. 

Some  one  spake  at  evening's  hour, 

"  Sour  mouth  maketh  sweetness  sour ! " 

MiRZA.    Aye,  girl !  hearts  must  unchurl  themselves  for 
this! 
And  Sa'di  truly  saith,  in  what  ensues, 
There  is  no  power  in  Love  Love  to  command  : 

[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

Not  always  Love  breeds  Love  !     Two  cousins  wedded^ 
Twosun-briffhtoneSj — with  wealthand  highrace  steaded; 

For  her  to  call  him  Lord  befell  diviyiely^ 
For  him  Hwas  shame  and  shamming^  since  they  bedded. 

She  showed  all  gentilesse  and  fender  grace  ; 
He  to  the  wall  f timed  constantly  his  face  ; 


She  dtdced  htnt^f&fjojf  ^hm  md  Utm^ 
^€  atkedfor  death  ratkr  CihM  her  wirww.. .  , 

The  vJOOffe  ^derfmmtumed  him ;  tkejftfoke:  — 
>*  Thg  heart  UiuatMiard*  her  r  let  her  t»Ae 

Dowry  tmdffo!'*  M«laMffhed:"^^eeort(tfikerf 
lie  leee  w«re,  ^  deliverattee  thoee  wotdd  maie." 

She  of  the  Pari-ey^row*  fiayed  her  cheek 

With  her  own  naih.     She  cried :  "  How  will  ye  fptol! 

Of  (lain  to  me  hy  ruinf     Can  F  suffer 
Life  without  iMvef     Cease  ye  from  him  to  seek 

"  A  hundred,  or  six  hundred  thousand  head : 
All  shares  are  poor  except  I  share  hie  bed .'"  —    ' 

And,  </ood  sooth!  that  which  hindeth  hearts  togethti 
Is  heartsease ;  otherwise  the  end  is  said.'" 

SiHEB.     What  end? 

MinzA.  The  end  that  Allali  ordcrctli 
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For  little  hath  Love  taught  unless  it  teach 
Submission.     Hear  this  next  verse  of  the  Ishk  • 


[The  MiRZA  reach.] 

A  certain  man  inquired  of  one  who  lay 
SouUstricken  on  the  Mosque-floor^  "  Do9t  thou  pray 

For  Life  or  Death  ?  "  He  answered^  ^^lask  nothing  ! 
What  He  adjudges  I  accept  alway^^ 


MiRZA.     Yet  when  it  falls  that  each  in  the  other  finds 
True  shadow  of  the  Heavenly  Light,  sure  sound 
Of  Sama',  Allah's  music,  —  then,  no  fate 
Will  part  those  souls,  nor  make  them  two  for  one. 
'T  is  Laila  and  Majnun  ;  —  Laila  who  laughs 
Before  the  Sultan,  saying  :  "  Lord  of  Lords  ! 
H  thou  wouldst  know  how  beautiful  I  am 
Look  on  me  through  the  eyes  of  my  Majniin  ! " 
And  Majn{in,  proud  and  certain  in  his  pain. 
Who  will  not  ever  suffer  that  men  deem 
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The  doscrt  IcogtiOR  can  Beparate  their  souls ; 
Will  Bend  no  tidings  to  his  Lady's  ear, 

As  if  he  lived  nut  always  ir  her  breast. 

[The  MiHZA  read*.] 

One  to  Mi^nUn  tpakt :  "  Oh,  of  7iohU»t  lot .' 
Whatfalleth  that  to  Sayy  thou,  aomtet  nott 

Thy  love/or  Laila,  peradventure, patte»S 
Thy  fancy  turns;  thy  heart  no  more  it  hot." 

He  heard,  the  hapless  one,  and,  weeping,  said: 
"  O^ood  Sir,  let  go  my  skirt !  Love  is  not  dead  ! 

I  have  the  same  heart,  sorrotefitl  and  bleeding. 
Pour  not  thy  salt  upon  its  wounds,  still  red! 

"  Thus  to  be  severed  is  not  to  forget. 

Nor  absence  fault,  when  Fate  decreeth  it," 

Quoth  f  other,  "Ah,  most  faithful  one  and  genAt' 
Utter  some  errand  on  my  tojigue  to  set 
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^^  For  Laila  from  MajnUny     He  answered:  ^'Bear 
No  message  in  my  name  to  her  most  dear  ! 

To  speaJc  as  we  were  twain,  and  I  not  she^ 
Is  treason  ;  —  where  she  is  /,  too,  am  thereJ*^ 


Saheb.     Wliy,  such  a  lover  might  on  moonbeams  live ! 
And,  see  !  how  tenderly  they  silver  now 
Arjamand's  Dome  !     How  black  the  cypresses 
Range  in  still  ranks  against  the  milk-white  walls ! 
How  stately  soar  the  arrowy  minarets 
From  yon  dark  garden  where  the  Bird  of  Night 
Trills  the  same  love-lament  a  hundred  times 
To  the  hushed  Rose,  not  tired  of  listening ; 
While  crickets  chirrup  —  as  we  chatter  here  — 
With  little  voice  which  lives  where  Kings  lie  dumb! 
If  now  we  might  but  see  Mumtaz  the  Queen 
Pace  in  her  Pleasaunce,  strayed  from  Paradise 
With  beauty  perfected  —  as  Sa'di  sings  — 
With  eyes  grown  wise  by  what  Death  teaches  Love, 
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Boiling  o'er  Amm  J  anfltliBride  IwTyMi^  r<- 
TheKfiiK^tlikt&adaslatd^ionKffidwl^  . 
&{^jiii»ieBtw!    HuKJnl-'is  tttaw  /j 

Thai  Siuh  Jahu  neror  folt  nty  wiah 

'    Apntfram  Arjuund?  Oiit^  aUtboBejain,  , 
Muter  of  aU  tfaa  lorriteeM  of  Bind, 
The  Imperial  liovw  only  Uved  for  her  f 

IfiBZA.    They  tell  this  story  of  Queen  Arjamand: 
So  fair  she  was,  so  debonnair,  so  wise, 
The  heart  of  Shah  Jalian  slept  in  hei*  lap : 
Her  mouth  issued  the  King's  decrees,  her  liaiids 
Gave  provinces  away,  and  great  commands. 
No  night  but  at  lier  feet  tlie  Emperor 
Laid  down  his  cap  of  Lordship  and  his  sword 
To  take  soft  counsel  from  her  faithful  lips. 
Which  many  grudged,  and  moat  those  other  ones 
The  Afghan  Lady — she  that  hath  her  grave 
In  the  Kandhari  Bagh  —  and  Zan-i-Xoor, 
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Grandchild  of  Abdurraliim,  Prince  of  the  Blood : 
"  If  we  could  turn  His  Majesty,"  said  these, 
"  From  Miimtaz,that  were  well  wrought  for  the  State, 
Whose  banner  is  become  a  Persian  shift  I 
Mashallah  I  will  naught  dull  those  dazzling  eyes  ':  ' 
And  some  one  whispered:  ''  Best  find  newer  eyes 
More  dazzling,  killing  passion  with  its  like ; 
Since  one  love-chamber  have  these  hearts  of  men, 
And  she  who  enters  thrusts  the  other  forth. 
There  is  that  slave-girl,  come  from  Jessulmere, 
A  brown  pearl  of  the  Pro[)het's  Paradise, 
Wondrously  fair  —  as  none  e'er  saw:  give  word 
They  deck  her  witli  the  garments  of  Mumtaz, 
And  hang  the  Queen's  pearls  round  her  throat,  and 

bring 
The  Rajpootni  into  the  Queen's  own  room 
When  she  is  gone  —  so  may  my  Lord  the  King 
Be  tenderly  beguiled,  and  Mumtaz  scorned." 
And  this  the  Palace  Ladies  swore  was  good. 
Saheb.     Surely,  't  was  perilous  ? 


I 


Hazrat !  tlie  girl 
Kui'w  —  foi'  tiiey  told  lier  —  8h«  mtmt  die,  or  ga'" 
Life,  and  long  fnvor,  aiid  large  wealth  iti  jrolil. 
At  inuineiit  wlicn  her  veil  should  di-o|i,  aiid  show 
Full  inounltght  of  her  face.     To  reign,  sec  ynu, 
First  iti  thnt  Goiipt,  to  win  the  eyes  of  hiiu 
Who  ruled  upoii  Ihi;"  Peacock -throne,"  and  strt'ldn'ii 
IlaiidK  ot  command  from  Baikh  to  Ilinialuy. 
Was  worth  some  risk,  it  seottod,  of  fierce  finuh.' 
Therefore  —  half  wilUng,  half  eonatrained  —  she 

sate, 
Trembling,  upon  the  silks  of  Muintaz'  hed. 
In  vestments  of  the  beauteous  Queen,  her  face 
Wrapped  in  the  golden  chuddur.     Oh,  ^t  is  kuown 
What  fell,  l>ecau8e  a  Palace  maiden  heard  — 
Listening  outside  the  marble  jfUi-work  — 
And  told  it,  word  for  word,  to  Arjamand. 

DiLAZAR.    Good  Mirza!  what  befell  ? 

MiRZA.  The  Sultan  came 

•  The  Kxccntinncr. 
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Clad  in  his  private  dress  —  white  muslin  clasped 
With  one  great  pearl,  white  cap  and  jewelled  shoes  — 
And,  throwing  down  his  scimitar  and  shawl, 
Spake  with  a  gentle  smile  :  "  Light  of  my  Life  ! 
Once  more  I  shut  the  great  loud  world  away 
And  come  to  reign  in  this  one  realm  I  love. 
The  heart  of  Mumtaz  I  "     Rose  the  Rajpootni, 
All  quaking  underneath  her  rich  disguise. 
And  bent  full  lowly  to  the  King  of  Hind, 
And  kissed  his  feet ;  —  then,  let  her  chuddur  fall. 
And  —  lo  !  it  was  not  Mumtaz  there !  his  Queen  ! 
But  that  strange,  lovely,  frightened  girl,  with  throat 
Heaving,  eyes  gleaming,  hands  on  bosom  clasped, 
Who  murmured  :  "  Lord  of  all  the  world  !  thy  slave 
Waiteth  thy  will  that  she  may  live  or  die." 

GuLBADAN.     Doubtless  he  drew  his  blade,  and  slew 
her  there ! 

Saheb.     He  was  a  man,  't  is  writ,  of  gravity  ; 
Nice  in  his  pride,  terrible  in  his  wrath, 
I  shudder,  Mirza!  for  your  slave-maiden. 


n 


136  Wmi  SARI  IS  TIIF.  GARnEN 

JIiKZA.  Good  Sir!  you  do  not  know  how  fair  tbf  »af 
Otlierwitto  wbo  bad  ventured?    On  his  \]\tf( 
Ended  ewa  in  beginning  tbosu  dn-iid  words 
Which  loaix-d  from  royal  anger.     At  mid  rag* 
The  charm  unspeakable  of  that  sweet  slave, 
Thp  glory  of  the  body  of  hor  bare 
Molted  bia  mounting  fury  !     AUah  raakcB 
SoiiietimPB  a  face  and  fonu  to  smite  man's  soul- 
With  witchery  of  subtlest  symmetry, 
And  she  was  such !    That  Lady  of  the  Taj 
Owned  not   such  lustrous  orbs,  nor   could  hare 

shown 
Stature  so  cypress-like,  such  arms,  such  limbs. 
Such  eloquence  of  beauty,  touched  by  fear 
Into  bewitching  grace.    Nay  !  and  she  marked 
The  first  wrath  in  the  Sultan's  countenance 
Flicker  and  pass  as  flame  doth  pass  away 
When  rain  falls  on  the  sparkliug  of  a  brand : 
So  gently  dropped  upon  his  mind  the  rain 
Of  wonder,  pity,  will  of  jiontllesse : 


I 
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And,  when  she  sank  upon  her  face,  and  sebbed, 

"  Lord  of  the  Age  I  forgive  me !  send  me  hence 

Alive !     I  was  not  told  how  great  thou  art, 

How  terrible !  how  base  and  bold  my  deed ! " 

He  raised  the  Rajpoot  girl,  gazed  on  her  face 

With  softening  eyes,  and,  wliile  her  heart  beat  quick, 

Touched  —  with  strange  tremble  of  his  hands  —  her 

hair, 
Her  brows,  her  ears  :  then,  conquering  himself. 
Spake :  "  Get  thee  hence  alive !     Fairest  thou  art 
Of  Allah's  works ;  and  I  —  I  am  a  man, 
Albeit  Lord  of  men  and  Shah  Jahan ; 
Yet  one  thing  fairer  is  than  even  thou, 
And  sweeter  far  for  me  to  have  and  keep, 
The  faith  I  held  and  hold  to  her  whose  name 
Thou  art  not  meet  to  hear  !     Rajpootni !  see, 
I  close  mine  eyes,  not  longer  to  behold 
Thy  beauty,  lest  it  tempt  my  rebel  blood 
To  traitorousness  like  thine.     Begone  !  begone  I 
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IVtore  1  look  again  ;  for  I  shall  slay, 

Ur  I  shall  love,  and  both  were  deeds  indigii ! " 

f^AUCii.     Right  roval  I  and  nowise  of  the  Uogul  tv[>i'- 
As  1  have  read.     What  next  hefull  that  slave, 
With  reapite  of  ej'e-wink  ? 

MmZA.  Hhv  glidfd  forth, 

Sofkiiig  cBcapc  ;  but  those  that  Imard  thi;  «-orils 
And  saw  all  doue,  laid  hands  i>ii  ht-r  and  haled 
The  weeping  maid  to  angry  ATJamand, 
Decked  as  she  was  in  the  Queen's  cloth  of  gold, 
Wearing  the  Palace-pearls,  ungirt,  new-bathed, 
Painted,  and  henna-stained,  and  scented  sweet 
They  told  what  passed,  and  how  the  Sultan  spake, 
Hhc  cowering  at  the  proud  Sultana's  foot. 

Djlazar.    Then  the  Queen  stabbed  her  to  the  heart- 
was  't  not  ? 
Straight  to  the  heart!  Wallali!  I  would  have  stabbed ! 

MiRZA.  Then  the  Queen  drew  the  dagger  from  her  waiat, 
A  knife  of  watered  steel,  hafted  with  jade, 
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And  on  the  hilt  a  ruby  worth  three  lakhs, 
Pigeon-blood  color,  marvellous,  the  gift 
Of  Shah  Jahan  in  some  soft  hour  of  love  — 
An  unmatched  stone.    And,  when  they  looked  to  s(  e 
The  keen  point  pierce  the  panting  satin  skin 
Stripped  of  its  veil  —  Arjamand  stooped  and  placed 
The  dagger-blade  beneath  her  sandal,  snapped 
The  briglit  steel  short,  and,  drawing  near  to  hers 
That  Rnjpoot's  face,  kissed  tenderly  her  mouth, 
And  gravely  spake  :  "  Go  !  thou  hast  given  me 
The  richest,  best,  last  gift  which  Earth  could  give 
In  comfort  of  my  great  Lord's  constancy. 
Take  thou  this  jewel  of  my  dagger,  Friend  !  — 
Nowise  its  point! — and  a  Queen's  thanks  therewith 
For  treason  dearly  done  to  Arjamand ! " 

So  passed  the  Rajpoot,  rich  and  scatheless,  thence. 

Saheb.     Sweeter  her  memory  seems  for  that  one  deed 
Of  loftiest  clemency  than  for  her  fncc 
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I  )f  heavenly  ciiann,  op  for  her  sovoreigntios, 
Or  fRmn  or  tomb!     How  think  you,  CiulbndiuiKi 
I  i.RAiiAN.      Mv   Ijoi'd  7   1  miLrvcIf  and   admiru!  I'lil 


tliis 
Ih  like  Hti'un^  guldeu  fruit  growii  on  tall  tret 
In  otiiei'  gai-dens  than  where  Nautchnc(?s  livet' 
Thtfy  will  not  tliinli  wc  have  the  right  to  love 
Such  lovi'ly  tilings  and  tlionghts.     Tlioy  do  not  glw 
E\-en  a  heart  to  na  whose  portion  is 
Tu  sing,  and  dance,  and  be  desirable, 
For  daily  bread.     Ask  Mirza  Hussein  else! 
The  Muhsinfit,  the  women  who  are  wed, 
The  proud  and  happy  ones  with  faces  veiled, 
For  them,  born  on  the  lap  of  Rectitude, 
Is  comfort  here,  and  after  —  Paradise ; 
But  for  us  contumely  and  after  —  Hell. 
I  know  it,  for  the  Mollah  read  to  me 
Sura  the  Twenty-Fourth,  intituled  "  Light," 
And  therefore  't  is  not  meet  j'ou  ask  of  us 
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If  Arjamand  wrought  well :  only  I  feel 

One  might  do  queenly  deeds,  nurtured  a  queen. 

DiLAZAR.     Will  the  Saheb  think  none  but  a  queen 
doth  such  ? 
1  knew  a  singing-giil  with  soul  as  large 
Ah  Arjamand's,  if  I  might  tell  of  it. 

Saheb.     Calamity  of  hearts  !     If  Hussein  please, 
Recite  your  story. 

DiLAZAR.  Oh,  my  Lord  I  't  is  brief! 

We  journeyed  with  a  company  to  play 
Two  rains  ago ;  and  slie  I  tell  you  of, 
Our  chiefest  singer,  took  the  road  with  us ; 
A  Bird  of  Women  —  pleasant,  patient,  bright, 
With  eves  our  hard  lives  never  once  made  bold : 
A  common  girl  I  say  —  born  to  the  bells. 
But  gentle,  winsome,  so  that  wayfarers, 
Seeing  her  face,  would  cry:  "God  go  your  Friend!" 
"'  Khudawand  Hafiz  !     Sister,  with  the  smile ! " 
And  shy  things  of  the  jungle  and  the  grove 
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Hftil  never  dread  of  li?r  —  crows,  myiiii^,  doves  - 

Riit  perked  and  pecked,  close  to  hei'  feet,  imfeored. 

So  full  it  tliat  we  rested  on  our  path, 

Kilting  mid  drinking  by  a  forest-pool ; 

And  hard  liy  cuiiiped  some  Brahmans,  pilgrimiiu! 

To  Miittra,  women,  children,  householders, 

Uich  folk  and  proud.     Hiit  while  we  tarried  tlieir  — 

Tliose  high-caste  people  holding  far  aloof  ^^^H 

From  taint  of  us  —  one  small  brown  baba  leffc'^^^l 

Its  mother's  breast,  a  little  naked  maid 

Two  years  of  age,  maybe:  wilful  she  crept 

Across  the  sand,  and  found  our  Singing-girl, 

And  nestled  to  her  heart,  cooing  soft  sounds, 

And  winding  in  between  her  arms,  the  way 

Young  birds  have  when  they  reach  the  wings  they  love. 

You  are  too  great  to  know  or  care  for  this, 

But  women  molt  to  touch  of  baby  hands, 

And  she  was  fondling,  lulling  this  soft  friend 

Who  knew  the  sweetness  of  her  soul  as  bees 
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Know  where  the  honey  hides  in  jungle-flowers, 
When  near  at  hand,  the  angry  mother  spied, 
And  ran,  and  snatched  her  babe  away,  and  screamed : 
'*  Poison  it  not,  thou  woman  of  bazaars ! 
With  thine  accursed  lips  and  arms  for  hire  ; 
Give  me  my  babe,  and  get  thee  to  thy  trade, 
Which  hath  no  good,  nor  grace  of  children's  love ! " 
And  we  were  wroth  and  would  have  fallen  on  them ; 
But  she;  the  Mild-faced,  laughed,  and  said, "  Let  be !. 
The  Brahman  mother  hath  much  right  to  scorn  !  " 

GuLBADAN.     Sister!     I  cannot  think  the  Presences 
Will  care  to  hear. 

Saheb.  Now,  Gulbadan,  be  still ! 

If  you  are  weary,  sleep  ! 

Dilazar.  They  took  the  road  ; 

And  afterwards  we  followed,  when  the  Sun 
Made  longer  shadows.     At  a  lonely  spot 
Where  Imri  trees  grew  round  a  tank,  thick-set 
With  rocks,  and  one  white  Temi)le  by  the  tank  — 


144 


WITH   SA'IJI   IN   THE   GAKDKN ; 


Ill-named  for  savage  bcaate,  u  place  of  fear  - 

We  bear  loud  crioB.     1'lie  Brahman  father  r 

5^houting  to  those  with  us, "  Ah, Friends !  your  sfn-ais ' 

Your  tulwars !    Shiva,  Shtva  I  help  us,  help ! " 

Then,  when  his  breath  was  fetched,  the  good  man  told— 

Sorely  lamenting  —  how  liia  wift;  had  laid 

Her  sleeping  baby  iu  that  Tcmiilc-yard 

Wliile  at  the  tank  they  bathed ;  and  how,  haIf-« 

Hey  marked  a  great  gaunt  Tigrera  from  the  vood 

Stalk  fortli,  and  sniff  the  Temple-steps,  and  pass 

Into  the  Temple-court ;  and  there  she  couched 

Watching  the  infant  yet  asleep,  if  yet 

It  slept  in  that  most  dreadful  company, 

Since  none  could  see  or  know  ;  nay,  all  were  fled 

For  life's  sake ;  only,  in  a  peepul  tree. 

Hard  by  the  shrine,  a  camel-man  had  climbed 

And  he  was  calling  "  Haste !  if  ye  would  aid  ! 

The  beast  is  not  yet  hungered,  and  she  plays, 

Licking  her  jowls,  curling  her  tail :  she  lies 
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Eying  the  babe,  which  doth  not  move  !  oh,  haste  ! " 

Saheb.     Note,  Gulbadan  !  how  well  this  tale  is  told  : 
Why  should  you  draw  your  sari  o'er  your  face  ? 
Are  you  not  trembling  for  the  pretty  maid  ? 
Would  God  I  had  been  there,  rifle  in  hand ! 

DiLAZAR.     That  had  been  death,  Protector  of  the 
Poor! 
To  the  sleeping  child.     At  any  show  of  arms 
The  beast  had  leaped  upon  the  prey  it  watched 
Across  that  Temple-court.     There  was  one  hope  — 
To  come  between  the  Tigress  and  the  child 
Before  its  mood  changed,  while  it  surmised  still 
Some  trap,  some  mischief  in  its  sleeping  food  — 
This  we  knew,  and  the  Singing-girl,  and  all ; 
But  how  to  come  ? 

Gulbadan.  Why  will  you  still  go  on, 

Dear  DilazSr  ? 

Mirza.  The  peril  frightens  her; 

It  troubles  me ! 

10 
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Saheb.  Nay  !  but  llic  way  (u  save 

That  lielplcss  child  ?     1  cann«t  find  a  way  ! 

PiLAZAB.    ThiB  common  woman  conld!  I  heard  hcrfiaf , 
'■  Tlie  baby  is  my  baby  of  tlic  morn 
Who  wound  its  arms  about  my  neck,  and  kUscd 
My  mouth  with  iiiiioccnt  lips  !     Sco !  I  will  go 
And  take  my  friend  forth  from  tJie  Tiger's  mouth, 
If  God  shall  please  !     And  if  IJi-  shall  not  jjtcase 
Why,  't  is  a  Singing-girl  the  brute  will  eat, 
And  not  that  tender  one,  born  to  live  pure  ! " 
So,  ere  a  hand  could  stay  her,  she  had  drawn 
The  sari  tight  between  her  knees,  and  walked, 
With  those  kind  eyes  fixed  hard  upon  the  beast, 
Straight  to  the  spot  —  had  stooped  —  had  gatlicred 

close 
The  silent  child  against  that  heart  which  beat 
Fearless  of  fear —  had  reached  the  steps  again, 
Steadfastly  eying  always  those  fierce  eyes 
That  glared  and  sparkled,  blazing  rage  and  dread ; 
Ifer  face  always  full-turned  to  that  fell  face 
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Cushioned  upon  spread  paws,  yet  stirring  not ; 
For,  Sirs !  as  God  is  God,  the  love  of  it, 
Tlie  greatness  of  it,  and  the  suddenness  — 
Wliich,  as  1  do  perceive,  hold  now  your  minds  — 
Lay  on  that  snarling,  bristling  beast  of  blood, 
A  spell  and  wonder  which  it  could  not  burst 
For  all  the  savage  pantings  of  its  strength : 
And  she  had  gained  the  porch,  the  outer  steps, 
Ere,  with  a  roar  as  when  the  thunder  cracks 
A  black-bound  cloud,  mad  to  be  free  and  safe 
From  the  sweet  terror  of  tliose  mastering  eyes. 
The  Tigress  bounded  through  the  air  —  a  flash 
Of  living  lightning  —  passed  the  porch,  one  claw 
Striking  the  girl,  tearing  her  choli  down. 
But  oh  !  a  skin-wound  onlv  !  for  the  beast 
Sought  quick  escape  ;  and  safe  she  came  to  us 
Clasping  the  babe,  red  with  her  gentle  blood ; 
And  so  the  mother  took  her  infant  back 
A  gift  from  the  Bazaar-girl  I 


WITH   SA'DI  IN   TOE   GARDEN; 


■  <4< 

^1  Saiieb.  Oulbndaa  — 

^H  As  wc  may  judge  from  lior  averted  hciiil  — 

H  Hardly  hcticves  you  ! 

^H  DiLAZAB.  Well!  ehc  doubts  licraetf 

^H  If  alio  doubts  that  buld  deed.     Lotik,  Sirs!  I  turn 

^H  The  chuli  from  bor  shoulder !  there 's  the  seal 


[^Botk  the  men  r 


md  make  salutation  to  Gulbadan-I 


MiRZA.     Afrin  !  O  Girl  1  an  old  man  honors  thee ! 
While  I  have  thought  to  play  the  teacher  here, 
Beciting  Ishk,  and  all  our  Sflfic  lore, 
And  how  men  pass  from  low  to  high,  and  learn 
Prom  Love  to  conquer  love  of  self,  and  come 
Nearer  to  Him>  the  Friend,  who  is  Love's  self, 
Here  is  a  Singing-girl  turns  my  last  page 
And  teacheth  Sa'di  1     Gulbadan !  Salaam  ! 

Sahed.     Dear  Gulbadan  !  brave,  loving  Gulbadan! 
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Salaam !  if  Agra  only  owns  the  thing, 

Or  has  a  sonar  working  worthily, 

You  shall  have  such  an  armlet  for  that  arm  — 

Which  bears  its  red  wound  like  a  Rose  of  God  — 

Of  tiger-claws  set  in  fine  gold,  to  make 

The  whole  gay  taifah  envious  of  you ! 

Is  't  true  ?  did  those  eyes  stare  a  Tigress  down  ? 

Did  that  brown  satin  wrist  and  little  hand 

Forbid  the  man-cater  her  bloody  meal  ? 

GuLBADAN.     I  did  it,  Saheb  !  for  the  baby's  sake 
Who  loved  me  so,  unasked.     It  was  not  hard  ! 
I  was  afraid  —  the  beast  was  more  afraid ! 
It  would  have  leaped,  but  had  not  time  to  think. 

Saheb.     I  think,  if  Arjamand  and  Shah  Jahan 
Walked  in  their  Garden  —  as  we  said  —  to-night. 
The  Queen  would  give  another  such  a  gem 
As  that  great  ruby  of  the  hilt,  to  you  I 
And  if  the  Sultan  heard  this  Ishk  with  us, 
I  think  that    he   would    say,  "  Where    in    my 
Hind 


^ 
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Is  ho  had  ilomi:  fur  luniiliond  and  for  iiii>  — 
Though  he  kiiuw  Sti'di  iw  wise  IluKsein  knows — 
What  for  a  bahy'a  kiss  your  Singing-gir! 
Did  and  forgot,  till  DilaZilr's  light  tongue 
Fetched  the  sweet  truth  forth,  a»  thi:  htincy-bird 
Peeks  nectar  from  the  tight-tihut  trmupct  flower?" 
Right-learntd  Friend  !  is  not  tliia  also  Love 
As  true  as  Slajniin's? 

UmzA.  Yea,  Sir !  Love  to  praise ! 

To  ponder,  worship,  wonder  at,  and  thank  — 
By  the  perspicuous  Book  !  —  for  nobleness 
Which  yields  us  Iiigh  example,  and  makes  plain 
Life  is  a  little  gift  when  Love  bids  "  give  ! " 

DiLAziit.     Oh,  Sister !  hanging  down  your  head  fur 
shame 
Like  yonder  rose  heavy  with  early  dew. 
To  hear  tlicse  Presences  !    Now  is  your  face 
Made  wliite,  shy  Rose !  but  I  —  if  I  have  leave  — 
Will  be  your  Biilbul,  since  there  comes  to  mind 
A  little  song  Lord  Sa'di  made  for  this. 
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[DiLAZAR  sings,'] 

A  Drop  of  Rain  was  falling  from  forth  a  summer  cloud, 
It  saw  the  ocean  under  it  roll  billows  large  and  loud  ; 
And,   all-ashamed    and   sore-dismayed,   it   whispered 

"  Woe  is  me  ! 
By  Allah!  I  am  naught!  what  counts  one  Rain-drop 

to  the  Sea  ?  " 

But  while  it  mocked  and  mourned  itself — for  little- 
ness forlorn  — 

Into  a  sea-shell's  opened  lips  the  Drop  of  Rain.was 
borne, 

Where  many  a  day  and  night  it  lay,  until  at  last  it  grew 

A  lovely  Pearl  of  lucent  ray,  faultless  in  form  and  hue  ; 

And  God  our  Lord,  who  knoweth  best  how  sca-fish 
make  His  gem. 

Caused  those  that  dive  to  bring  it  up ; — so  in  the  diadem 

Of  Persia's  King  they  set  that  Pearl,  and  so  the  Rain- 
drop came 

To  be  a  Sultan's  pride  and  wealth,  a  Jewel  of  great 
name ! 


WITU  SADI   IN  THE  GAnDEN; 


1 


In   that  it  fell,  for  loftiiiCBs  thiit  Raiii-tlrop  was  di'- 

sigucd ; 
It  rose  to  iimjesty  and  worth,  becanse  of  modest  miud  1 
0  Sa'di !  here  thou  siugeBt  sooth !     Who  waitu  ar 

Door  of  Fata 
With  lowly  heart  and  humble  voice  finds  uucspcctcii 

etate. 

HiniSA.    True,  Friends !  it  is  not  station,  birth,  nm 
wealth, 
Nor  power,  nor  learning  lends  us  grace  to  grow 
A  Pearl  upon  the  Neck-string  of  the  Friend ! 
And  this  next  lesson  will  the  Ishk  impart: 


[The  MiHZA  readg.'] 

They  mocked  the  Sovereign  of  Q-haznin :  one  teath, 
"  Aya2  hath  no  great  beauty,  by  my  faith  ! 

A  Rose  that '«  neither  ro»y-red  nor  fragrant^ 
The  BulhuVa  love  for  such  astoniaketh  /" 
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This  went  to  Mahmud^a  ears  ;  ill-pleased  he  sate^ 
Bowed  on  himself ^  reflecting :  then  to  that 

Replied :  "  My  love  is  for  his  kindly  nature^ 
Not  for  his  stature^  nor  his  face  j  nor  state  !  " 


And  I  did  hear  howj  in  a  rocky  dellj 
Bursting  a  chest  of  gems  a  camel  fell: 

King  Mahmud  waved  his  sleeve^  permitting  plunder  ^ 
But  spurred  his  own  steed  onward^  as  they  tell. 


His  horsemen  parted  from  their  Lord  amain  j 
Eager  for  pearls,  and  corals^  and  such  gain  : 

Of  all  those  neck-exalting  courtiers 
None  except  Ayaz  near  him  did  remain. 


The  King  looked  back  —  ''Sow  many  hast  thou  won. 
Curled  comfort  of  my  heart  f^^     He  answered  "  None! 

I  galloped  up  the  pass  in  rear  of  thee  ; 
I  quit  thee  for  no  pearls  beneath  the  sun  /" 


1=4  WITH  SA'DI  IN  TUE  GARDEN: 

Oh,  if  to  God  thou  hagt  propinquity^ 
For  no  teealth  heedlent  of  Hit  atnice  be  I 

^  Lovera  trrtt  «if  God  ghail  tukfrom  ^ 
Aught  except  Ood,  that 's  infdditg  ! 

If  thine  €ye»  fix  on  any  gift  0/  Friend 
Thy  gain,  not  hie,  i$  thy  df  tire's  end ,' 

7/lh;/  hn'iith  !/<ipe  in  itrari'V,  Heart 
Unto  Hearst  ear  by  that  road  thall  not  wtnd  f 

Saheb.     I  see  it  is  not  willed  that  Love  should  gain, 
Nor  pay  itself  with  pleasure,  nor  sit  soft 
On  this  world's  carpets,  drinking  wine  of  ease. 
But,  all  in  drawing  closer  to  the  "  Friend" 
(Your  Siific  word)  —  the  Cap-bearer  —  forego 
Those  passing  pearls  and  corals  of  Life's  chance, 
The  plunder  of  the  camel's  broken  chest. 
For  glory  of  far  greater  joys,  for  bliss 
Of  sacrifice,  for  ecstasy  of  death 
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Which  buys  for  the  Belovfed  life,  for  meed 
To  hear  the  Sultan  of  all  Sultans  say, 
'  Curled  Darling  of  my  heart !  "  as  He  shall  say 
To  those  who  rode  near  to  His  Flag  of  Love 
All  through  Earth's  gloomy  pass,  unwavering, 
Disdaining  profit.     Learned  Mirza  I  so 
Your  Ishk  comes,  by  its  Persian  road  of  palms 
And  nightingales,  and  roses,  and  soft  verse, 
To  that  same  Syrian  Hill  whose  slopes  austere 
Heard  our  Lord  Isa  speak  :  ^^  I  %ay  to  you 
Love  ye  your  enemies  !    Be  in  your  love 
Perfect^  a%  is  your  Father  Who  is  Love  ! 
Take  no  thought  for  your  life :  the  Kingdom  first ! 
God* 8  Kingdom  first !  God^s  righteousness  !  and  then 
Other  things  shall  be  added  !  "     And,  it  comes  — 
Your  Sufic  Ishk,  with  "  Cup  "  and  "  Cup-bearer," 
Down  all  these  garden-paths  —  to  that  green  tree 
Whereunder  sate  my  Buddha,  when  he  taught 
Ahinsa^  and  the  Law  of  Love  and  Peace, 
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The  "Noble  Trutlia"  and  Iiigli  Kii-viua'^  word 
Onlv.  1  find  not  that  your  Tropliet  prij»d 
ThiB  doctrine  of  tlic  iili-«inbraciiig  Love, 
Gentle  to  cneniieB,  submisBivo,  ewcct, 
Foregoing,  and  forgiving:  seeking  bliss 
In  gift,  and  gain  by  loss,  contemning  self, 
Hwdlesa  of  safety  ia  Hie  lust  to  ehve, 
Likp  ynr  gofid  fJiilljadan.  who  from  that  bcast'f 
Redeemed  imperiouBly  the  babe  she  loved. 
Terrible  in  her  tenderness  of  heart, 
Stronger  tlian  deatb  — all  by  Love's  sorcery. 
The  Jadoo  of  your  Islik  1 
MiRZA.  Allah  assoil 

The  boldness  of  thy  tongue,  dear  Friend !  there  laeka 
Nothing  hereof  to  the  Perspicuous  Book : 
But  wheu  our  Lord  (on  whom  be  peace  !)  received 
Jibr&il'B  message,  't  was  to  his  own  race  — 
The  lean,  fierce,  desert-Beafioned  Bedaween  — 
This  came  ;  and  it  vaa  very  meet  God's  vord 
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Should  fall  in  thunder  on  their  ears,  not  songs  ; 

Should  scourge  to  rightfulness  with  Hell's  khamseeii, 

Not  lure  them  thither  .with  sweet  airs  of  Heaven. 

And,  for  the  rest,  our  holy  Koran  saith : 

"  Allah  hath  given  to  every  land  its  Book, 

Its  Prophet  to  each  people." 
Saheb.  Ah  !  your  Hell  — 

AUZakkurrCa  ghastly  fruit !  the  "  Shoes  of  flame  "  ! 

Al  Hotama^  where  sinful  Christians  roast ! 

How  fits  th'  Eternal  Love,  the  ''Friend,"  with  those? 
MiRZA.     Toba  !  Saheb,  toba  !  Ibn-us-Sammak  spake 

The  master-word  hereon  :  "  Fear  God,  O  Man  ! 

As  though  not  once  thou  hadst  obeyed  His  word  ; 

And  trust  the  Love  of  God,  0  Man !  as  though 

Thou  never  once  hadst  disobeyed  His  laws !  " 
Saheb.     But  why  make  bloody  tigers  and  sly  snakes  ? 

The  evil  things  and  ugly  of  this  Earth  ? 

What  place  have  such,  if  all  is  God  and  Love  ? 
MiRZA.     Tigers  are  not  so  murderous  as  men 
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Arrayi.!d  in  battle,  or  by  hate  inSaiued  ; 
:  snakes  ns  sly  and  deadly.     For  ill-look* 

^cll  lo  liis  kind  shows  fuir.     We  have  heard  hire 
«r  Mollaha  of  the  West  hold  Adam's  sons 
>f  the  Sea-slug,  and,  by  apish  sires, 
Down  through  slow  shapings  of  the  bone  sml  brain. 
Devclo[»cd  troiu  the  savage  to  the  sage  ; 
Su  tiii^lit  yon,  surely,  with  more  patience  wait,^^^l 
Fixed  working-out  of  steadfast  primal  plans 
In  beast  and  serpent,  poison-bag  and  fang '. 
For  us  it  is  enough  that  Allah's  will 
Found  them  their  place  and  purpose  in  His  World ; 
And  't  is  of  this  the  Ishk  now  witnesseth : 

IThe  MlBZA  readt.] 
PhiloBophy  goes  many  a  winding  road, 
Now  here  she  turns  —  now  there  —  on  taaga  re-trod  ; 

For  Lovers  of  the  Friend  straight  leads  the  pathway, 
They  see  and  know  and  seek  nothing  save  God.' 
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This  18  a  plain  thing  unto  all  with  eyes^ 
But  Doctors  of  Dispute  hold  otherwise  : 

"  The  Sky  and  Uarthy'  they  askj "  the  sons  of  Adam  ^ 
Birds  J  BeastSy  and  Snakes,  how  ivilt  thou  such  comprise  ?" 


Yea  !  Ahl-i-Kiyds  !  learned  masters,  yea  ! 
^Tis  an  approved  knot  this  tvhich  ye  say : 

If  answer  he  permitted,  Sa'di  anstvers, 
'*  He  is  in  all  things,  and  hy  Him  are  they  ; 


*'  The  plains,  the  seas,  the  mountain,  and  the  mist. 
Men,  Paris,  Angels,  Jinns  —  all  that  subsist. 
All,  whatsoever  is,  lives  comprehended  ; 
Only  by  His  existing  these  exist. 


"  Huge  rolls  the  sea  —  tee  know  —  in  foam  and  spray 
Under  our  feet,  with  dreadful  waves  at  play  ; 
Bright  climbs  to  topmost  of  the  firmament 
The  broad  and  blinding  Sun,  Sultan  of  Day. 


I 
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■■  i't:l,  if  !fv  ilecm  them  something  outgide  Him, 
TlifH  are  ye  '  Peoplet  of  the  Picture  ! '     Dim 

Your  lampi  gleam .'  vever  trill  i/e  find  a  pattaur 
To  that  far  other  Land  wker.-  Seraphim 

"  Ami  Lov,h  nf  Truth  xll  myivg  :  ■  Yon  guhl  Hutu 
It  in  not  of  II!»  umallfxt  trKnuvre"  our! 

Von  Ocean,  neven  timeg  folded,  if  lie  willtd  it, 
Exhaiet,  like  dew-drop  m  the  noon  undone  ! ' 

"  Oh,  v^hen  the  Sultan  of  all  State  appearSy 
And  Rogal  Banner  of  the  real  Life  rears. 

This  world  into  the  neck  of  Non-existenee 
Draws  head,  as  when  a  tortoise  footsteps  feare  .'^* 

MiRZA.    And  this  our  Lord  will  still  exemplify. 


l_The  MlRZ.4  reads."} 

The  Rats  of  a  village,  with  his  son, 
J'^ni'ountered  on  a  certain  road  alone. 
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The  main-guard  of  a  mojiarclCs  army  marching^ 
A  myriad  pacing  with  the  step  of  one. 

Marvelling  the  hoy  beheld  the  pioneers, 
With  stvords  and  battle-axes  ;  halberdiers^ 

Heralds  and  scoiiters  ;  glistering  shirts  of  satin. 
Waist-cloths  of  gold,  horse-trappings,  shields  and  spears; 

Hanks  of  fierce  fighting-men,  bearing  the  bow  ; 
And  after  them  those  that  with  quivers  go 

Furnishing  shafts  ;  a  blaze  of  bright  silk  yonder. 
And  here  a  King's  cap  in  the  glorious  show : 

Which  pomp  and  splendor  watching  —  wheii  he  turned 
To  speak  the  joy  wherewith  his  young  blood  burned, 

Lo  !  the  exceeding  meanness  of  his  Father  I 
At  that  loud  storm  of  war  sorely  concerned 

The  old  marCs  mien  was  changed,  his  color  fled, 

His  heart  made  water  ;  and,  with  fear  half-dead. 

It 


Into  a  cave  he  /lied.      The  A'on  hi'iiiirfil, 
Arl  Ihtm  „<>t  A'«i«,  <i8  thi-fdk*  havi-  midf 


"  Chief  of  our  THhe,  and  by  auch  chi^taincy 
Named  with  the  great  onea  ?      What  hath  comt  to  thtt, 
To  tmap  the  staff  ^  manhood,  and  tcith  t 


The  Sire  replied :  "  T^ea  !  trvly  lam  chi^, 

And  of  the  great  —  at  home  ;  but  thi»  heli^ 

Goeth  not  past  our  village  !  "  — 

Even  liketn$e 
The  mightiest  are  overwhelmed  with  awe  and  grif^ 


Who  come  upon  the  march  of  Qod  the  Kijig. 
Oh,  thou  of  mortal  sort!  why  should  it  bring 

Pride  to  thy  soul  to  rvle  in  this  world's  village  f 
Thy  state  and  greatness  is  a  little  thing  t 
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Saheb.     Truly  a  little  thing !     See  where  we  sit 
In  this  fair  Garden  with  its  milk-white  Tomb 
Gleaming  behind  the  palms,  and  those  great  Dead 
Whose  joy  it  was,  who  ruled  the  spacious  land. 
Lie  out  of  sight  under  two  narrow  slabs, 
Forgot,  unseen  —  the  Sultan  and  his  Love  — 
Arjamand  Banu  Begam,  Shah  Jahan, 
Two  basketsful  of  dust  and  crumbled  bones ! 

MiRZA.     Yes,  that  hath  solemness,  if  we  did  look 
Not  farther  than  to  trivial  circumstance 
Of  death,  and  dust,  and  darkness  of  the  grave  ; 
And  common  is  the  homily  thereon ; 
Even  Sa'di  hath  this  skull-verse  I  recall : 


[The  MiRZA  recites.] 

Say  not  Sultans  are  mighty !   thifik  not  largely  of 

thrones ! 
The  realm  of  the  beggar  is  safer  than  the  kingdoms  of 

diademed  ones : 


I 


The  lighter  the  wallet  is  loaded  the  fartlier  the  tiuvcllcr 

gucB; 
And  the  crowu  ]»  a  heavier  headgear  than  felt,  as  a 

Darweeah  knows. 

The  woe  of  a  Darwecsli  is  measured  by  his  want  nf  an 

oaten  ciust ; 
On  the  heart  of  a  King  sit  always  his  EmpircV  toil  am) 

trust. 

WheD  the  Danreesh  has  manched  at  sunset  his  hunk 

of  yesterday's  bread, 
He  sleeps  in  his  rags  more  sweetly  than  the  Kins  on  a 

golden  bed. 

Be  grieved  for  whoso  ruleth,and  pity  his  sorrowful  fate! 
The  beggar  is  verily  monarch,  though  he  hides  with 
a  clout  his  state. 


1  heard  it  told  of  a  Darweesh,  long  ago,  in  a  distant 

land, 
IIow  a  skull  spake  these  words  to  him,  as  he  held  tlie 

thing  in  his  hand: 
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"  The  pomp  of  the  giving  of  orders,  and  the  power  to 

save  and  to  slav, 
Were  mine ;  and  a  turban  of  greatness  on  the  brow 

which  is  bone  to-day. 

"  God's  will  and  the  glory  of  battle  brought  harvest  to 

edge  of  my  sword  ; 
I  was  King  of  the  two  great  Rivers,  I  was  Babylonia's 

Lord : 

"  I  liad  in  my  heart  the  purpose  to  seize  Karamania's 

plain  I  — 
When  lo !  —  in  the  wink  of  an  eyelid  —  the  worms 

were  eating  my  brain  !  "  — 

From  the  Ear  of  Wisdom,  Darweesh !  the  Cotton  of 

Carelessness  pluck, 
That  counsel  of  dead  men,  Darweesh !  may  bring  thee, 

by  lowliness,  luck. 

Saheb.     Your  own  glad  Poet,  then,  touched  strings  so 
sad? 


WITU   SA'Dl    IN   THE   GAItUEN; 

Sir !  iic  wrote  thus.     But  whoso  deems  life 
ends 
With  what  a  skull  aaith,  and  the  «oimy  tulk 
(Vf  mnrtal  mimitea  fmiahed,  wott*.'tli  not 
Of  inner  times  imfolding,  and  large  days 
Beyond  uur  dawns,  and  Iteaiily  beautified 
Past  Ai'jamand,  jwst  Laila  and  Majoiin. 
They  whn  take  hopelessness  for  truth,  and  sit 
On  carpet  of  Ttesignment,  looking  not 
Except  for  Death  to  undo  Life's  slow-wove  web. 
Ravelling  the  pattern  —  toilaome,  (inislied,  rich  — 
Just  when  God's  shuttle  shot  the  last  thread  houit', 
Arc  like  those  apes  w  hich  caught  a  fire-fly 
And  laid  it  'neath  green  sticks,  and  blew,  and  bleu-. 
Hoping  to  kindle  light.     See  there  !  't  is  fnll  — 
Yon  cypress-top,  the  Tree  of  gloom  —  with  sparks 
Boni  of  the  Bwamp  and  the  wan  water  '.     Look  I 
Should  one  take  those  palo  fiutterittg  specks  for  stai's  'i 
And  hear  how  Sa'di  mocketli  them  !  he  saith ; 
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[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

In  mead  or  grove^  hy  nitjht^  oft  hast  thou  seen 
The  fire-fly  wave  his  lamp  of  glittering  green  : 

Once  some  one  saidj^^  Oh^  Fly!  lamping  the  darkness, 
What  makes  it  that  thy  kind  hath  never  been 


"  Spied  in  the  day-time  ?  "     Mark  what  answer  wise 
That  little  marsh-born  thing,  with  fiery  eyes, 
Gave  from  its  mouth  of  luminosity  !  — 
"  Wherever  waters  spread,  and  dank  leaves  rise, 

"  We  range,  day-time  and  night-time  ;  but  the  Sun 
Puts  out  our  gleam  :  till  his  great  race  is  run 
Our  feeble  beams  are  noivhere  manifest ; 
The  darkness  kindles  them,  when  nigJU  ^s  begun  !  " 


Saheb.    Yet,  Mirza !  men  will  press  that  Death  is  Death, 
Painful  and  hateful,  ending  tender  Love  ; 


J - 1 

kt  Beauty,  like  the  rose,  drops  her  sweet  lesTr^. 
-    Aud  eyes  of  yoath.wlilcb  saw  Heaven's  smili;  ihiTX'in. 
-X     Orov  dim  anil  hopelesa ;  and  ten  tbooaaiid  i\]* 
Pitlsy  the  heart's  wings  mounting  hopcfullest ; 
'  at  tlie  last  —  whether  we  pile  on  it 

^L  A  mountain  of  snow-marble,  like  this  Taj,  M\ 

^^^^J    (tr  *^lay  on  clay  —  here  lies  the  Bum  of  all  ^| 

^^^^^     Arjamand, dead  in  child-bed.  dust  and  hones'      ^^| 
Her  Sultan,  crownlesB,  flesfaleas,  good  to  make 
Pipkins  for  potters  !     Ah,  the  bitterness ! 
Mjrza.     What  "bitteraess"?     What  "sum"?     Did 
men  complain, 
Waiting  so  long  and  still  in  the  safe  womb, 
Before  the  Maker's  acbeme  gave  them  glad  birth 
Aud  resurrection  into  present  life. 
With  roses,  and  delights,  and  lips  and  songs. 
So  dear  to  have  you  cannot  brook  to  lose  ? 
Oh,  Allah !  pardon  men,  who  are  as  babes 
That  will  not  opou  hnuds  to  clasp  Thy  hand 
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Lest  they  unclasp  tlie  play-thiugs  given  them 

To  make  the  sunh'ght  sweet  'twixt  sleep  and  sleep ! 

Listen  once  more  to  Sa'di,  teaching  peace : 


[Hie  MiRZA  reads.] 

A  tumult  in  a  Syrian  town  had  place  ; 

They  seized  an  old  man  there  of  wit  and  grace  ; 

Still  in  my  ear  lingers  his  noble  saying^ 
When^  fettered  fast  ^  they  smote  him  on  the  face  : 

Quotha :  '^  If  of  all  Sultans  the  Sultan 
Grives  not  the  word  for  plunder^  who  else  can  f 

Whoj  save  upon  His  bidding^  would  be  bold 
To  do  such  deeds  ?     Therefore  I  hold  the  man^ 

'*  That  wrongs  me^  not  mine  enemy  but  friend  ; 
God  hath  appointed  him  unto  this  end  ! 

If  there  fall  scorn  or  honor  ^  gifts  or  shackles^ 
^Tis  God  —  not  Zayd  or  Omar  —  who  doth  send  J' 
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1 


I 


j/kh  !  no  gri^fM  tfut  wise  heart  mil  annoy : 
vat  PhytAeUm  tharp  dntyn  doth  employ  ! 
A  $ick  mtm ''»  not  more  »ki^f«i  than  hu  S^nm  : 
Take  irhat  tfir  Friend  i/ivea  as  a  bUsa  and  Jo)/, 

Saheb.     (Jood !  if  we  knew,  as  this  calm  ancitiit  knew, 
Alt  tliiiigut  from  Uim! 

MiKZA.  Dow  wcic  it  otherwise? 

Or,  have  you  thoaght  the  Btars  and  worlds  are  left, 
The  augels,  aud  tlie  jions,  and  men  ~  those  least 
Last  creatures  of  the  Universe,  yet  lodged 
In  palace  of  this  wondrous  Earth,  roofed  o'er 
With  sapphire,  and  with  emerald  pavemeut«d  — 
To  Shaitan,  to  Az£Lzil  ?     If  the  worm 
Will  wrap  itself  in  self-made  shroud  of  silk, 
Glad  to  quit  being,  sure  of  life  to  come, 
Trusting  the  secret  promise  of  the  hours 
To  bring  it  wings  of  cream  and  gold,  and  feasts 
Of  blossoms  brimmed  with  hone;  ;  if  she-bears 
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Have  love  enough  for  their  shagged  cubs  to  dash 
CareU^ss  ii|)on  the  spear-blade  —  shall  not  we 
Have  sense  and  grace  to  wait  for  Him  to  give 
Who  giveth  all,  to  trust  the  Cup-bearer 
V/hatever  wine  He  pour? 

DiLAZAR.  Most  learned  one  ! 

Is  it  tnusrht  true  that,  when  Believers  di(», 
The  spirits  of  them  dwell  in  green  birds'  crops 
Under  the  Throne,  until  the  Trumpet  blows  ? 

MiRZA.     The  birds  are  milk-white,  Daughter!      Yet 
who  knows 
Of  Al'Berzakhy  and  of  the  bone  Al  Ajh 
Wherefrom  all  spring  anew  ?     Have  thou  in  mind 
How  when  our  Lord  the  Prophet  (on  his  tomb 
Shine  Allah's  light !)  questioned  Jibrail's  self 
Of  this,  and  of  the  "  Blast  of  Summoning/' 
The  holy  Angel  answered,  "  Times  and  signs 
We  wot  not !     Allah  wotteth  ! "     And,  hear  now 
What  Sa'di  saith  of  God's  suffieiencv  : 


i 


.4  I'rhi(-e  prahed  Sniil,  Za>ii/i'»  S'tni  :  quoth  he, 
•^  Mii'li  mrrty  on  fii»  tomhstone  mat/  there  he 
Dirhamn  I  ijnve  htm,  miti  a  drenn  of  honor^ 

And  kept  for  huii  a  feat  of  dhiviti/. 


I 

d 


"  But  on  my  rohf.  of  honor  n-hen  he  read 
'  Allnh  wa  bas '  writ  large  in  golden  thread. 

With  svdilen  heat  he  plucked  that  garme^nt  from  him. 
And  such  flame  caitght  his  spirit  that  he  fled 


'■'■Into  the  waste.     One  of  the  Desert-hreed 
Asked, '  Said,  Son  of  ZangH  what  didst  read 

Worked  on  the  kkillat,  that,  in  act  to  worship 
Thou  skovldat,  leitk  rude  heel,  on  the  good  gift  tread? 


"  Be  laughed  and  answered :  '  7  was  over-draught 

With  pride  nt  firitt  ;  hut  when  I  »aic  that  wroftght. 
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"-  God  is  Enough  !  "  upo7i  the  gilded  silk^ 
T  did  remember  all  the  rest  was  naught,'^ " 


Saheb.     Noble  thy  scroll  is,  Mirza!  strange  to  miiBC 
This  Sa'di  fought  our  soldiers  of  the  Cross 
In  old  days  for  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
At  Askalon,  and  Lebanon  !     How  mad 
Are  nations'  quarrels  !  rigliteous  work,  forsooth, 
For  Heaven  and  Christ  that  Red-Cross  Knight  had 

wrought, 
WIio  sliould  have  cloven  brain  with  such  rhymes  rich. 
Or  driven  blundering  consecrated  lance 
Througli  such  a  Paynim's  heart. 

Mirza.  Doubt  thou  not.  Sir  I 

He  battled,  as  he  teacheth,  valiantly  : 
T  is  told  he  thrice  set  free  a  Nazarene  — 
Unhorsed,  and  helpless  at  his  dagger's  point  — 
Ere  he  was  made  a  slave  at  Tripoli. 

[OuLBADAN  starts  and  cries  aloud :] 


~  GCLBiDUI. 

Sabeb. 

I 
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¥a  Alt!  lielp  me.  Ir1|'  I 


BZA.  '•"'■l  ■ 

fa  bad  na  dthad  !  '     What  aileth  ? 

|«AJ)AK.  ^^  ■ 

'*  t  thought  a  scorpion  crept  beneath  my  cloth  1 

Some    winged   thing 'twas   flew  in   my  neck;   *ttft, 

Pardon  me^  Sin  \ 

Saheb.  Our  sweetrvoiced  Gulbadan, 

Who  did  not  dread  the  tiger's  blazing  eyes. 
Screams  at  a  motb  !     When  shall  we  ever  leani 
This  book  of  man  ? 

MiBZA.  It  came  (or  love  of  flame 

Into  the  burning  lamp :  nay,  Dilaz&r ! 
Kill  it  not !  't  is  a  creature,  too,  of  God, 
And  flutters  towards  the  light,  like  ua :  I  mind 
A  little  ghazal  which  doth  bid  thee  spare : 

'  Qui  semi  Ih^e  no  er'iL 
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[The  MiRZA  recites,] 

Who  is  so  small  but,  when  he  suffers,  sighs  ? 
Who  is  so  great  but  mercy  dignifies  ? 

Sliibli,  from  grain  bazaar,  upon  his  back 
With  toilsome  steps  took  home  a  loaded  sack  ; 

Arrived  —  a  red  Ant  in  the  wheat  he  spied, 
Her  troubled  feet  running  from  side  to  side. 

"  I  to  my  house,  and  thou  to  thine  I "  quoth  lie ; 
"  Testify  at  the  Judgment  this  of  me !  '* 

For  pity  of  her  woe  all  that  long  way, 
He  bore  her  to  her  people  of  the  clay  : 

And  Firdausi  this  gentle  verse  did  make, 

"  Peace  be  to  his  pure  Tomb  for  that  Ant's  sake  ! " 

DilazIr.     Sir  !  I  have  sent  it  free,  the  spotted  moth  I 
Tf  T  sate  many  nights  in  your  Boston 


iriTH  SA'ia   IS   THE   GARDEN, 

iuak  1  «Iioul(]  grow  good  anil  wise  ;  but  look! 
Wolfs   Tail  sweeps   the   sky.   soon   "t  will  I 
t     dawn ! 

Yps,  we  must  finisb  I      And    tlie  flutterin 


[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

Hear  what  the  little  toft-tnnged  Moth  replied, 
Flutterinff  around  the  lamp-flame,  ere  he  died. 

To  one  who  mid:  "  Creature  contemptible  ! 
Some  Ml'trexf  choose  to  thine  own  kind  allied. 


"  Some  road  of  Love,  which  holdn  forth  hope,  puniie, 
Thott  and  thy  Wick-»  embraces!     What'g  to  do 

Betwixt !/e ?    Whence andwhither  such  mad pamon .' 
BiirneHt  thou  '     Aij '.    and  candle  burneth,  too  1 


OR,  THE  BOOK  OF  LOVE. 


177 


-'  Thou  art  not  a  Samundar  to  pass  free 
Mid  scorchincf  coals  ;  let  the  hot  lantern  be  I 

Since  Sefise  comes  first,  and  after  Sacrifice  ; 
And  blind  bats  leave  the  Sun  to  such  as  see. 


"  Vainly  against  a  stronger  force  we  strive  ; 
And  foolish  'tis  in  gentilesse  to  live 

With  those  declared  our  enemies  !    Who  taught  thee 
^Twas  right  thy  being  for  her  beams  to  give  f 


"  Hast  thou  not  heard  hou\  once,  a  Beggar  wooed 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  and  boldly  sued 

To  wed  her  ;  and  the  pushing s  on  his  neck 
How  hard  they  were  ;  the  blows  how  sore  and  rude  f 


"  A  lover  like  to  thee  why  should  she  bring 

Into  heart's  count,  when  Agha,  Mirza,  King 

Turn  their  great  faces  totvards  her  for  their  light? 

In  such  high  company  think  no  vain  thing 

12 
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**That  the  can  thow  thee  temierneM !     Good  larkS 
2'gndfr  ihe  might  he  tn  the  ff«itrrai  paA!k, 

Hut  thou  art  of  the.  hdplent  on^t .'  thy  goftnevt 
With  acorn  contuminij  »he  mil  pay  thee  back." 

Lint'-n  what  anmrr  mn'h-  th,-  ,tr>1,-nt  Moth  :  — 

That  Jlamea  become  Ro»e-gafdent  to  us  both  / 

"  Mff  hand  draw»  not  my  Lady's  ikirta,  I  know  ! 
But  she  draws  me!    And  yet,  it  is  not  so : 

Strony  love/or  herthisiswhichclaimaanddratt>»m 
It  is  not  wholly  of  my  will  I  go 


"  To  ii'in  red  Kiss  of  Death.     Afar,  afar 
I  was  as  burnt  as  now  my  poor  wings  are  ' 

Sere,  in  the  flame.     The  worst  of  fire  befell  me 
Then,  when  my  love  first  kindled  at  her  Star." 
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Saiikb.     You  see  it  was  for  comfort  that  lie  fled, 
Rose-Body  !  to  your  neck !     How  could  he  dream, 
Kind  Gulbadan,  brave  Gulbadan,  who  takes 
Their  prey  from  tigers,  would  have  feared  a  moth  ? 

Gulbadan.     Ah,  Treasure-house   of   Bounty!    I   am 
shamed  ! 
I  did  not  know  this  was  so  sad  a  one. 
Read,  Mirza  Saheb !  what  the  Moth  said  next. 

MiRZA.     Still  went  he  on,  exalting  constancy  : 


[The  Mirza  reads.] 

"  Yet  J  in  regard  of  Beauty  no  men  pray 
For  less  of  Beauty  —  tho^  that  Beauty  slay  ! 

Who  then  reproves  me^  loving  my  Beloved^ 
Since  Life  at  her  whit^feet  well-pleased  I  layf 


*'  Dost  thou  not  know  why  1  court  doom  and  Death  ? 
That  she  may  live  when  I  have  yielded  breath  ! 


^ 
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For  thai  in  fit .'  and  »hf.,  mii  B--gf  Moved 
M  hri^htllcr  when  nij/Jtegh  eTikindkriim 


"  Sow  wilt  thou  say,  thtn, '  Find  thifge{f  »ome  mate 
Suitahh,  equal,  more  compagnonatr  '  ? 

'  Tig  all  a»  thouffh  to  one  6y  scorpion  Mtt^n 
Thou  ahouldtt  erv  '  €Meve_iUft  !*  a*  eontole  mu  »laU. 

"  Idle  is  counsel  which  men  cannot  take. 

And  vain  to  urge,  when  one  his  reins  doth  break, 

'Ay,  Qholam!  drive  thou  slower!'     'Ttva"  well 
written, 
lehk  ateeh  ast ;  and  wind  worse  fire  doth  make  ! 


'•  Advice  is  wind,  and  passion  is  as  flame  ; 
The  panther  by  his  wounds  fiercer  became  : 

Thou  art  dull-witted,  beitig  what  thou  aeemest. 
To  deem  that  I,  a  Lover,  am  the  same. 
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"  Let  worshippers  of  Sdf  seek  sucfi  as  they^ 
In  apots  secure^  mid  by  an  easy  way  ; 

Those  drunk  with  heavenly  self-forfjetfulness 
Go  on  a  perilous  quest ^  ylad  if  it  slay. 


''  When  first  tvith  this  desire  I  grew  possessed  y 
All  other  hopen  1  rooted  from  my  breast ; 

He  that  will  stake  his  head  is  called  true  Lover  ; 
The  feeble-Uvered  loves  his  life  the  best. 


•"'  What?  on  a  sudden^froyn  some  ambush^  Death 
Ends  me  in  some  vile  way  ?     Better  my  breath 
To  yield  as  T  will  yield  it^  tvilliny-minded^ 
Doomed  by  my  Lady's  swift  delicious  wrath  ! 


"  "Tis  written  on  the  brow  when  we  must  die  ; 
If  she  '«  to  killy '  Right  welcome!^  answer  I; 

Since  one  dny^  helpless^  we  must  quit  existence^ 
Now  at  her  feet  Flay  it^  joyously  y 
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(lULUAUAN.  U  there  were  loveralikotuhiin'nioiigst  lucn, 
Women  would  bo,  as  brcc>zc  o(  MoscUay 
Gentle  and  steadfriHt ;  and,  an  Ruknabad,' 
Lim])id  iiiid  awcet ! 

hlLAZAif.  Yol  1  aui  fail!  to  hear 

What  spake  the  lamp  ! 

MiKZA.  It  aiiswereth  in  the  next : 

[2%«  HiBEA  natU.') 

One  night  —  I  do  remember  —  when  mine  eyes 
Closed  not,  I  heard  a  talking  in  this  wige  ,* 

Moth  said  to  Lamp-fiame,  "  Ah,  my  Well-beloved .' 
lam  a  Lover ;  this  it  no  surprise 


"  If  T do  weep  and  bum  ;  but  thou .'  but  thou  ! 
Whg  do  I  see  thee  weeping,  burning,  now  ?" 

The  Lamp  replied,  " Shirfn-i-man !     Soft  Lover! 
The  honey  of  my  life  melts  from  my  broiv  !  " 
'  A  spot  Kill]  Birenm  mentiuneil  liy  Hafiz. 
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It  saidy  "  Ohj  tearful  Lover  I  cease  to  ngh  ! 
Passion* 8  worst  panys  thou  knowest  not,  as  I: 

Leave  claiming^  leave  lamenting^  or  come  boldly  ! 
Nor  power ^  nor  patience  of  Lovers  mystery 


*'  Hast  thouy  who  fliesf  from  my  naked  fire^ 
Desiring,  yet  afrail  of  thy  Desire  ! 

Hither  and  thither  dost  thou  flutter^  fearful ; 
But  I  consume^  exhale^  glow  and  expire. 


"  If  flame  of  Love  thy  silver  feathers  scorch, 
Look  upon  me,  who  am  Love'^s  kindled  Torch  ! 

Think  on  the  blaze  and  torrent  of  my  burning^ 
Forget  my  splendor,  lighting  Court  and  Porch  !  " 


There  lingered  still  some  little  of  the  flight, 
When  one  of  Pdriface  put  out  that  light ; 

The  smoke  rose  like  a  parting  soul :  it  whispered, 
'•  Lopk,  Lover!  now,  indeed.  Love  endeth  right  I 
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**  Thin  is  t/tt  Road .'    Rah  in  ast !  Uam  of  me  : 
Di/hi;/  thou  ffiihifnt  Lovr'i  hett  re»ta»y  .'  " 

Mnke  oriT  Lioetr  ulatn  no  lametitation  ; 

(V/y  Shukur!  thanks!  —  Ih  i*  aectpled  :   he. 

Oh,  !f  thitu  bf'»t  true  Lover  wa»h  not  hand 
From  i  hat  dear  ttain  of  Love  !  from  worliUy  brand 
Of  wealth  and  ae\f4ove  wash  it  I    At  the  laat 

T/iufe  uiri,  ti-hu  rpitt  cf  Fortune  »  Umpeetn,  rfond. 


Glad  to  wreck  all  for  Love.     I  my 

I,  Sa'di —  launch  not  on  that  boundless  Sea.' 

But,  if  thou  puttest  forth 
To  etorm  and  wave  trust  thyself  hardily  ! 


to  thee  - 
dless  Sea 
hoist  sail,  quit  anchor  ! 


Saheb.     I  think,  with  Dilaz&r,  if  we  should  sit 
Ufttimei?,  good  Mirza!  in  Bost&n  with  you, 
We  might  almost  grow  bold  as  Gulbadan 
For  Allah's  holy  sako,  and  what  He  made; 
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Might  learn  to  love  like  Candle  and  like  Moth. 
And,  of  a  truth,  by  this  we  may  perceive 
Whither  your  Poet  brings  us.     But  now  dance 
One  little  measure  more,  and  sing  that  song 
The  Nautchnees  use  at  parting,  Gulbadan  I 
Tlien  will  I  tell  vou  what  our  Hindoos  sav  — 
The  pundits  of  tlie  Poorans  and  the  Ved  — 
Touching  this  Love  in  Life,  and  all  it  means. 
(iULBADAN.     Jauab  I     1  think   it   is   this   dance    ' 
ask, 
Where  first  we  lav  aside  chuddur  and  veil 
And  glide  near  to  the  Feast-master,  and  gaze 
Eyes  into  eyes ;  and  then  again  put  on 
The  garments,  and  steal  slow  away,  and  hide 
Our  face,  the  music  softly  dying  down  : 

[She  dance%  and  sm(/8  ;  Dilazau  playinij,'] 

I  have  danced,  oh,  my  Master  and  Lover ! 

All  mv  best  : 


Peep  impr 

The  Ijeat  of  my 

feet  i 

ill  X\n:  dii 

Told  the  r 

Jatv-i-man!    Life  of 

mine,  it 

is  ended  ! 

O'er  my  fa 

I  draw  veil !     Music 

no  more 

is  blended 

In  this  pla 

With  the  songs 

where  Love's 

sigh  compr 

Soul's  eml 

Kh&da  Hdjiz  ! 

God 

keep  you  attended 

By  HiB  gn 

SAHEa  Tlianks,  most  kind  Gulbadan!  Tulip  a 
Hancer  and  Singer  both,  and  both  so  sweet 
Yea !  it  is  this  the  Sftnkhya  maxim  taughfc 
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Of  Kapila)  in  Sanskrit  terse  and  dark  : 
"  For  Nature,  in  the  shows  and  plays  of  life, 
Is  like  a  dancing-girl  who  paces,  sings, 
Reveals,  conceals,  approaches,  and  retires 
Before  the  eves  of  him  whom  she  would  move  ;  " 
Till  — when  it  is  enough  —  she  drops  her  veil, 
And  speaks  the  word  of  rest,  and  ceases  so, 
(As  Gulbadan  did,  when  tamboora  stayed). 
And  then  an  end  for  him ;  since  Soul  is  taught. 

Gulbadan.     Ah,  English  Lord  I  but  those  that  teach 
the  Soul, 
Obeying  Nature,  or  hard  need,  or  fate ; 
Or  set  to  this  by  whatso  force  or  fault ; 
Have  you  no  happy  wisdom,  too,  for  us  ? 

Saheb.     My  Tiger-tamer  !  with  the  roe-deer  eyes, 
What  should  1  know  ?     Heaven  hath  its  scheme  for 

you, 
Its  pity,  and  its  pardon,  and  its  love, 
Even  as  for  queens.    Nature  doth  dance  for  you 
As  for  her  boat ;  matches  her  songs  to  ear, 


WITU  SAUl   IS   TIIK   GAKDKN; 


[iul  1 


Makes  eyc-piay,  heart-plaj ,  till  she  fill  your 

With  ft'hut  WHS  meant.    IiulialtahJ  be  well-pleased'. 

Would  I  had  such  gooil  hope  as  Gulbadaul 

DiL.vzAu.     But  what  i»  meant?  Quzoorl  for  thcschigli 
words 
Mulie  even  Naiitclmees  muse. 

Sahub.  Calamity 

Of  liwillosH  minds,  bri.iiht  Pilazftr  !  't  were  be«» 
If  Hussein  ansvered,  fOT  the  Hirfea's  wit 
Guides  iia  herein  —  yet  we  three  witless  ones 
Glean   thus   much,   aa   I   deem,   from    this   fair 

night 
Hpcnt  in  the  Garden  of  Queen  Arjamand  : 
That  all  the  ylory  and  the  grace  of  things, 
Witchcraft  of  loveliness,  wonder  of  Resli, 
Fair  symmetry  of  forms,  deep  Iiarmonies 
Of  line  and  limb  —  are  but  as  shadows  cast 
From  hidden  Light  of  Beauty  and  of  Lore 
Thus  cliiefly  here  revealed.     Nor  charm  alone 
Of  ninn  for  woman,  woman  for  the  man. 
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With  secret  of  Earth's  roll  kept  thus  at  sijced. 

And  all  its  tender  fruits  of  motherhood, 

And  fatherhood,  and  friendships,  and  large  links 

Of  households,  villages,  towns,  nations,  race; 

But  all  things  beautiful  and  great  which  please, 

Those  wonder-whispering  stars,  that  poised  swift  moon. 

The  purple  peace  of  Night,  yon  pearly  Dawn 

Colored  with  day's  first  gold;  this  cool  pure  breeze 

Which  is  the  breath  of  Xaturp  wakening. 

Those  roses  with  their  lovely  blush  come  back. 

These  birds  withdrawing  little  heads  from  wings, 

The  butterflies  abroad  spreading  soft  vans 

Of  blue  and  green  and  crimson,  silver-mealed  ; 

The  blossoms  opening  for  them,  honey-filled. 

And  stately  things  and  rich  of  Art,  where  Man 

Works  to  the  patterns  of  the  Master-hand, 

Such  as  yon  cloud-white  dome  which,  soaring,  notes 

The  coming  Morn  and  takes  its  first  warm  gleam 

On  the  glad  marble :  —  these,  and  joy  of  Life, 


rii 


'I' 


'P 
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And  ecstain  of  Ldvl',  und  youth  mid  fnitli, 

And  marvels  nf  the  pictures  painted  ii» 

By  land  niiil  sea,  nntl  woudern  iu  tlic  lap 

Whicli  fu](l  by  fuld  the  Mother  opens  us. 

Whispering  her  secrets  as  wc  learn  to  hear- 

And,  at  the  last,  that  last  large  joy  of  all. 

Trust  in  the  goodness  and  the  love  of  Uim 

Who,  making  bo  mnch  well,  will  end  nil  well 

These,  as  I  think,  are  pqges  of  Lore's  Bocdc 

Which  here,  with  childhood's  stammering  lips,  we 

spell; 
And  those  who  study  deepest  learn  the  most 
Tliat  Love  hates  naught  except  Self-love —  will  have 
Self-love  uptorn,  disdained,  alain,  cast  away  ; 
Will  hare  us  learn  in  Life's  great  liook  to  be 
Patient  and  reasonable,  kindly  and  mild, 
Led  always  by  the  hand  of  what  we  love 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  the  Loveliest, 
The  Largest,  Highest,  Fullest,  Happiest,  Best ; 


1 

J 
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Despising  none  because  't  is  Allah  made  — 
For  shall  men  wrangle  o'er  the  Nameless  Name?— 
And  envying  none  because  't  is  Allah  wills 
What  fortunes  each  shall  have,  and  wlirre  his  place : 
But  lief  to  live  and  not  afraid  to  die, 
Since  Love,  that  would  not  wrong  us,  whispers  oft 
"  Die  now  for  me !  "  as  though  we  could  not  die 
Obeying  Love  I     These  are  the  echoes,  Friends ! 
I  catch  from  Sa'di  and  wise  Hussein  here ; 
Music  for  modern  minds  subtle  —  but  yet 
Sweet  and  contenting  as  those  sounds  which  float 
Around  the  snow-pure  ceiling  of  yon  tomb, 
Lifting  the  heart  on  plumes  of  wings  unseen, 
And  linking  painful  Earth  with  blissful  Heaven. 
Thus  have  I  gathered  —  if  I  gather  well. 
MiRZA.     Well  hast  thou  gathered,  Sir !  and  truly  heard 
The  Sama',  that  deep  murmur  of  the  truth, 
Which  soundeth  everywhere  to  ears  unlocked  : 
And  thereto  lastlv  Sa'di  leadeth  us  : 


igj  WITU  SA'Ul   Ul   TUK  GAKUtS  ; 

{The  MmZA  rea'h.'l 

ir.M  one  Ootl-lorinff  —  but  he  id!;/  gave 
Hill  heart  to  he  a  rruel  Beaut^/'it  slaves 

Contempt  he  differed;  fhone  that  lateft/  fanded 
B<at  Itumor's  drum  to  rail  him  fi">!  and  knave  : 

IVf  all  ill  lhinif»  he  hnr^/or  hirfair  »iikf  ; 
Love  for  Life't  poison  antidote  doth  make  ! 

Hi»  neck  to  harth  rebuke  he  bowed  ;  his  forehead 
Was  bared  for  eontumely  to  beat  and  f>reak  : 

Nay  — for  all  those  reproachinga  vere  in  rain  ; 
Small  heed  hath  one  that  drowns  of  pelting  rain! 

When  Foot  of  Will  strikes  hard  on  Rock  of  Frem^, 
Who  thinks  of  mud-splash,  or  of  garmenfs  stain? 


And,  one  night,  in  the  guise  of  her,  Shaitdn 
TI,imared  the  heart  of  this  bewildered  man  ; 


t 


OR,  THE  BOOK  OF  LOVE.  193 

Soul-bound  he  lay  in  that  delicioua  bondage^ 
Andfoxmd  710  power  of  prayer  when  day  began, 

A/if/ered  against  his  flesh  a  pool  he  sottyht ; 
Winter  ujyon  the  ivater*sface  had  wrought 

A  marbled  door  of  ice  —  he  burst  and  plunged : 
One  rried :  '^Oh^  Fool!  to  death  thou  toilt  be  brought  f^^ 

The  youth  said  :  "  Vex  me  not  toith  scorn  and  blame 
If  thus  I  punish  Self,     Five  days  the  flame 

Of  Love  had  scorched  my  blood  ^consuming  patience; 
Now  I  extinguish  it  !  for  since  I  came 

''  Into  this  tender  sin  not  once  did  she 
Ank^  with  sweet  throaty  if  ill  or  well  I  be  ; 

Not  once  with  gentle  speech  of  grace  and  pity 
Lighten  the  burden  of  Love's  tyranny. 

'•  But  He  !  but  He  !   Who  made  me  from  the  clay, 
And  set  my  Soul  within  it,  and  alway 

'3 


WITH   SATII   IM  THE  GARDEN; 

Pitit*  and  /tartioits,  a?id  enfoldi  mt  ever 
In  Itis  beneficence,  skull  I  not  Jay 

"3/y  heart  hack  in  ffi»  hand?"     Quoth  Sa'di,  t 
Lofie  t)iynelf  ikus  {f  thou  art-  loner  true 

Of  Him  where  logs  is  gain  .'     If  othenrise. 
Follow  (he  path  officih,  andfolhieing,  rue  ! 

Ytt,feor  no(,  h»t  in  God.  dead  earth  to  be  ; 
He  will  remake,  when  He  unmaketh  thee  ! 

There  shoot  no  green  blades  from  tTie  wheal  and 
barley 
Till  seed  i»  laid  in  dust  of  husbandry. 

That  which  doth  get  thee  free  from  self  shall  bring 
Nighnesa  to  God .'     This  is  a  subtle  thing 

The  selfless  only  know.     Not  self-possessing 
Art  thou  thine  own  —  hut  self-abandoning/ 

Saheb.     So  are  we  back  again  on  Christ's  own  Hill 
In  Syria ;  under  the  Tree  with  Bnddh  ! 
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'*  Lose  thyself,"  Sa'di  says,  "  to  find  thyself  "  ; 

The  secret  word  of  Love  —  but,  will  it  come, 

That  hour  which  makes  the  sadness  end  in  joy, 

The  worst  turn  best  ? 
MiRZA.  Surely  that  hour  will  come  ! 

IIow  else  ?    The  Master  of  the  Cup  keeps  back 

His  richest  vintage  for  last  round  of  the  Feast. 

Is  there  not,  Gulbadan !  a  song  you  sing, 

Where  some  one  asks  the  Pearl,  the  Rose,  the  Bird, 

If  it  was  hard  to  wait  ? 
( I ULBADAN.  Chand  wakt  —  why,  yes  ! 

If  it  may  please,  I  do  remember  that. 


[Gulbadan  «in//«.] 

"  How  didst  thou  bear,  white  Pearl !  the  sea-waves' 
swelling, 

The  cold  green  imderworld,  where  Day  is  Night  ? 
The  horrid  monstrous  fish,  the  dismal  dwelling. 

Shut  in  thy  shell  —  such  lustre  lost  to  sight  ?  " 


;   TUi:   UARDKS; 


"  Oil,  fair  Prhicfss !  on  wlioao  iiL'ck  1  aiu  gleaming. 
1  dreamed  of  tliw  —  anduow  't  isuomorodroaming!" 

"  How  diilwt  thou  [MRS,  red  Rose !  the  bitter  w-eatbcr 
While  1  wiiN  soiigless?"    "Nightingale!"  she  Raid, 

■•  I  knew  that  Love  and  thou  would  come  together  ! 
In  IJiid  of  Pati*,iicc  Fluwer  of  Hope  I  laid 

Till    Zephyrs    ln-rathed^    thcae    hlc«s&d    muiiu-tiiiicj 
hriiigiug, 

And  now  'tis  Bumuier,  and  1  hear  thee  singing!" 

"  Why  didst  thou  toil, bright  Bird,  thy  soft  iiest  weaving, 

Early  and  late,  hiding  it  in  tlie  tree ; 
The  meadows  and  the  pleasant  sunshine  leaving, 

To  build  that  little  house  ?  "  "  Oh,  Poet !  see 
Under  my  wing  five  feathered  chirping  treasures! 
Was  I  not  wise  to  let  go  woodland  pleasures  ?" 

"How  didst  thou  bring  thy  well-belovfed  hither 
Hand  in  hand.  Lover  with  the  happy  eyes ! 

Not  waiting  till  the  Dead  should  rise  together  ? 
Knowest  thou  not  that  this  is  Paradise  ?  '* 

"  Angel  of  God  !  her  step  passed  near  my  tomb 

1  heard  it,  and  I  rose,  and  I  am  come ! " 
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Saheb.     I  have  a  wish  vou  too  should  dance  for  us 
One  last  time,  Dilazar — as  Nature  does 
Before  Life's  lesson  closes,  teaching  men 
What  eyes  were  for,  and  hearts.     There  must  have 

happed 
Some  last  dance  in  this  Garden  for  the  Queen, 
Some  hour  when  all  that  love  of  Sliah  Jahan, 
The  stately  days,  the  sovereignty,  the  bliss. 
Gathered  to  golden  finish  like  yon  horn 
Pointing  the  Taj.     Dance  and  sing,  Dilazar  ! 


[Dilazar  riaes  and  dances  slowlt/j  accompany imj  her 

m 

steps  hy  the  voice  alone. ^ 

Eyes  softly  bold  ! 

Bodice  bound  with  gold  ! 

Girdle  clasping  what  love  would  enfold ! 

Light  glancing  feet 

Which  meet  —  part —  and  meet ! 

Dancing,  dancing  the  measure  sad  and  sweet : 


WlTil   SA'Dl  IN   THE  GARDEN; 

Oaiico,  iJuHue  still ! 

Oiuite,  if  jou  will, 

All  tlio  night  long  as  the  slow  stars  daucc  '. 

All  tliL-  iii.irht  long 

1  woiiM  hear  your  Indian  song. 

And  watch  you,  dark  Star  !  in  a  trance. 


Xiiy,  't  is  e 

'I'll  the  woi-ld  rude  and  rough 

'\':\kv  liack  your  heart,  wistful  Lover  I 

1  liiivi'  woven  well  the  spell; 
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God's  music  cannot  finish  with  one  tune ! 
Hath  Sa'di  more  upon  this  subtle  theme  ? 
MiRZA.     Yet  one  piece  more  and  then  the  end,  good 
Friend  ! 

[The  MiRZA  reads.] 

Thus  all  around  is  Sama^  —  Music  !  they^ 
Who  live  in  love  of  Heaven  ask  none  to  play 

Rabdb  or  pipe  !  the  common  sounds  of  Earth, 
Make  meanings!  horse-hoofs  clattering  on  the  way^ 

Voices  of  waste  and  water ^  nay  !  a  fly  — 
His  gilded  filmy  wings  he  doth  not  ply 

Before  God's  Lover ^  but  that  man  puts^  fly-like^ 
His  hands  across  his  head  in  ecstasy. 

Full  of  those  melodies  of  God  heard  here^ 
His  Lover  heeds  not  much  for  bam  or  zer, 

High  note  or  low  note  !     To  his  eyes  the  call 
Of  wild  birds  winging  home  brings  a  glad  tear : 
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For  never  auiiinhere  one  in»taHt  dumb 
Tfte  Matter  of  all  Mutio  doth  become  ; 

The  ffreat  Chief-Sinijer  nngt —  hut  what  He  tittt/K 
Sounds  char  and  dear  only  to  ear»  of  gome. 

Brothi-rK  !  I  nay  not  wluil  tfuit  Mmtir  in, 
Xnr  iv/ini  V  i»  heard  tirtffht,  nor  why  the  Idhi 

Of  melody  celestial  setn  life  danrinff,  ' 
jfor  aii  the  wj/eli  tmd  mgatery  ^  thit : 

Needs  that  it  find  right  hearer!    If  SouVs  Bird 
Launch  witiys  from  Totverof  Truth  at  that  Voice  heard. 

The  Anyeh  soar  not  hiyher  :  if  a  man 
Be  sunk  in  folly  Skaitdn  speaks  the  word 


IVhich  holds  him  deaf.     How  should  an  evil  ear 
Catch  the  sweet  whiiper  of  the  Sama'  clear  f 

When  midnight  sitart  play  the  loved  one  listens. 
Not  he  tehose  senses  steeped  tn  wine-jarg  were. 
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When  Zephyr  breathes  H  is  the  Rose  nods  to  it. 
Not  that  dead  trunk  which  the  steel  axe  must  split  I 

The  world  is  filled  with  Sama\with  God  speakinf/^ 
But  harmony  for  deafness  is  unfit. 

Say  !  hast  thou  marked  the  camel  quicken  speedy 
And  step  forth  joyous^  when  the  AraVs  reed 

Pipes  him  a  desert-strain  ?  have  camels  gladness 
At  sweet  sounds^  and  is  man  of  baser  breed  ? 

Saheb.     Fain  would  we  hear  such  strains,  if  we  hml 
grace ! 

But  you  who  know  all  music,  Gulbadan ! 

Is  there  still  one  of  all  your  hundred  songs 

With  echo  of  the  Sama',  of  this  sound 

Unheard,  yet  sweeter  than  the  things  we  hear  ? 
Gulbadan.     I  unroll  all  my  cloth  of  memory. 

Searching  for  such,  my  Lord !     If  we  please  you, 

We  are  well-pleased.     Yes  !  there  is  this  I  know  : 
Dilaz&r  !  play  the  "  song  without  a  sound." 


Wrni   SADl   UJ  THE   GARDEN; 


Tlie  Bulbul  wail(jd,"Oh,  Rose!  all  night  I  sing, 
And  Thou.  BelorfeJ !  utterest  not  one  thing." 
"  Dear  Bird  I  "  she  answered,  "  scent  and  blosfldming 
Are  music  of  my  Song  v.ithout  a  sound." 

The  Cyjircss  to  the  Tulip  spake  ;  "  What  bliss 
Setiet  thou  iu  sunshine,  dancing  still  like  this?" 
"  My  cup,"  the  Tulip  said,  "  the  wind's  lips  kiss ; 

Dancing  I  hear  the  Song  without  a  sound." 

The  gray  Owl  hooted  to  the  Dove  at  mom, 
"  Why  art  tliou  happy  on  thy  jungle-thom  ?  " 
"  Hearest  thou  not,"  she  cooed, "  o'er  Earth's  face  borne 
This  music  of  the  Song  without  a  sound  ?  " 

"  Ah,  Darweesh  ! "  moaned  a  King,  "  Vainly  I  pray 
For  Allah's  comfort,  kneeling  day  by  day." 
"  Sultan ! "  quoth  he,  "  be  meek,  and  hear  alway 
The  music  of  His  Mercy  without  sound." 
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"  Poet !  "  a  Queen  sighed,  "  why  alone  to  thee 
Come  visions  of  that  world  we  cannot  see  — 
Not  great  nor  ricli  ?  "     "I  borrow  minstrelsy," 

Smiling  he  said, "  from  Songs  without  a  sound! " 

Shinn-i-man  !  dear  Lover !  true  and  sweet. 

Ask  no  more  if  I  love,  nor  kiss  my  feet ; 

But  hear,  with  cheek  against  my  bosom's  beat, 

The  music  of  the  Song  without  a  sound ! 


Saheb.     Fair  ladies,  thanks !  the  wind  of  morning  lulls 
Lest  it  lose  half  a  note  of  your  soft  strain. 
But  here 's  broad  Day  at  last !  we  have  outwatchcd 
The  Nightingales,  and  quite  forgotten  sleep. 
How  glorious  comes  the  Morn  !     So  it  will  come, 
As  I  do  hope,  and  as  great  Sa'di  says. 
After  Life's  night  of  loneliness  and  lack, 
To  all  the  Lovers  who  were  tried  and  true. 
So  has  it  come,  then  —  ages  back  —  to  him 
That  Sultan  of  the  heart  of  Arjamand 


p 
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u)  lovpd  his  Qtiecn  so  well,  and  laiii  her  hiiro  : 

jk,  Gulbadnn  I  —  unless  thy  largo  l>lai:fc  evi^-* 
y  with  long  vigil — how  thi^  Light 

dK8     ke  ail  Angel,  making  all  things  clear  ! 
Dilazfir!  the  palm  feathers  arc  gilt 

th  new  gold  of  another  day  foi-  Earth. 
And  onr  Queen's  tomb  is  turned  to  iom.-  und  jM-nrl  1 
Tlicre  mnst  he  some  sweet  Persiiin  M.T.sf  lo  jiniJKc  ■ 
TIiIb  perfect  hour, 
fiuLBADAN,  We  aie  not  weary  yet, 

Since  you  are  not;  and  we  wonld  scn-e  yon  still 
Who  are  not  prond,  and  have  such  gentle  thonghts 
Not  for  the  great  ones  only,  but  for  us. 
There  comes  a  song  to  mind ;  Sister  !  play  up 
Chaman  az  nazim  : 

[They  aing  alternate  vertet."] 
OuLBADAN.     The  garden  was  laden  with  musk  by  the 
breeze. 
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It  whispered   while  Earth   stirred,  it   rustled   the 

trees ; 
From  the  tresses  of  night  fell   the  last  loosened 

star ; 
Ay  !  chaman  az  nazim-isabah  mushkbar  ! 


DiLAZAR.     The  flowers  ope'd  their  lids;  from  the  wing 
of  the  bird 
The  feathered  head  lifted  ;  the  jessamine  heard 
All  pale  in  her  charms  as  true  Lovers'  looks  are, 
Saman  az  latdfat  ehu  rukhsar-i-yar  ! 


(JuLBADAN.     The  Rose  was  awake  ere  the   breatli  of 
dawn  blew, 
Witli  a  tear  on  her  cheek, as  the  Nightingale  knew; 
But  slie  parted  her  lips  now  and  lifted  her  face  : 
Zi  bad-i-sahar  yul  dihan  kurdah  baz  ! 


DiLAZAU.     In  the  light  of  the  morning  her  beautiful 
breast 
She  bared  for  her  lover,  with  passion  confessed ; 
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All  smiling  and  nodding  she  gavo  hira  her  grdctf; 
Chu  matUhuk-i-khanddn  ad»hik  nmv4i.'^ 

MiRZA.    Yea,  Girl  1  tboii  canst  not  sing  of  love  too  swfii 
So  it  be  known  that  all  these  pretty  words 
Shadow  the  true  words,  play  at  baby  joys, 
Lisp  tlie  first  letters  of  the  larger  life  : 
Yea.  Girl !  thou  canst  not  drink  this  wine  too  de«|>. 
Nor  brim  the  cup  too  full,  so  it  bo  kiiown 
The  Cn]>bearer  is  bliss,  and  not  the  wine. 
The  picture  naught,  the  Pr.inter  all  in  all"! 
Sama' !  Sama' !  oh  !  hear,  behind  the  strings, 
Past  voice  of  the  Belovfed,  past  Morn's  breath. 
Past  Rose  and  Nightingale,  and  yielded  lips  ; 
Past  high  delights  of  learning,  lore  and  art. 
Oh,  beyitnd  Sa'di  even,  God's  sweet  call 

'  Tlieae  four  re/rains  mny  be  rendered  literalty  : 

"  The  garden  n&a  Dlleil  vich  mnBk  by  the  breeze  of  mom." 
"  The  jasmine,  in  delicacy,  was  ss  the  cheek  of  tlie  Beloved. " 
"  Tlie  roae  opened  her  lips  to  the  breath  of  Dawn." 
"  Like  n  laugliing  Iwautj  caressing  lier  lover." 
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Lifting  all  hearts  by  Jamdl  and  Jaldl^ 

By  Tenderness  divine,  and  Majesty, 

To  Love  and  Life  which  have  not  place  nor  name ! 

Intoxicate  yourselves  with  that  wise  dream, 

J3e  Safi ! 

Haheb.  Must  we  don  the  woollen  cap. 

And  drink  in  Shiah  taverns  ? 

MiRZA.  Friend  !  the  heart 

Wcaretli  ho  garb.     But  see  !  the  Sun  is  come. 
And  hath  his  presence  gloriously  told, 
Like  a  great  King  before  whose  feet  they  spread 
The  crimson  carpet  of  expectancy ! 
Now  must  we  part,  belated  Birds  of  night, 
Who  talked,  i'  the  dark,  of  Love  and  Life  some  while. 
Yet  blink,  only  to  look  at  this  gold  hem 
Of  Heaven's  hid  splendor  which  men  call  the  Morn. 
You  will  not  quite  forget  the  Ishk,  and  us. 
The  roses  we  outwatched,  the  nightingales 
That  vexed  their  hearts,  and  stayed  their  burning 
songs, 
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And  gathered  round,  for  enviuusncss  to  liwnr 

Gulliftdnu's  vok'c,  and  strings  of  DUaz&r? 
Saheu.     NfvtT  shall  I  forget ! 
MiitZA.  And  when  nieii  a 

111  your  '  WU&yeti '  beyond  the  seas, 

That  Islam  hath  no  deep  philosophies, 

Will  yovi  not  speak  of  Sa'di  and  the  night 

We  Bate  together  underneath  this  Taj ; 

And  tell  your  people  ?     Dilnair!  read  yet 

Ba  dil  goftam  az  Misr  to  the  Saheb  : 

[DiLAZAR  reads-l 

In  many  lands  I  have  wandered,  and  wondered,  and 

liatened  and  seen  ; 
And  many  my  frienda  and  companions  and  teachers 

and  lovers  have  been. 

And  nowhere  a  comer  was  there  but  I  gathered  up 

pleasure  and  gain, 
From  a  hundred  gardens  rose^blooms,  f  rora  a  thousand 

granaries  grain ; 
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And  I  said  to  my  Soul  in  secret  "  Oh,  thou  who  from 

journey?  art  come ! 
It  is  meet  we  should  bear  some  token  of  love  to  the 

stayers  at  home ; 

For  where  is  the  traveller  brings  not  from  Nile  the 
sweet  green  reed, 

Or  Kashmiri  silk,  or  musk-bags,  or  coral,  or  cardamom- 
seed  ?  '* 

1  was  loath  from  all  that  Pleasaunce  of  the  Sun,  and 

its  words  and  ways, 
To  come  to  my  country  giftless,  and  showing  no  fruit 

of  my  days : 

But  if  my  liands  were  empty  of  honey,  and  pearls  and 

gold, 
There  were  treasures  far  sweeter  than   honey,  and 

marvellous  things  to  be  told, 

Whiter  than  pearls,  and  brighter  than  the  cups  at  a 

Sultan's  feast, 
And  these  I  have  brouglit  for  love-tokens,  from  the 

Lords  of  Truth,  in  my  East 
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S&HEB.     Yl's  !  for  1  kniiw  a  Friend  who  is  as  I 
Your  lover,  and  a  seeker  for  the  Truth, 
And  he  will  strive  to  teach  what  Sa'di  taught 
Among  mj-  people,  if  this  Persian  Rose 
Under  owr  skies  can  open  her  rich  leaves. 
And  western  Nightingales  sing  praise  to  them! 
Mirza  !  my  grateful  hand !     Angels  of  God 
Say  some  day  to  your  gentle  soul  in  Heaven 
KhSsh  Amadid .' '     Pilazftr !  tie  this  goM 
Tight  in  your  cloth,  and  keep  one  Sahcb'a  name 
Giccn   in  your  thoughts,  as  our   Queen's  Garden 


And  Gulbadan  !  dear  Gulbadan!  I  kiss 
That  little  palm  which  took  the  baby  safe 
Forth  fi'om  the  tiger's  jaws ;  I  praise  and  press 
These  gentle  lips  which  sang  so  meltingly  : 
To-morrow  I  will  send  your  wounded  arm, 
Which  bears  its  red  hurt  like  a  Rose  of  God, 
1  "  Yuu  are  welconw ! " 
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The  golden  armlet !     Ah  !  not  thanks  !     I  owe 
More  than  much  gold  —  more  than  you  know  —  to 
you. 


Remember  me ! 

(iULBADAN. 


Inshallah  !  till  we  die ! 


r.'inibrldge  :  «J»hn  WIIhoii  k,  Son,  UniverHlty  Prw«. 
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